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FOURTEENTH BOOK. 

With the moyement which was spreading among the public, v 
now arose another of greater importance perhaps to the 
author, as it took place in his immediate circle. 

His early friends who had read, in manuscript, those poet- 
ical compositions which were now creating so much sensa- 
tion, and therefore regarded them almost as their own, gloried 
in a success which they had boldly enough predicted. This 
number was augmented by new adherents, especially by such 
as felt conscious of a creative power in themselves, or weia 
desirous of calling one forth and cultivating it. 

Among the former, Lenz was the most active and he deported 
himself strangely enough, I have already sketched the outward 
appearance of tliis remarkable mortal, and have touched affec- 
tionately on his talent for humor. 1 will now speak’ of his 
ohaxacter, in its results rather than descriptively, because it 
would be impossible to Mow him through the mazy course of 
his life, and to transfer to these pages a M exhibition of his 
peculiarities. 

Qenerally known is that self-torture which in the lack ot alt 
outward gnevances, had now become fashionable, and which 
disturbed the vei^ best minds. That which gives but a tran- 
sient pain to ordmary men who never themselves meditate on 
that which they seek to banish hrom their minds, by the 
bettm* order, acutely observed, regaarded, and record^ m 
boolm, letters^ and diaries. But now mep united the strictest 
lequmtimis on thmnselves and others mth an exces^ 
in action } and vague notions this billf 
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of-the-way practices. But this painful work of self- contempla- 
tion was justified by the rising empirical pyschology which, 
while it was not exactly willing to pronounce everything that 
produces inward disquiet to be wicked and objectionable, still 
could not give it an unconditional approval, and thus was origi- 
nated an eternal and inappeasable contest. In carrying on, 
and sustaining this conflict, Lenz surpassed all the other idlers 
and dabblers who were occupied in mining into their own 
souls, and thus he suffered from tl]je universal tendency of the 
times, which was said to have been let loose by Werther; but 
a personal peculiarity distinguished him from all the rest. 
While they were undeniably frank and honest creatures, he had 
a decided inclination to intrigue, and, indeed, to intrigue for its 
own sake, without ha\'ing in view any special object, any rea- 
sonable, attainable, personal object. On the contrary, it was 
always his custom to propose to himself something whimsical, 
which served, for that very reason, to keep him constantly occu- 
pied. In this way all his life long his imagination made him 
play a false part; his love, as well as his hate, was imaginary; 
he dealt with his thoughts and feelings in a wilful manner, so 
as always to have something to do. He endeavoui’ed to give 
reality to his sympathies and antipathies by the most perverse 
means, and always himself destroyed his own work. Thus he 
never benefited any one whom he loved, and never injured 
any one whom he hated. In general he seemed to sin only to 
punish himself, and to intrigue for no purpose but to graft a 
new fable upon an old one. 

His talent, in which tenderness, facility, and subtlety 
rivalled each other, proceeded from a real depth, from an inex- 
haustible creative power, but was .thoroughly morbid with all 
its beauty. Such qualities are precisely the most difficult to 
judge. It is impossible to overlook great features in his 
works—a lovely tenderness steals along through pieces of 
caricature so odd and so silly that they can hardly be par- 
doned, even in a humor so thorough and unassuming, and 
such a genuine comic talent. His days were made up of mere 
nothings, to which hip nimble fancy could ever give a meaning, 
and he was the better able to squander hours away, since, with 
a happy memory, the time which he did employ in reading, 
was always fruitful, and enriched his original mode of thought 
with various materials. 



IKNZ. 


3 


He had been sent to Strasburg with some Livonian gentle- 
men, and a more unfortunate choice of a Mentor could not 
have been made. The elder baron went back for a time 
to his native country, and left behind him a lady to whom 
he was tenderly attached. In order to keep at a distance th^ 
secoud brother, who was paying court to the same lady, as 
well as other lovers, and to preserve the precious heart for his 
absent friend, Lcnz determined either to feign that he had 
fallen in love with the beauty, or if you please, actually to do so. 
He carried through this plan with the most obstinate adhe- 
rence to the ideal he had formed of her, without being aware 
that he, as well as the others, only served her for jest and pas- 
time. So much the better for him! For him, too, it was 
nothing but a game which could only be kept up by her meeting 
him in the same spirit, now attracting him, now repelling him, 
now encouraging him, and now slighting him. We may bo 
sure that if he had become aware of the way the affair some- 
times went on, he would, with great delight, have congratulated 
himself on the discovery. 

As for the rest he, like his pupils, lived mostly with officers 
of the garrison, and thus the strange notions he afterwards 
brought out in his comedy Die Soldaten {J!)[it Soldiers) probably 
originated. At any rate, this early acquaintance with military 
men had on him the peculiar effect, that he forthwith fancied 
himself a great j udge of military matters . And yet from time to 
time he really studied the subject in detail with such effect, 
that some years afterward he prepared a long memorial to the 
French Minister of War, from which he promised himself the 
best results. The faults of the department were tolerably 
well pointed out, but on the other hand, the remedies were 
ridiculous and impracticable. However, he cherished a con- 
viction that he should by this means gain great influence at 
court, and was anything but grateful to those of his friends 
who, partly by reasoning, and partly by active opposition, 
compelled him to suppress, and afterwards to bum, this fan- 
tastic work, after it had been fair-copied, put under cover with 
a letter, and formally addi’essed. 

First of all by word of mouth, and afterwards by letter, he 
had confided to me all the mazes of his tortuous movements 
with re^rd to the lady above mentioned. The poetry which 
he could inftise into the commonest incidents often astonished 
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me, so that I mrged him to employ his talents in turning the 
essence of this long-winded adventure to account, and to make 
a little romance out H)f it. But that was not in his line ; he 
could only succeed when’he poured himself out for ever upon 
details, and span an endless thread without any purpose. 
Perhaps it will be possible at a future time, to deduce, from 
these premises some account of his life up to the time that 
he became a lunatic. At present I confine myself to what is 
immediately connected with the subject in hand. 

Hardly had Gotz von Berlichingen appeared when Lenz 
sent me a prolix essay written on small draught paper, such 
as he commonly used, without leaving the least margin, either 
at the top, the bottom, or the sides. It was entitled, Ueber 
msere Ehe, (On our Marriage,) and were it still in exist- 
ence, might enlighten us much more now than it then did me, 
when I was as yet in the dark as to him and his character. The 
leading purpose of this long manuscript was to compare my 
talent with his own; now he seemed to make himself inferior 
to me, now to repre'sent himself as my equal; but it was all 
done with such humorous and neat turns of expression that I 
gladly received the view he intended to convey, and all the more 
so as I did, in fact, rate very high the gifts ne possessed, and 
was always urging him to concentrate himself out of his aimless 
rambling, and to use his natural capacities with some artistical 
control. I replied in the most friendly way to this confiden- 
tial communication, and as he had encouraged the greatest 
intimaey between us, (as the whimsical title indicates,) from 
that time forward I made known to him everything I had 
either finished or designed. In return he successively sent mo 
his manuscripts : Der Uofmeistor, (Private Tutor.) Der neue 
Menoza, (The New Menoza,) Die Soldaten, (The Soldiers,) the 
imitations of Plautus, and the ti’anslation from the English 
whieh I have before spoken of as forming the supplement to 
his remarks on the theatre. 

While reading the latter, I was somewhat struck to find him 
in a laconic preface speaking in such a way as to convey the 
idea that this essay, which contained a vehement attack upon 
Ihe regular theatre, had, many years before, been read to a 
joeiety of the friends of literature at a time, in short, when 
Gotz was not yet written. That there should have been among 
Lensfs acquamtances at Strasburg a literaiy circle of which I 
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was ignorant seemed somewhat problematical; however I let 
it pass, and soon procured publishers for this and his other 
writings, without having the least suspicion that he had se- 
lected me as*the chief object of his fanciful hatred, and as the 
mark of an odd and whimsical persecution. 

In passing, I will, for the saKe of the sequel, just mention 
a good feUqw, who, though of no extraordinary gifts, was 
yet one of our number. He was called Wagner, and was 
first a member of our Strasburg society and then of that at 
Frankfort — man not without spirit, talent, and education. 
He appeared to be a striving sort of person, and was therefore 
welcome. He, too, attached himself to me, and as I made no 
secret of my plans, I shewed to him as well as others my 
sketch of the Faust, especially the catastrophe of Gretchen. 
He caught up the idea and used it for a tragedy. Die Kindest 
morderin, (The Infanticide.) It was the first time that any 
one had stolen from me any of my plans. It vexed me,> 
though I bore him no ill will on that account. “Since then 
I have often enough suffered such robberies and anticipations 
of my thoughts, and with my dilatoriness and habit of gos- 
sippin^ about the many things that I was ever planning and 
imagining, I had no right to complain. 

If on account of the great effect which contrasts produce, 
orators and poets gladly make use of them even at the 
expense of seeking them ou^ and bringing them from a distance,, 
it must be the more agreeable to the present writer that such 
a decided contrast presents itself, in his speaking of Klinger 
after Lenz. They were cotemporaries, and in youth labored 
together. But Lenz, as a transient meteor, passed but for a 
moment over the horizon of German literature, and suddenly 
vanished without leaving any trace behind. Klinger, on the 
other hand, has maintained his position up to the present 
time as an author of influence, and an active man of business. 
Of him I will now speak, as far as it is necessary, without 
following any farther a comparison, which suggests itself ; for 
it has not been in secret that he has accomplished so much 
and exercised so great an influence, but both his works and 
his influence are still remembered, far and near, and are 
highly esteemed and appreciated. 

Klinger’s exterior, for I always like best to begin with 
this, was very prepossessing. Nature had given him a tall, 
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slender, well-built form, and regular features. He was eyeful 
of his appearance, always dressed neatly, and might justly 
have passed for the smartest member of our little society. 
His manners were neither forward nor repulsive-, and when 
not agitated by an inward storm, mild and gentle. 

In girls, we love what they are, but in young men •what 
they promise to be, and thus I was Klinger’s friend as soon as I 
made his acquaintance. He recommended himself by a pure 
good nature, and an unmistakeable decision of character won 
him confidence. From youth upward, everything had tended 
to incline him. to seriousness. Together with a beautiful and 
excellent sister, he had to provide for a mother, who in her 
widowhood had need of such children for her support. He 
had made himself everything that he was, so that no one 
could find fault with a trait of proud independence which 
was apparent in his bearing. Strong natural talents, such as 
are common to all well-endowed men, a facile power of appre- 
hension, an excellent memory, and great fluency of speech, 
he possessed ih a high degree; but he appeared to regard all 
these as of less value than the firmness and perseverance 
which were likewise innate with him, and which circumstances 
had abundantly strengthened. 

To a young man of such a character, the works of Rousseau 
were especially attractive. Emile was his chief text-book, and 
its sentiments, as they had an universal influence over the cul- 
tivated world, were peculiarly fruitful with him, and influenced 
him more than others. For he too was a child of nature,-— 
he too had worked his way upwards. What others had been 
compelled to cast away, he had never possessed; relations 
of society from which they would have to emancipate them- 
selves, had never fettered him. Thus might he be regarded as 
one of the purest disciples of that gospel of nature, and in view 
of his own persevering efibrts and his conduct as a man aiid 
son, he might well exclaim, “All is good as it comes from the 
hands of nature!” But the conclusion, “All is corrupted in 
the hands of man!” was also forced upon him by adverse 
experience. It was not with himself that he had to struggle, 
but beyond and out of himself with the conventional world, 
from whose fetters the Citizen of Geneva designed to set us 
free. And as from the circumstances of his youth the struggle 
he>had to undergo had often been difficult and painful, he had 
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been driven back upon himself too violently to attain a 
thoroughly serene and joyous development. On the contrary, 
as he had had to force his way against an opposing world, a 
trait of bitterness had crept into his character, which he after- 
wards in some degree fed and cherished, but for the mo^t part 
strcwe against and conquered. 

His works, as far as I am able to recall them, bespeak a 
strong understanding, an upright mind, an active imagination, 
a ready perception of the varieties of human nature, and a 
characteristic imitation of generic differences. His girls and 
boys are open and amiable, his youths ardent, his men plain 
and intelligent, the personages whom he paints in an un- 
favorable light are not overdrawn; he is not wanting in cheer- 
fulness and good humour, in wit and happy notions ; allegories 
and symbols are at his command; he can entertain and please 
us, and the enjoyment would be still purer if he did not here 
and there mar both for himself and us, his gay, pointed jesting 
by a touch of bitterness. Yet this it is which makes him 
what he is. The modes of living and of writing become as 
varied as they arc, from the fact that every one wavers theoreti- 
cally between knowledge and error, and practically between 
creation and destruction. 

Klinger should be classed with those who have formed them- 
selves for the world, out of themselves, out of their own souls 
and understandings. Because this takes place in and among a 
greater mass, and because among themselves they use with 
power and effect, an intelligible language flowing out of uni- 
versal nature and popular peculiarities, suchpien always cherish 
a warm hostility to all forms of the schools, especially if these 
forms, separated from their living origin, have degenerated 
into phrases, and have thus lost altogether their first, fresh 
significance. Such men almost invariably declare war against 
new opinions, views, and systems, as well as against new events 
and rising men of importance who announce or produce great 
changes. They are however not so much to blame on this 
account; their opposition is not unnatural when they sec all 
that which they are indebted to for their own existence and 
culture menaced with ruin and in great danger. 

In an energetic character this adherence to its own views 
becomes the more worthj^ of respect when it has been main- 
tained throughout a life m the world and in affairs, and when 
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a mode of dealing with current events, which to many might 
seem rough and arbitrary, being employed at the right time, 
has led surely to the desired end. This was the case with 
Klinger ; without pliability (which was never the virtue of the 
bom citizen of the empire,*) he had nevertheless risen, steadily, 
and honorably, to posts of great importance, had managed to 
maintain his position, and as he advanced in the approbation 
and favor of his highest patrons, never forgot his old friends, or 
the path he had left behind. Indeed, through all degrees of ab- 
sence and separation, he laboured pertinaciously to preserv’e the 
most complete constancy of remembrance, and it certainly de- 
serves to be remarked that in his coat of arms though adorned, 
by the badges of several orders, he, like another Willigis, did 
not disdain to perpetuate the tokens of his early life. 

It was not long before I formed a connection with Lava- 
TER. Passages of my “ Letter of a Pastor to his Colleagues” 
had greatly stmek him, for much of it agreed perfectly with 
his own views. With his never-tiring activity our corres- 
pondence soon became lively. At the time it commenced he 
was making preparations for his larger work on Physiognomy, 
—the introduction to which had already been laid before the 
public. He called on all the world to send him drawings 
and outlines, and especially representations of Christ; and, 
although I could do as good as nothing in this way, he 
nevertheless insisted on my sending him a sketch of the 
Saviour such as I imagined him to look. Such demands for 
the impossible gave occasion for jests of many kinds, for I 
had no other way of defending myself against his peculiarities 
but by bringing fofward my own. 

The number of those wKo had no faith in Physiognomy, or, 
at least, regarded it as uncertain and deceitful, was very gi'cat; 
and several who had a liking for Lavater felt a desire to try 
him, and, if possible, to play him a trick. He had ordered of 
a painter in Frankfort, who was not without talent, the profiles 
of several well known persons. Lavater' s agent ventm’ed upon 
the jest of sending Bahrdt’s portrait as mine, which soon 
brought back a merry but thundering epistle, full of all kinds- 
of expletives and asseverations that this was not my picture,— 
together with everything that on such an occasion Lavater 
would naturally have to say in confirmation of the doctrine of 
* That is to say, a native of one of the Imperial cities. 
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Physiognomy. My true likeness, which was sent afterwards, 
he allowed to pass more readily, but even here the opposition 
into which he fell both with painters and with individuals^ 
showed itself at once. The former could never work for him 
Ihithfully and sufficiently; the latter, whatever excellences they 
might have, came always too far short of the idea which he 
entertained of humanity and of men to prevent his being some- 
what repelled by the special characteristics which constitute 
the personality of the individual. 

The conception of Humanity which had been formed in 
himself and in his own humanity, was so completely akin te 
the living image of Christ which he cherished within him, 
that it was impossible for him to understand how a man could 
live and breathe without at the same time being a Christian. 
My own relation to the Christian religion lay merely in my 
sense and feeling, and I had not the slightest notion of that 
physical affinity to which Lavater inclined. I was, therefore,, 
vexed by the importunity, with which a man so full of mind 
and heart, attacked me, as well as Mendelssohn and others, 
maintaining that every one must either become a Christian 
with him, a Christian of his sort, or else that one must bring 
him over to one’s own way of thinking, and convince him of 
precisely that in which one had found peace. This demand, 
so directly opposed to that liberal spirit of the world, to which 
I was more and more tending, did not have the best effect upon 
me. All unsuccessful attempts at conversion leave him who has 
been selected for a proselyte stubborn and obdurate, and this- 
was especially the case with me when Lavater at last came 
out with the hard dilemma — “Either Chrikian or Atheist!” 
Upon this I declared that if he would not leave me my own 
Christianity as 1 had hitherto cherished it, I could readily 
decide for Atheism, particularly as I saw that nobody knew 
precisely what either meant. 

This correspendence, vehement as it was, did not disturb- 
the good terms we were on. Lavater had an incredible 
patience, pertinacity, and endurance; he was confident in his 
theory, and, with his determined plan to propagate his con- 
victions in the world, he was willing by waiting and mild- 
ness to effect what he could not accomplish by force. In 
short, he belonged to the few fortunate men whose outward 
vocation perfectly harmonizes with the inner one, and whose- 
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earliest culture coinciding in all points with their subsequent 
pursuits, gives a natural development to their facidties. 
Born with the most delicate moral susceptibilities, he had 
chosen for himself the clerical profession. He received the 
necessary instruction, and displayed various talents, but with- 
out inclining to that degree of culture which is called learned. 
He also, though bom so long before, had, like ourselves, been 
caught by the spirit of Freedom and Nature which belonged to 
the time, and which whisjiered flatteringly in every ear, “ You 
have materials and solid power enough within yourself, without 
much outward aid; all depends upon your developing them 
properly.” The obligation of a clergyman to work upon men 
morally, in the ordinary sense, and religiously in the higher 
sense, hilly coincided with his mental tendencies. His marked 
impulse, even as a youth, was to impart to others, and to excite 
in them, his own just and pious sentiments, and his favorite oc- 
cupation was the observation of himself and of his fellow-men. 
The former was facilitated, if not forced upon him, by an in- 
ternal sensitiveness; the latter by a keen glance, which could 
quickly read the outward expression. Still, he was not born 
for contemplation; properly speaking, the gift of conveying his 
ideas to others was not his. He felt himself rather, with all 
his powers, impelled to activity, to action ; and I have never 
known any one who was more unceasingly active than Lavater. 
But because our inward moral nature is incorporated in out- 
ward conditions, whether we belong to a family, a class, a guild, 
a city, or a state, he was obliged, in his desire to influence 
others, to come into contact with all these external things, and 
to set them in motion. Hence arose many a collision, many 
an entanglement, especially as the commonwealth of which he 
was by birth a member enjoyed, under the most precise and 
accurately-defined limits, an admirable hereditary freedom. 
The republican from his boyhood is accustomed himself to think 
and to converse on public affairs. In the first bloom of his life 
the youth sees the period approaching when, as a member of a 
free corporation, he will have a vote to give or to withhold. If 
he wishes to form a just and independent judgment, he must, 
before all things, convince himself of the worth of his fellow 
citizens; he must learn to know them; he must inquire into 
their sentiments and their capacities; and thus, in aiming to 
read others, he becomes intimate with his own bosom. 
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Under such circumstances Lavater was early trained, and 
this business of life seems- to have occupied him more than the 
study of languages and the analytic criticism, which is not. only 
allied to that study, but is its foundation as weU as its aim. In 
later years, when his attainments and his Tiews had reached a 
bcUmdless comprehensiveness, he frequently said, both in jest 
and in seriousness, that he was not a learned man. It is pre- 
cisely to this want of deep and solid learning, that we must 
ascribe the fact that he adhered to the letter of the Bible, and 
even to the translation, and found in it nomishment, and 
assistance enough for all that he sought and designed. 

Very soon, however, this circle of action in a corporation 
or guild, with its slow movement, became too narrow for the 
quick nature of its occupant. For a youth to be upright is 
not difiicult, and a pure conscience revolts at the wrong of 
which it is still innocent. The oppressions of a bailiff [Land^ 
vogt) lay plain before the eyes of the citizens, but it was by 
no means easy to bring them to justice. Lavater having as- 
sociated a friend with himself, anonymously threatened the 
guilty bailiff. The matter became notorious, and an investiga- 
tion was rendered necessary. The criminal was punished, but 
the prompters of this act of justice were blamed if not abused. 
In a weU ordered state even the right must not be brought 
about in a wrong way. 

On a tour which Lavater now made through Germany, he 
enme into contact with educated and right-thinking men ; but 
that served only to confirm his previous thoughts and convic- 
tions, and on his return home he worked from his own re- 
sources with greater freedom than ever. A noble and good 
man, he was conscious within himself of a lofty conception of 
humanity, and whatever in experience contradicts such a con- 
ception, — all the undeniable defects which remove every one 
from perfection, he reconciled by his idea of the Divinity which 
in the midst of ages came down into human nature in order 
completely to restore its earlier image. 

So much by way of preface on the tendencies of this emi- 
nent man ; and now before all things, for a bright picture of 
our meeting and personal intercourse. Our correspondence 
had not long been carried on, when he announced to me and 
to others, tliat in a voyage up the Khine which he was about 
to undertake, he would soon visit Frankfort. Immediately 
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there arose a great excitement in our world; all were curious 
to see so remarkable a person; many hoped to profit by 
him in the way of moral and religious culture; the sceptics 
prepared to distinguish themselves by grave objections; the 
conceited felt sure of entangling and confounding him by 
arguments in which they had strengthened themselves,*— in 
short, there was everything, there was all the favor and dis- 
favor, which awaits a distinguished man who intends to meddle 
with this motley world. 

Our first meeting was hearty; we embraced each other 
in the most friendly way, and t found him just like what I 
had seen in many portraits of him. I saw living and active 
before me, an individual quite unique, and distinguished in a 
way that no one had seen before or will see again. Lavater, 
on the contrary, at the first moment, betrayed by some pecu- 
liar exclamations, that I was not what he had expected. 
Hereupon, I assured him, with the realism which had been 
bom in me, and which I had cultivated, that as it had pleased 
God and nature to make me in that fashion we must rest 
content with it. The most important of the points on which 
in our letters we had been far from agreeing, became at 
once subjects of conversation, but we had not time to discuss 
them thoroughly, and something occurred to me that I had 
never before experienced. 

The rest of us whenever we wish to speak of affairs of the 
soul and of the heart, were wont to withdraw from the crowd, 
and even from all society, because in the many modes of 
thinking, and the different degrees of culture among men, it 
is difficult to be on an understanding even with a few. But 
Lavater was of a wholly different turn; he liked to extend his 
influence as far as possible, and was not at ease except in a 
crowd, for the instruction and entertainment of which he pos- 
sessed an especial talent, based on his great skill in physiog- 
nomy. He had a wonderful facility of discriminating persons 
and minds, by which he quickly understood the mental state 
of all around him. Whenever therefore this judgment of men 
was met by a sincere confession, a true-hearted inquiry, he was 
able, from the abundance of his internal and external experi- 
ence, to satisfy every one with an appropriate answer. The 
deep tenderness of his look, the marked sweetness of his lips, 
and even the honest Swiss dialect which was heard through hk 
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High German, with many other things that distinguished him, 
immediately placed all whom he adtbessed quite at their ease. 
Even the slight stoop in his carriage, together with his rather 
hollow chest, contributed not a little to balance in the eyes of 
the remainder of the company the weight of his commanding 
presence. Towards presumption and arrogance he knew how 
to demean himself with calmness and address, for while seem- 
ing to yield he would suddenly bring forward, like a diamond- 
shield, some grand view, of which his narrow-minded opponent 
would never have thought, and at the same time he would so 
agreeably moderate the light which flowed from it, that such 
men felt themselves instructed and convinced, — so long at least 
as they were in his presence. Perhaps with many the impres- 
sion continued to operate long afterwards, for even conceited 
men are also kindly ; it is only necessary by gentle influences 
to soften the hard shell which encloses the fruitful kernel. 

What caused him the greatest pain was the presence of 
persons whose outward ugliness must irrevocably stamp them 
decided enemies of his theory as to the significance of forms. 
They commonly employed a considerable amount of common 
sense and other gifts and talents, in vehement hostility and 
paltry doubts, to weaken a doctrine which appeared offensive 
to their self-love; for it was not easy to find any one so mag- 
nanimous as Socrates, who interpreted his faun-like exterior in 
favour of an acquired morality. To Lavater the hardness, the 
obduracy of such antagonists was horrible, and his opposition 
was not free from passion; just as the smelting fire must attack 
the resisting ore as something troublesome and hostile. 

In such a case a confidential conversation, such as might 
appeal to our own cases and experience, was not to be thought 
of; however I was much instructed by observing the manner 
in which he treated men,— instructed, I say, not improved by 
it, for my position was wholly different from his. He that 
works morally loses none of his efforts, for there comes from 
them much more fruit than the parable of the Sower too 
modestly represents. But he whose labours are artistic, fails 
utterly in every work that is not recognised as a work of art. 
From this it may be judged how impatient my dear sympa- 
thizing readers were accustomed to make me, and for what 
reasons I had such a great dislike to come to an understanding 
with them, I now'felt but too vividly the difference between 
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the effectiveness of my labors and those of Lavater. His pre- 
vailed, while he was present, mine, when I was absent. Every 
one who at a distance was dissatisfied with him became his 
friend when they met, and every one who, judging by my work, 
considered me amiable, found himself greatly deceived when 
be came in contract with a man of coldness and reserve. 

Merk, who had just come over from Darmstadt, played the 
part of Mephistophcles, especially ridiculing the importuni- 
ties of the women. As some of these wore closely examining 
the apartments which had been set apart for the prophet, 
and, above all, his bed-chamber, the wag said that “the 
pious souls wished to see where they had laid the Lord.” 
Nevertheless he, as well as the others, was forced to let 
himself be exorcised. Lips, who accompanied Lavater, drew 
his profile as completely and successfully as he did those of 
other men, both important and unimportant, who were to be 
heaped together in the great work on Physiognomy. 

For myself, Lavater’s society was highly influential and in- 
structive, for his pressing incitements to action set my calm, 
artistic, contemplative nature into motion, not indeed to any 
advantage at the moment, because the circumstances did but in- 
crease the distraction w'hich had already laid hold of me. Still, 
so many things were talked about between us, as to give rise to 
the most earnest desire on my part to prolong the discussion. 
Accordingly I determined to accompany him if he w'ent to Ems, 
so that, shut up in the carriage and separated from the world, 
we might freely go over those subjects which lay nearest to 
both our hearts. 

Meanwhile the conversations between Lavater and Fraulein 
Von Klettenberg were to me exceedingly interesting and 
profitable. Here tw^ decided Christians stood in contrast to 
tach other, and it was quite plain how the same belief may take 
a different shape according to the sentiments of different per- 
son^ In those tolerant times it was often enough repeated that 
every man had his own religion and his own mode of worship. 
Although I did not maintain this exactly, I could, in the pre- 
sent case, perceive that men and women need a different 
Saviour. Fraulein Von Klettenberg looked towards hers as 
to a lover to whom one yields oneself without reserve, con- 
centrating all joy and hope on him alone, and without doubt 
or hesitation confiding to him the destiny of life. Lavater, 
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on tlie other hand, treated his as a friend, to be imitated 
lovingly and without envy, whose merits he recognised and 
valued highly, and whom^ for that very reason, he strove to 
copy and even to equal. What a difference between these 
two tendencies, which in general exhibit the spirtual ne- 
cessities of the two sexes ! Hence we may perhaps explain 
the* fact that men of more delicate feeling have so often turned 
to the Mother of God as a paragon of female beauty and virtue, 
and like Sannazaro, have dedicated to her their lives and talents, 
occasionally condescending to play with the Divine Infant. 

How my two friends stood to each other, and how they felt 
towards each other, I gathered not only from conversations at 
which I was present, but also fr’om revelations which both 
made to me in private. I could not agree entirely with either ; 
for my Clirist had also taken a form of his own, in accordance 
with my views. Because they would not allow mine to pass at 
all, I teased them vith all sorts of paradoxes and exaggera- 
tions, and, when they got impatient, left them with a jest. 

The contest between knowledge and faith was not yet the 
order of the day, but the two words and the ideas connected 
with them occasionally came forward, and the true haters of the 
world maintained that one was as little to be relied on as the 
other. Accordingly I took pleasure in declaring in favour of 
both, though without being able to gain the assent of my friends. 
In Faith, I said, everything depends on the fact of believing; 
what is believed is perfectly indifferent. Faith is a profound 
sense of security for the present and future, and this assurance 
springs from confidence in an immense, all-poweiiul, and in- 
scrutable Being. The firmness of this confidence is the one 
grand point; but what we think of this Being depends on our 
other faculties, or even oii circumstances, and is wholly 
indifferent. Faith is a holy vessel into which every one 
stands ready to pour his feelings, his understanding, his 
imagination as perfectly as he can. With ICnowledge it is 
directly the opposite. There the point is not whether we 
know, but what we know, how much we know, and how well 
we know it. Hence it comes that men may dispute about 
knowledge because it can be corrected, widened, and con- 
tracted. Knowledge begins with the particular, is endless 
and formless, can never be all comprehended, or at least but 
dreamily, and thus remains exactly the opposite of Faith. .. 
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Half truths of this kind, and the errors which arise from 
them may, when poetically exhibited, be exciting and enter- 
taining. but in life they disturb and confuse conversation. 
For that reason I was glad to leave Lavater alone with all 
those who wishedr to be edified by him and through him, a 
deprivation for which I found myself fully compensate!? by 
the journey we made together to Ems. Beautiful summer 
weather attended us, and Lavater was gay and most amiable. 
For though of a religious and moral turn, he was by no means 
narrow-minded, and was not unmoved when by the events of life 
those around him were excited to cheerfulness and gaiety. He 
was sympathizing, spirited, witty, and liked the same qualities 
in others, provided that they were kept within the bounds which 
his delicate sense of propriety prescribed. If any one ventured 
further he used to clap him on the shoulder, and by a hearty 
*^Bis€h guetr would call the rash man back to good manners. 
This journey afforded me instruction and inspiration of many 
kinds, which, however, contributed to a knowledge of his cha- 
racter rather than to the government and culture of my own. At 
Ems saw him once again, surromided by society of every sort, 
and 1 went back to Frankfort, because my little affairs were in 
such . state that I could scarcely absent myself from them at all. 

But I was not destined to be restored so speedily to repose. 
Basedow now came in to attract me, and touch me on 
another side. A more decided contrast could not be found 
than that between these two men. A single glance at 
Basedow showed the difference. Lavater’s features displayed 
themselves with openness to the observ'er, but those of 
Basedow were crowded together and as it were drawn 
inward. Lavater’s eye, beneath a very wide eyelid, was clear 
and expressive of piety; Basedow’s was deep in his head, 
small, black, sharp, gleaming from under bristly brows, while 
on the contrary, Lavater’s frontal bone was edged with 
two arches of the softest brown hair. Basedow’s strong, 
Tough voice, quick, sharp expressions, a kind of sarcastic 
laugh, a rapid change of subjects in conversation, with 
other peculiarities, were all the opposite of the qualities and 
manners by which Lavater had spoiled us. Basedow was 
also much sought after in Frankfort, and his great talents were 
admired, but he was not the man either to edify souls or to 
lead them. His sole office was to give a better cultivation to 
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the wide field he had marked out for himself, so that 
Humanity might afterwards take up its dwelling in it with 
greater ease and accordance with nature; but to this end he 
hastened even too directly. 

I could not altogether acquiesce in his plans, or even get a 
clear understanding of his views. I was of course pleased! 
with liis desire of making all instruction living and natural; 
his wish, too, that the ancient languages should be practised 
on present objects, appeared to me laudable, and I gladly 
acknowledged all that in his project, tended to the promotion 
of activity and a fresher view of the world. But I was dis- 
pleased that the illustrations of his elementary work, were 
even more distracting than its subjects, whereas in the 
actual world, possible things alone stand together, and for 
that reason, in spite of all variety and apparent confusion, the 
world has still a regularity in all its parts. Basedow’s elemem 
tary work, on the contrary, sunders it completely, inasmuch 
as things which in the world never are combined, are here 
put together on account of the association of ideas; ,pd 
consequently, the book is without even those palpable me. ;jp- 
dical advantages wliich we must acknowledge in the sinukr 
work of Amos Comenius. fj 

But the conduct of Basedow was much more strange and 
difficult to comprehend than his doctrine, the purpose of 
his journey was, by personal influence, to interest the public 
in his philanthropic enterprise, and, indeed, to open not only 
hearts but purses. He had the power of speaking grandly 
and convincingly of his scheme, and every one willingly 
conceded what he asserted. But in a most inexplicable way 
he pained the feelings of the very men whose assistance 
he wished to gain; nay, he outraged them mmecessarily, 
through his inability to keep back his opinions and fancies 
on religious subjects. In this respect, too, Basedow appeared 
the very opposite of Lavater. While the latter received 
the Bible literally, and with its whole contents, as being, 
word for word in force, and applicable even at the present 
day, the former had the most unquiet itching to renovate 
everything, and to remodel both the doctrines and the cere- 
monies of the church id conformity with some odd notions 
(pf his own. Most imprudently he showed no mercy to those 
Conceptions which come not immediately from the Bible, but 
Voi. II. c 
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from its interpretation; — all those expressions, technical 
philosophical terms, or sensible figures, with which Councils 
and Fathers of the church had sought to explain the inex- 
pressible, or to confute heretics. In a harsh and unwar- 
rantable way, and before all alike, he declared himself the sworn 
enemy of the Trinity, and would never desist from arguing 
against this universally admitted mystery. I, too. Bad to 
suffer a good deal from this kind of entertainment in private 
conversation, and was compelled again and again to listen to 
his tirades about the Hypostasis and Ousia, as Avell as the 
Prosopon. To meet them all I had recourse to tlie weapons 
of paradox, and soaring even above the flight of his opinions, 
ventm'ed to oppose his rash assertions with something rasher 
of my own. This gave a new excitement to my mind, and 
as Basedow was much more extensively read, and had more 
skill in the fencing tricks of disputation than a follower of 
nature like myself, I had always to exert myself the more, 
the more important were the points which were discussed 
between us. 

Such a splendid opportunity to exercise, if not to enlighten 
my mind, I could not allow to pass away in a huny. I pre- 
vailed on my father and friends to manage my most pressing 
affairs, and now set ofi‘ again from Frankfort in the company 
of Basedow. But what a difference did I feel when I recalled 
the gentle spirit which breathed from Lavater ! Pure him- 
self, he created around him a pure circle. At hiil side one 
became like a maiden, for fear of presenting before him any- 
thing repulsive. Basedow, on the contrary, being altogether 
absorbed in himself, could not pay any attention to his 
external appearance. His ceaseless smoking of wretched 
tobacco was of itself extremely disagreeable, especially as 
his pipe was no sooner out, than he brought forth a dirtily 
prepared kind of tinder, which took fire quickly, but had a 
most horrid stench, and every time poisoned the air insuffer- 
ably with the first whiff. I called this preparation “The 
Basedovian Smellfungus,” (Stink-schwamm) and declared that 
it ought to be introduced into Natural History under this 
name. This greatly amused him, and to my disgust he 
minutely explained the hated preparation, taking a malicious 
pleasure in my aversion from it. It was one of the deeply 
rooted, disagreeable peculiarities of this admirably gifted man 
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i that he was fond of teasing, and would sting the most dis- 
I passionate persons. He could never see any one quiet, but 
he provoked him with mocking irony, in a hoarse voice, or 
put him to confusion by an unexpected question, and laughed 
bitterly when he had gained his end; yet he was pleased when 
the object of his jests was quick enough to collect himself, 
and gave him a retort. 

How much greater was now my longing for Lavater. He, 
too, seemed to be rejoiced when he saw me again, and confided 
to me much that he had learned, especially in reference to the 
various characters of his fellow-guests, among whom he had 
already succeeded in making many friends and disciples. For 
my part I foimd here several old acquaintances, and in those 
whom I had not seen for many years, I began to notice 
what in youth long remains concealed from us, namely, that 
men grow old and women change. The company became 
more numerous every day. There was no end to the dancing, 
and, as in the two principal bath-houses, people came into 
pretty close contact, the familiarity led to many a practical 
joke. Once I disguised myself as a village clergyman, while 
an intimate friend took the character of his wife; by our 
excessive and troublesome politeness, we were tolerably 
amusing to the elegant society, and so put every one into 
good humor. Of serenades at evening, midnight and morning, 
there was no lack, and we juniors enjoyed but little sleep. 

To make up for these dissipations, I always passed a part 
of the night with Basedow. He never went to bed, but 
dictated without cessation. Occasionally he cast himself on 
the couch and slumbered, while his amanuensis sat quietly, 
pen in hand, ready to continue his work when the half 
awakened author should once again give free course to his 
thoughts. All this took place in a close confined chamber, 
filled with the fumes of tobacco and the odious tinder. As 
often as I was disengaged from a dance, I hastened up to 
Basedow, who was ready at once to speak and dispute on any 
question; and when after a time, I hurried again to the 
ball-room, before I had closed the door behind me, he would 
resume the thread of his essay as composedly as if he had 
been engaged with nothing else. 

We also made together many excursions into the neigh- 
borhood, visiting the chateaux, especially those of noble ladies, 
c 2 
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who were everywhere more inclined than the men, to receiv 
anything that made a pretence to intellect and talent. A 
Nassau, at the house of Frau von Stein, a most estimabL 
lady, who enjoyed universal respect, we found a large com 
pany. Frau von Laroche was likewise present, and ther» 
was no lack of young ladies and children. Here Lavater wai 
doomed to be put to many a physiognomical temptation 
which consisted mainly in our seeking to palm upon him th( 
accidents of cultivation as original forms, but his eye was toe 
sure to be deceived. I, too, was called on as much as cvci 
to maintain the truth of the Sorrows of Werthcr, and to name 
the residence of Charlotte, a desire which I declined to gra- 
tify, not in the politest manner. On the other hand I col- 
lected the children around me in order to tell them veiy 
wonderful stories, all about well known things, in which I 
had the great advantage, that no member of my circle of 
hearers could ask me with any importunity what part was 
truth and what fiction. 

Basedow affirmed that the only thing necessary was a better 
education of youth, and to promote this end he called upon 
the higher and wealthy classes for considerable contributions. 
But hardly had his reasoning and his impassioned eloquence 
excited, not to say, won to his prpose, the sympathy of his 
auditors, when the evil anti-trinitarian spirit came upon him, 
so that without the least sense of where lie was, ho broke forth 
into the strangest discourses, which in his own opinion were 
highly religious, but according to the convictions of those 
around him highly blasphemous. All sought a remedy for 
this evil; Lavater, by gentle seriousness, I, by jests, leading 
off from the subject, and the ladies by amusing walks, but 
harmony could not be restored. A Christian conversation, 
such as had been expected from the presence of Lavater, a 
discourse on education, such as had been anticipated from 
Basedow, and a sentimental one, for which it was thought 
I should be ready— all were at once disturbed and destroyed. 
On our return home, Lavater reproached him, but I punished 
him in a humorous way. The weather was warm, and 
the tobacco-smoke had perhaps contributed to the dry- 
ness of Basedow’s palate ; he was dying for a glass of beer, 
and seeing a tavern at a distance on the road, he eagerly 
ordered the coachman to stop there. But just as he was 
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Idriving up to the door, I called out to him loudly and impe- 
■riously, “Go on!” Basedow, taken by surprise, could hardly 
get the contrary command out of his husky voice. I urged 
the coachman more vehemently, and he obeyed me. Basedow 
cursed me, and was ready to fall on me with his fists, but I 
repliecf to him with the greatest composure, “ Father, be 
quiet! You ought to thank me. Luckily you didn't see 
the beer-sign ! It was two triangles put together across each 
other. Now you commonly get mad about one triangle, and 
if you had set eyes on two, we should have had to get 
you a strait jacket.” This joke threw him into a fit of im- 
moderate laughter, ill the intervals of which he scolded and 
cursed me, while Lavater exercised his patience on both the 
young fool and the old one. 

When in the middle of July, Lavater was preparing to 
depart, Basedow thought it advantageous to join him, while I 
had become so accustomed to this rare society that I could not 
bring myself to give it up. We had a delightful journey 
down the Lahn; it was refreshing alike to heart and senses. 
At the sight of an old ruined castle, I wrote the song I loch 
mf (km alien Thxmne steht'’’ (High on the ancient Turret 
stands), in Lips’s Album, and as it was well received, I 
wrote, after my evil habit, all kinds of doggrcl rhymes 
and comicalities on the succeeding pages, in order to 
■destroy the impression. I rejoiced to see the magnificent 
Bhine once more, and was delighted with the astonish- 
ment of those who had never before enjoyed this splendid 
spectacle. We landed at Coblcntz ; wherever we went, the 
crowd was veiy great, and each of the three excited interest 
and curiosity. Basedow and I seemed to strive which could 
behave most outrageously. Lavater conducted himself rati- 
onally and with judgment, only he could not conceal his 
favorite opinions, and thus with the best designs he appeared 
very odd to all men of mediocrity. 

I have presers^d the memory of a strange dinner at a hotel 
in Coblentz, in some doggrel rhyjnes, which will, perhaps, 
stand with all their kindred m my New Edition. I sat 
between Lavater and ,Basedow; the first was instnicting a 
country parson on the mysteries of the Revelation of St. John, 
and the other was in vain endeavounng to prove to an 
obstinate dancing master, that baptism was an obsolete usage 
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not calculated for our times. As we were going on to 
Cologne, I '.vrote in an Album — 

As though to Emmaus, on their ride 
Storming they might be seen; 

The prophets sat on cither side, 

The w’orld-child sat between. 

Luckily this world -child had also a side which was turned 
towards the heaYenly, and which was now to be moved in a 
way wholly peculiar. While in Ems I had rejoiced to hear 
that in Cologne we should find the brothers Jacobi, who with 
other eminent men had sot out to meetmnd show attention to 
our two remarkable travellers. On my part, I hoped for for- 
giveness from them for sundry little improprieties which had 
originated in the great love of mischief that Herder's keen 
humor had excited in us. The letters and poems in which 
Gleim and George Jacobi publicly rejoiced in each other, had 
given us opportunity for all sorts of sport, and we had not 
reflected that there is just as muph self-conceit in giving pain 
to others when they are comfortable, as in showing an excess 
of kindness to oneself or to one’s friends. By this means, a 
certain dissension had arisen between the Upper and Lower 
Rhine, of so slight importance, however, that mediation was 
easy. For this the ladies were particularly adapted. Sophia 
Laroche had already given us the best idea of the noble 
brothers. Mademoiselle Fahlmer, who had come to Frankfort 
from Dusseldorf, and who was intimate with their circle, by 
the great tenderness of her sympathies, and the uncommon 
cultivation of her mind^ furnished an evidence of the worth of 
the society in which she had grown up. She gradually put 
us to shame by her patience with our harsh Upper Saxon 
manner, and taught us forbearance by letting us feel that we 
ourselves stood in need of it. The true-heartedness of the 
younger sister of the Jacobis, the gaiety of the wife of Fritz 
Jacobi, turned our minds and eyes more and more to these 
regions. The latter was qualified to captivate me entirely ; 
possessed of a correct feeling without a trace of sentimen- 
tality, and with a lively way of sp9aking, she was a fine 
Netherlands’ woman, who without any expression of sensu- 
ality, by her robust nature called to mind the women of 
Rubens. Both these ladies, in longer and shorter visits at 
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Frankfort, had formed the closest alliance with my sister, and 
had expanded and enlivened the severe, stiff, and somewhat 
loveless nature of Cornelia. Thus Dusseldorf and Pempelfort 
had interested our minds and hearts, even in Frankfort. 

Accordingly our first meeting in Cologne was at once frank 
and Confidential, for the good opinion of the ladies had not 
been without its influence at home. I was not now treated, 
as hitherto on the journey, as the mere misty tail of the two 
great comets; all around paid me particular attention, and 
showed me abundant kindness, which they also seemed in- 
clined to receive from me in return. I was weary of my 
previous follies and impertinences, behind which, in tmth, I 
only hid my impatience, to find during the jounicy so little 
care taken to satisfy my heart and soul. Hence, what was 
within me, burst out like a torrent, and this is perhaps the 
reason why I recollect so little of individual events. The 
thoughts we have had, the pictures we have seen, can be 
again called up before the mind and the imagination ; but the 
heart is not so complaisant ; it will not repeat its agreeable 
emotions. And least of all are we able to recall moments 
of enthusiasm ; they come upon us unprepared, and we yield 
to them unconsciously. For this reason, others, who observe 
us at such moments have a better and clearer insight into what 
passes within us, than we ourselves. 

Religious conversations I had hitherto gently declined; to 
plain questions, I had not unfrequently replied with harshness, 
because they seemed to me too narrow in comparison with 
what I sought. When any one wished to force upon me his 
sentiments and opinions of my compositions, but especially 
when I was afflicted with the demands of common sense, and 
people told me decidedly what I ought to have done or left 
undone, I got out of aU patience, and the conversation broke 
off, or crumbled to pieces, so that no one went away with a 
particularly good opinion of me. It would have been much 
more natural to make myself gentle and friendly, but my 
feelings would not be schooled. They needed to be expanded 
by free good will and to be moved to a surrender by sincere 
sympathy. One feeling which prevailed greatly with me, 
and could never find an expression odd enough for itself, 
was a sense of the past and present together in one; a 
phenomenon which brought something spectral into the pre- 
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to mo. Happily, I had already prepared if not fully eulti- 
vated my.self on this side, having in some degree appropriated 
the thoughts and mind of an extraordinary man, and though 
my study of him had been incomplete and hasty, 1 was 
yet alreadly conscious of important influences derived from 
this source. This mind, which had worked u]ion me thus de- 
cisively, and which was destined to affect so dcei)ly my whole 
mode of thinking, was Sfinoza. After h)oking through the 
world in vain, to find a means of development for my strange 
nature, I at last fell upon the Ethics of this philoso])hcr. Of 
what 1 read out of the work, and of what I read into it, I can 
give no account. Enough that I found in it a sedative for 
my passions, and that a free, wide view over the sensible and 
moral world, seemed to open before me. But what especially 
riveted me to him, was the utter disinterestedness which 
shone forth in his every sentence. That wonderfid senti- 
ment, “ He who truly loves God must not desire God to love 
him in return,” together with all the preliminary jjropositions 
on which it rests, and all the conse(piences that follow from 
it, filled my whole mind. To be disinterested in everything, 
but the most of all in love and friendship, was my highest 
desire, my maxim, my practice, so that that subsequent hasty 
saying of mine, “ If I love thee what is that to thee?” was 
spoken right out of my heart. Moreover, it must not be 
forgotten here that the closest unions are those of opposites. 
The all-composing calmness of Spinoza was in striking con- 
trast with my all-disturbing activity ; his mathematical method 
was the direct opposite of my poetic huinom- and my way of 
WT-iting, and that very precision whicli was thought ill-adapted 
to moral subjects, made me his enthusiastic disciple, his most 
decided worshipper. Mind and heart, understanding and 
sense, sought each other with an eager afiinity, binding toge- 
ther the most difierent natures. 

At this time, however, all within was fermenting and 
seething in the first action and reaction. Fritz Jacobi, the 
first whom I sufiered to look into the chaos, and whose nature 
was also toiling in its own extreme depths, heartily received 
my confidence, responded to it, and endeavored to lead me to 
his own opinions. He, too, felt an unspeakable mental want ; 
he, too, did not wish to have it appeased by outward aid, but 
aimed at development and illumination from within. I could 
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not comprehend what he communicated to me of the state 
of his mind, so much the less indeed, because I could form no 
idea as to my own. Still, as he was far in advance of me in 
pliilosophical thought, and even in the study of Spinoza, he 
endeavored to pjuide and enliji^hten niy obscure efforts. Such 
a purely intellectual relationship was new to me, and excited 
a passionate lon^inj]^ for further communion. At night, after 
we had parted and retired to our chambers, I often sought 
him again. With the moonlight trembling over the broad 
Rhine, we stood at the window, and revelled in that full 
interchange of ideas which in such splendid moments of 
confidence swells forth so abundantly. 

Still, of tlie unspeakable joy of those moments I can now 
give no account. Much more distinct to my mind is an ex- 
cursion to the hunting-seat of Rensberg, which, lying on the 
right shore of the Rhine, commanded the most sjilcndid pro- 
spect, What delighti'd me beyond measure was the decora- 
tions of the walls by Weenix. They represented a large open 
hall surround(?d by columns, at the foot of these, as if forming 
the plinth, lay all the animals tliat the cliase e.an furnish skilfully 
arranged, and over these again the eye ranged over a wide 
landscape. The wonderful artist had expended his whole skill 
in giving life to these lifeless creatures. In the delineation of 
their wididy varying coats, the bristles, hair, or feathers, with 
the antlers and claws, he had equalled nature, while, in the 
effect produced, he had excelled her. When we had admired 
these works of art sufficiently, as a whole, we were led to 
reflect on the handling by which such pictures, combining so 
much spirit and mechanical skill, were produced. We could 
not understand how they could be created by the hands of 
man, or by any of his instruments. The pencil was not suffi- 
cient; peculiar preparations must be supposed to make such 
variety possible. Whether we came close to them, or with- 
drew to a distance, our astonishment was equal; the cause 
was as wonderful as the effect. 

Our further journey up the Rhine was happy and for- 
tunate. The widening of the liver invites the mind to 
expand itself likewise, and to look into the distance. Wc 
arrived at Diisseldorf, and from thence came to Pcmpelfort, a 
most delightful and beautiful resting-place, where a spacious 
mansion, opening upon extensive and well-kept gardens, col- 
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lectc'd togothcr a thoughfiil and refined circle. The members 
of the fiimily were numerous, and strangers, who found 
abundant enjoyment in so ricli and agreeable a neighbour- 
hood were never wanting. 

In the Diisseldorf gallery my predilection for the Flemish 
school found plentiful nourishment. There were whole lin’lls 
•filled with these vigorous, sturdy pictures, brilliant with a 
fulness of nature; and, if my judgment was not enlarged, my 
store of knowledge was enriched and my love for art con- 
firmed. 

The beautiful composure, contentment, and firmness, which 
marked tlic leading charactm- of this family circle, quickly 
manifested themselves to the observant eye of the thoughtful 
guest, wlio could not tail to perceive that a wide sjiherc of 
influences Imd here its centre, 'fhe activity and opulence 
of the neighboring cities and villages contributed not a little 
to enhance this feeling of inward satistaetion. We visited 
Elbeifeld, and were delighted with the busy aspect of so 
many flourishing manufactories. Here we fell in again with 
our friend Jung, commonly known as Stilling, who liad gone 
even to Coblentz to meet us ; and who always had his faith 
in God and his truth towards men, as his most precious at- 
tendants. Here we saw him in his own ciride, and took 
pleasure in the confidence reposed in him by his fellow citi- 
zens, who, though occupied with earthly gain, did not leave 
the heavenly treasures out of view. The sight of this indus- 
trious region, was satisfiictory, because its prosperity was the 
result of order and neatness. In the contemplation of these 
things we passed happy days. 

When I returned to my friend Jacobi, I enjoyed the rap- 
turous feeling springing from a union of the innermost soul. 
We were lioth inspired by the liveliest hope of an influence 
in common, and I urgently pressed him to make an exhi- 
bition in some striking form or other of all that was acting 
and moving within him. This was the means by which I had 
escaped from many pei*plexities, and I hoped that it would 
relieve him also. He did not object, but undertook the task 
with zeal, and how much that is good, and beautiful, and 
consolatory, has he accomplished T And so, at last, we 
parted with the happy feeling of eternal union, and wholly 
without a presentiment that our labors would assume the 
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opposite directions, which, in the course of life, they so 
markedly took. 

Whatever else occurred to me on the return down the Ilhine 
has altopjether vanished from my memory, partly because the 
second impressions of natural objects are wont, in my mind, 
to be mingled with the first; and partly because, with my 
thoughts turned inwardly, I was endeavouring to arrange the 
varied experience I on myself had gained, and to work up 
what had affected me. Of one important result, as it im- 
pelled me to creative efforts, which kept me occupied for a 
long time, I will now speak. 

With my lawless disposition, with a life and action so aim- 
less and purposeless, the observation could not long escape 
me that Lavater and Basedow employed intellectual and even 
spiritual means for earthly ends. It soon struck me, who 
spent my talents and my days on no object whatever, that 
these two men, while endeavoring, to preach their doctrines, 
to teach and to convince, had each in his own way, certain 
views in the background — the advancement of which was, to 
them, of great consequence. Lavater went to work gently 
and prudently, Basedow vehemently, rudely, and even awk- 
wardly; but both were so convinced of the excellence of their 
favorite schemes and undertakings, and their mode of prose- 
cuting them, that so far all w'cre compelled to look upon them 
as men of sincerity, and to love and to honor them as such. 
In praise of Lavater especially, it could be said that he 
actually had higher objects, and, if he acted according to the 
wisdom of this world, it was in the belief that the end would 
hallow the means. As I observed them both, nay, indeed 
frankly told them my opinions and heard theirs in retmai, the 
thought arose in me that every highly-gifted man is called 
upon to diffuse whatever there is of divine within him. In 
attempting this, however, he comes in contact with the rough 
world, and, in order to act upon it, he must put himself on 
the same level. Thus, in a great measure he compromises 
his high advantages, and finally forfeits them altogether. 
The heavenly, the eternal, is buried in a body of earthly 
designs, and liurried with it to the fate of the transient. 
From this point of view I now regarded the career of these 
two men, and they seemed to me, worthy both of honor and 
of compassion ; for I thought I could foresee that each would 
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be compelled to sacrifice the liif^her to the lower. As I 
pursued this reflection to the farthest extremity, and looked 
beyond the limits of my narrow experience for similar cases 
in history, the plan occurred to me of taking the life of 
Mahomet, whom I had never been able to think an impostor, 
for a di’amatic exhibition of those courses which in actual 
life, I was strongly convinced, invariably lead to ruin much 
more than to good. I had shortly before read with great 
interest, and studied the life of the Eastern Prophet, and was 
therefore tolerably prepared when the thought occurred to 
me. The sketch approached on the whole to the regular form 
to which I was again inclining, altliough I still used in mode- 
ration the liberty gained for the stage, and arranged time and 
place according to my own pleasure. The piece began with 
Mahomet alone imder the open sky, singing a liymn. In it 
he adores first of all the innumerable stars as so many gods ; 
but as the friendly star, Gad (our Jupiter) rises, ho ofl’ers to 
him, as the king of the stars, exclusive adoration. Not long 
after the moon ascends the horizon, and wins the eye and 
heart of the worshipper, who, presently refreshed and 
strengthened by the dawning sun, is called upon for new 
praises. Hut these changing phenomena, liowever delightful, 
arc still unsatisfactory and the mind feels that it must rise 
yet above itself. It mounts, therefore, to God, the Only, 
Eternal, Infinite, to whom all these splendid yet limited 
creatures ow'e their existence. I composed this hymn with 
great delight ; it is now lost, but might easily be restored for 
the purpose of a cantata, and would commend itself to the 
musical composer by the variety of its expression. It wmuld, 
however, be necessary to imagine it sung, according to the 
original plan, by the conductor of a caravjin with his family 
and tribe; and thus the alternation of the voices, and the 
strength of the chorus, would be provided for. 

After j\Iahomet has thus converted himself, he imparts 
these feelings and sentiments to his friends, llis wife and 
Ali become his disciples without reserve. In the second act, 
he zealously attempts, supported by the still more ardent Ali, 
to propagate this faith in the tribe. Assent and opposition 
follow the variety of character. The contest begins, the 
strife becomes violent, and Mahomet is compelled to flee. 
In the third act, he defeats his enemies, and making his 
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eligion tlie public one, purifies the Kaaba from idols; but, as 
.11 this cannot be done by power, he is obliged to resort to 
;unning. What in his character is earthly increases and 
xtonds itself; the divine retires and is obscured. In the 
burth act, Mahomet pursues his conquests, his doctrine be- 
somes a pretence rather than an end ; all conceivable means 
mist be employed, and barbarities become abundant. A 
voman, whose husband has been put to death by Mahomet’s 
)rder, poisons him. In the fifth act, he feels that he is 
loisoned. His great calmness, the retuni to himself, and to 
i higher sense, make him worthy of admiration, lie purifies 
lis doctrine, establishes his kingdom, and dies. 

Such was the sketch of a work which long occupied my 
mind, for usiudly I was obliged to have the materials in my 
bead, before I commenced tlic execution. I meant, to repre- 
sent the power which genius exercises over men by character 
and intellect, and what are its gains and losses in the pro- 
cess. Several of the songs, to be introduced in the drama, 
were composed beforehand; all that remains of' them, how- 
ever, is 'vvhat stands among my poems under the title “d/a4o- 
•meCu Gesan(j^'^ (Mahomet’s Song). According to the plan, 
this was to be sung by Ali in honor of his master, at the 
highest point of his success, just before the changed aspect of 
aflairs resvdting from the poison. I recollect also the out- 
lines of several scenes, but the explanation of them here 
would lead me too far. 
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Feom these manifold dissipations, which, however, gene;*ally 
gave occasion for serious, and even religious reflections, I 
always returned to my noble friend, Fraulein von Klettenberg, 
whose presence calmed, at least for a moment, my stormy 
and undirected impulses and passions, and to whom next to 
my sister, I liked best to communicate designs like that I 
have just spoken of. I might, indeed, have perceived that 
her health was constantly failing, but I concealed it from 
myself, and this I was the better able to do as her cheerful- 
ness increased with her illness. She used to sit, neatly 
dressed, in her chair at the window, and kindly listened to the 
narratives of my little expeditions as well as to what I read 
aloud to her. Often, too, I made sketches, in order to make 
her understand the better the description of the places I had 
seen. One evening, 1 had been recalling to my mind many 
different images ; when in the light of the setting sun she 
and all around her appeared before me, as if transfigured, and 
I could not refrain from making a drawing of her and of the 
surrounding objects in the chamber, as well as my poor skill 
permitted. In the hands of a skilful artist like Kersting it 
would have made a beautiful picture. I sent it to a fair 
friend at a distance, and added a song as commentary and 
supplement : 

In this magic glass reflected 
See a vision, mild and bJess’d; 

By the wing of God protected, 

Sec our friend, while suffering, rest. 

Mark, how her endeavours bore her 
From life’s waves to realms above; 

See thine image stand before her. 

And the God, who died from love. 

Feel what I, amid the floating 
Of that heavenly ether, knew ; 

When the first impression noting, 

Hastily this sketch I drew. 
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Though in these stanzas, as had often happened before, I 
expressed myself as “a stranger and foreigner,” in sliort, as 
X heathen, she did not take ofience at it. On the contrary, 
die assured me that in so doing I pleased her much more than 
kvhen I attempted to employ the Christian terminology, which 
5 ome;Jiow I could never apply correctly. Indeed, it had be- 
jome a standing custom with me, whenever I read to her 
nissionary intelligence, which she was always fond of listen- 
ng to, to take the part of the Pagans against the missionaries, 
ind to praise their old condition as preferable to their new 
)nc. Still she was ever gentle and friendly, and seemed not 
:o have the least fear about me or my salvation. 

My gradual alienation from her creed arose from the fact 
:hat I had laid hold of it at first \^th too great zeal, with 
lassionate love. Ever since I became more intimately ac- 
]uaintcd with the Moravians, my inclination t#this Society, 
vhich had united under the victorious banners ^f Christ, had 
constantly increased. It is exactly in the moment of its ear- 
iest formation that a positive religion possesses its greatest 
ittraction. On that account it is delightful to go back to the 
ime of the Apostles, where all stands forth as fresh and im- 
nediately spiritual. And thus it was that the Moravian doc- 
rine acquired something of a magical charm by appearing to 
continue or rather to perpetuate the condition of those first 
imes. It connected its origin with them; when it seemed 
0 perish, it still wound its way through the world, although 
)y unnoticed tendrils; at last one little germ took root 
)eneath the protection of a pious and eminent man, and 
10 from an unnoticed and apparently accidental beginning 
(xpanded once more over the wide world. In this Society, the 
nost important point, was the inseparable combination of the 
eligious and civil constitution by which the teacher was at 
he same time the ruler, and the father the judge. What was 
till more distinctive of their fraternity was that the religious 
lead, to whom unlimited faith was yielded in spiritual things, 
vas also intrusted with the guidance of temporal affairs, and 
lis counsels, whether for the government of the whole body, 
>r for the guidance of individuals, if confirmed by the issue of 
he loty were implicitly followed. Its peace and harmony, 
0 which at least outward appearances testified, was most 
Uuring, while, on the other hand, the missionary vocation 
VoL. II. D 
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seemed to call forth and to ^ivc employment to all man's 
active powers. Tlie excellent jiersons whoso acquaintance I 
mad(^ at Marienhorn, which I had visited in the company of 
Councillor Moritz, the agent of Count von Isenburg, had 
gained my unqualihcd esteem, and it only depended on them- 
selves to make me their own. I studied tlieir histoi-y, and 
their doctrine, and the origin and growth of their soci(dy, so 
as to he able to give an account of it and to talk about it 
to all who might feel interested in it, N('vertheless, the con- 
viction was soon forced upon me that witli the brethix'n I did 
not pass for a Christian any more tlian I did with f'riiulein 
von Klettenberg. At tirst this disturbed me, but afterwards 
my inclination to them became sonu'what coohu. However, 
I could not for a long time discover the precise ground of 
diflerence, although it was obvious enough, Tintil at last, it 
was foret'd l|)on me more by accident than by reflection. 
AVhat s(‘parated me from this brotherhood, as wc'll as from 
other good Christian souls, was the very point on u'hich the 
Clmrch has more than once hdlen into dissension. On the 
oiK^ hand, it was maintained that by the Fall humtm nature 
had been so corrupted to its innermost core, that not the 
least good could be found in it, and that therefore man must 
renounce all trust in his own powers, and look to grace and 
its operations for everything. The other party, while it ad- 
mitted the hereditary imperfections of man, nevertheless 
ascril)ed to nature a certain germ of good within, which, ani- 
mated by divine gTaco, was capable of growing up to a joyous 
tree of sjjiritual happiness. By this latter conviction I was 
unconsciously penetrated to my inmost soul, even while 
with tongue and pen I maintained the opposite side. But I 
hod hitherto gone on with such ill-defined ideas, that I had 
never once clearly stated the dilemma to myself. From this 
dream I was unexpectedly roused one day, when, in a reli- 
gious conversation, having distinctly advanced opinions, to 
my mind, most innocent, I had in return to undergo a severe 
lecture. The very thought of such a thing, it was maintained, 
was genuine Pclagianism, a pernicious doctrine which was 
again appearing, to the great injury of modern times. I was 
astonished and even terrified. I went back to Church his- 
torj% studied the doctrine and fate of Pclagiiis more closely, 
and now saw clearly how these two irreconcilable opinions had 
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fluctuated in favour through whole centuries, and liad been 
embraced and acknowledged by difFercnt men, according as 
they Avere of a more active or of a more passive nature. 

The course of past years had constantly led me more 
and more to the exercise of my own powers. A restless ac- 
tivity Avas at Avork within me, Avith the best desire for moral 
development. The Avorld Avithout demanded that this activity 
should be regulated and employed for the advantage of others, 
and this great demand I felt called upon in my own case to 
meet. On all sides I had been directed to nature, and she had 
appeared to me in her Avholc magnificence; I had been ac- 
quainted AV’iih many good and true men Avho Avere toiling to 
do their duty, and for the sake of duty; to renounce them, 
nay to renounce myself, sei'ined impossible. T'he gulf Avhich 
separated me from the doctrine of man’s total depravity noAV 
became plain to me. Nothing, therefore, remained to me but 
to part from this society; and as my love of the holy Scrip- 
tures, as Avell as of the founder of Christianity and its early 
professors, could not be taken from me, I formed a Chris- 
tianity for my j)rivate use, and sought to eskiblish and build 
it up by an attentive study of history and a carel’ul obser- 
vation of those Avho were favourable to my opinion. 

As everything Avhich I once Avarmly embraced immediately 
put on a poetic form, I noAv took up the strange idea of 
treating epically the history of the Wandering Jcav, Avhich 
popular books had long since impressed upon my mind. My 
design Avas to bring out in the course of the narrative such 
prominent points of the history of religion and the Chm’ch as 
I shoidd find convenient. 1 Avill now explain the way in 
Avhich I treated this fable, and Avhat meaning 1 gav^e to it. 

In Jerusalem, according to the legend, there was a shoe- 
maker, of the name of Ahasuerus. For this character my 
Dresden shoemaker Avas to supjdy the main features. I had 
furnished him Avith the spirit and humor of a craftsman of 
the school of Hans Sachs, and ennobled him by an inclination 
to Christ. Accordingly as, in his open workshop, he liked to 
talk Avith the passers-by, jested with them, and, after the 
Socratic fashion, touched up every one in his own Avay, the 
neighbors and others of the people took pleasure in lingering 
at his booth ; even Pharisees and Sadducees spoke to him, 
and the Saviour hiinself and his disciples would often stop at 
D 2 
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his door. The shoemaker, whose thoughts were directed solely 
towards the world, I painted as feeling, nevertheless, a special 
affection for oui' Lord, which, for the most paii, evinced itself 
l)y a desire to bring this lofty being, whose mind he did not 
comprehend, over to his own way of thinking and acting. 
Accordingly, in a modest manner, ho recommends (^liript to 
abandon his contemplative life, and to leave off going about 
the country with such idlers, and drawing the people away 
from their labor into the wilderness. A multitude, he said, 
was always ready for excitement, and nothing good could 
come of it. 

On the other hand, the liord endeavoured, by parables, to 
instruct him in his higher views and aims, but these wore all 
thrown away on his mere matter-of-foct intellect. Thus, as 
Christ becomes more and more an important character, and 
finally a public person, the friendly workman pronounces 
his opinion still more shaqdy and vehemently, maintaining 
that nothing but disorder and tumult could follow from such 
proceedings, and that Christ would be at last compelled to 
put himself at the head of a party, though that co\dd not 
possibly be his design. Finally, when things had taken the 
course which history narrates, and Christ had been sebicd and 
condemned, Ahasucrus gives full vent to his indignation when 
Judas who undesignedly had betrayed his Lord, in his despair 
enters the workshop, and with lamentations relates how his 
plans had been crossed, lie had been, he said, as well as the 
shrewdest of the other disciples, firmly convinced that Christ 
would declare himself regent and head of the nation. His 
purpose was only, by this violence, to compel the Lord, whose 
hesitation had hitherto been invincible, to ha^iten the declara- 
tion. Accordingly, he had incited the priesthood to an act 
which previously they had not courage to do. The disciples, 
/Ou their side, were not without arms, and probably all 
^would have turned out well, if the Lord had not given himself 
up, and left them in the most forlorn state. Ahasuerus, whom 
this narrative in no ways tends to propitiate, only exasperates 
the agony of the poor ex-apostle, who rushes out and goes 
and hangs himself. 

As Jesus is led past the workshop of the shoemaker, on his 
v^ay to execution, the well-known scene of the legend occurs. 
The sufferer faints under the burden of the cross, and Simon 
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of Cyrene is compelled to carry it. Upon this, Ahasncm* 
comes forward, and sustains the part of those liarsh common- 
sense people, who, when they sec a man involved in misfor- 
tune through his own fault, feel no pity, but, struck by am 
untimely sense of justice, make the matter worse by their 
reproaches. As he comes out, he repeats all his former warn- 
ings, changing them into vehement accusations, which his 
attachment to the sufferer seems to justify. The Saviour does 
not answer, but at the instant the lo\ung Veronica covers hia 
face with the napkin, on wliich, as she removes it and raises 
it aloft, Ahasuerus sees depicted the features of the Lord, not 
indecid as those of the sufterer of the moment, but as of one 
transfigured and radiant with celestial life. Amazed by this 
phenomenon, he turns away his eyes and hears the words ; 

Over the earth shalt thou wander till thou shalt once more 
sec me in this form.” Overwhelmed at the sentence, it is not 
till after some time that the artisan comes to himself ; he then 
finds that every one has gone to the place of execution and' 
that the streets of Jerusalem are empty. Disquiet and 
curiosity drive him forth, and he begins his wandering. 

I shall, perhaps, speak elsewhere of all this, and of the inci- 
dent by which the poem was ended indeed, but not finished. 
The beginning, some detached passages, and the conclusion,, 
were written. But I never completed the work. I lacked 
time for the studies necessary to give it the finish and bearing 
that I wished. The few sheets which I did write were the 
more willingly left to repose in obscurity, as a new and ne- 
cessary epoch was now formed in my mental character by the 
publication of Werther. 

The common fate of man, which all of us have to bear, must 
fall most heavily on those whose intellectual powers expand 
very early. For a time we may grow up under the protection 
of parents and relatives; we may lean for a while upon onn 
brothers and sisters and friends, be supported by acquaint- 
ances, and made happy by those we love, but in the end man 
is always driven back upon himself, and it eeems as if the 
Divinity had taken a position towards men so as not always- 
to respond to their reverence, trust, and love, at least not in 
the precise moment of need. Early enough, and by many a 
hard lesson, had I learned that at the most urgent crises the 
call to us is, “ Physician, heal thyself;” and how frequently* 
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had I been compelled to si^h out in pain, “ 1 tread tlio wine- 
press alone!'’ So now, whih'. I was lookinfj^ about for the 
means of establishing my independence, I telt that the surest 
basis on which to build was my own creative talents. For 
many years I had never kno\Mi it to fail me for a mo- 
ment, What, waking, I had seen by day, often shaped 'Itself 
into regular dreams at night, and when I opened my eyes 
there appc'ared to me either a wonderful now Avliole, or a 
part of one already comimmced. Usually, my tinu' for writ- 
ing was ('arly in the morning, but still in the evening, or ('ven 
late at night, when wine and social intercourse had raised my 
spirits, I was ready for any topic that might be suggested; 
only let a subject of some character be otfer<'d, and 1 was at 
once ])repared and ready. AVbihg then, I refieeted ii])on this 
natural gift, and found that it Ix'longed to me as my own, and 
could neither be fiivoured nor hindered by any exti'nud mat- 
ters, I easily in thought built my whole existence upon it. 
This concei)tion soon assumed a distinct form ; the old mytho- 
logical image of Prometheus occurred to me, who, sep;iratcd 
from tlie gods, peo])l(Mi a u’orld from his own work-shop. 
I clearly felt that a creation of imjmrtance could be ju’oduccd 
only when its author isolated himself. ]\Iy productions which 
had met with so much applause were children of solitude, and 
since I had stood in a wider relation to the world, 1 had not 
been wanting in the power or the ])leasure of invention, but 
the execution halted, because I had, neither in prose nor in 
verse, a style* ])ro})erly my own. tuid, conseepu'ntly, with ('very 
new work, had always to Ix'gin at the beginning and tr^' ex- 
periments. As in this I had to decline and even to exclude 
the aid of men, so, after the fashion of Prometlu'us, I sc])arated 
myself from the gods also, and the more naturally as with my 
character and mode of thijiking one tendency always swallowed 
up and r(*])elled all others. 

The fable of Prometheus became living in me. The old 
Titan web I cut up according to my own measurements, and 
without further reflection began to write a piece in which was 
painted the difficulty Prometheus was placed in with respect 
to Jupitc'r and the later gods, in consecpience of his making 
men u ith his own hand, giving them life by the aid of Miiu'rva, 
and founding a third dynasty. And, in fact, the reigning 
gods liad good cause to feel aggrieved, since they might now 
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ppcar in tlie light of wrongful intruders between the Titans 
ad men. To this singidar composition belongs as a mono- 
)gue that poem, wliich lias become remarkable in Cierman 
terature, by having called forth a declaration from Lessing 
gainst Jacobi on certain weighty matters of thought and 
'cling. It thus served as the match to an explosion which 
?vcaled and brought into discussion the most secret relations 
P men of worth ; — relations of which they perhaps were 7\ot 
lemselves conscious, and which were slumbering in a society 
therwise most enlightened. Tdie schism was so violent, that, 
ith the concurrence of further incidents, it caused us the 
iss of one of our most valuable men, namely, Mendelssohn. 

Although ])hilosophical and even religions consich'ratious 
Lay be, and before^ now have been attached to this subjt'ct, 
ill it belongs peculiarly to poetry. The Titans are the foil 
P polytheism, as the devil may be considered the foil of 
lonotlicisni, though, like the only God to whom he stands in 
entrust, he is not a poc'tic figure. The Satan of i\Iilton, 
lough boldly enough drawn, still remains in the disadvan- 
igeous light of a subordinate existence attempting to destroy 
le splendid creation of a higher being; Prometlieus, on the 
^ntrary, has this advantage, that, (n^en in spite of superior 
eings, he is able to act and to create. It is idso a beautiful 
lought, and well suited to poetry, to represent men as created 
ot by the Su])reine Kuh'r of the world, but by an interme- 
iate agent, who, howevt'r, as a descendant of the most amai'iit 
ynasty, is of worth and importance enough for such an office, 
hus, and indeed under every aspect, the Grecian mythology 
I an inexhaustible mine of divine and human symbols. 

Nevertheless, the Titanic, gigantic, heaven-storming cha- 
icter afforded no suitable material for my poetic art. It bet- 
ir suited me to represent that peaceful, plastic, and always 
atient op])osition which recognising the superior power, still 
resumes to claim equality. And yet the bolder members of 
he race, Tantalus, Ixion, Sisyphus, were also my saints. Ad- 
litted to the society of the gods, they would not doi)ort 
hemselvcs submissively enough, but, by their haughty bear- 
ig as guests, provoked the anger of their host and patron, 
nd drew upon themselves a sorrowful banishment. J jjitied 
hem ; their condition had already been set forth by tlie an- 
iefits as truly tragic, and when I introduced them in tho 
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back-ground of iny Iphigmie, I was indebted to them for a 
part of the effect which that piece had the good fortune to 
produce. 

At this period I usually combined the art of design with 
poetical composition. I drew the portraits of my friends in 
profile on grey paper, in white and black chalk. Whenever I 
dictated or listened to reading, I sketched the positions of the 
writer and reader, with the surrounding objects; the resem- 
blance could not be denied, and the drawings were well re- 
ceived. Dilettanti always have this advantage because they 
give their labor for nothing. But feeling the insufficiency of 
this copying, I betook myself once more to language and 
rhythm which were much more at my command. How 
briskly, how' joyously and eagerly I went to w'ork with them 
will appear from the many poems which, enthusiastically pro- 
claiming the art of nature, and the nature of art, infused, at 
the moment of their production, new spirit into me as well 
as into my friends. 

At this epoch, and in the midst of these occupations, I was 
sitting one evening with a struggling light in my chamber, to 
which at least the air of an artist’s studio was thus imparted, 
W'hilc the walls, stuck over and covered with half-finished 
works, gave the imprcs.sion of great industry, when there 
entered a w^ell-formed, slender man, whom, at first, in the 
twilight, I took for Fritz Jacobi, but soon, discovering my 
mistake, greeted as a stranger. In his free and agreeable 
bearing a certain military air was perceptible, lie announced 
himself by the name of Von Knebel, and from a brief intro- 
duction I gathered that he was in the Prussian service, and 
that during a long residence at Berlin and Potsdam he had 
actively cultivated an acquaintance with the literary men of 
those places, and with German literature in general. He had 
attached himself particularly to Bamler, and had adopted his 
mode of reciting poems. He was also fomiliar with all that 
Gotz had written, who, at that time, had not as yet made a 
name among the Germans. Through his exertions the Mdd~ 
cheninsel (Isle of Maidens) of this poet had been printed at 
Potsdam, and had fallen into the hands of the king, who was 
said to have expressed a favorable opinion of it. 

We had scarcely talked over these subjects of general in- 
terest in German literature, before I learned, much to my 
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itisfaction, that he was at present stationed in Weimar, and 
as appointed the companion of Prince Constantin. Of mat- 
ers tlicrc I had already heard much that was favorable ; for 
3 veral strangers, who had come from Weimar, assured us 
lat the Duchess Amalia had gathered round her the best 
leii to assist in the education of the princes her sons; that 
10 Academy of Jena, through its admirable teachers, had also 
antributed its part to this excellent purpose ; and that the 
rts were not only protected by this princess, but were prac- 
sod by her with great diligence and zeal. We also heard 
lat Wieland was in especial favor. The DeAitsche Merkur, 
10, which united the labors of so many scholars in other 
laces, contributed not a little to the fame of the city in which 
; was jiubbshed. There also was one of the best theatres 
1 Germany, which was made famous by its actors, as well as 
y the authors who wrote for it. These noble institutions and 
Ians seemed, however, to have received a sudden check, and 
1 be threatened with a long interruption, in consequence of 
ae terrible conflagration of the castle, which took place in the 
lay of that year. But the confidence in the hereditary prince 
^as so great that every one was convinced not only that the 
amage would bo repaired, but that in spite of it every other 
ope would be fully accomplished. As I inquired after these 
ersons and things, as if I were an old acquaintance, and 
xpressed a wish to become more intimately acquainted with 
hem, my visitor replied, in the most friendly manner possible, 
hat nothing was easier, since the licrcditary prince, with his 
rother, the Prince Constantin, had just arrived in FranldTort, 
nd desired to see and know me. I at once expressed the 
Teatest willingness to wait upon them, and my new friend 
aid me that I must not delay, as their stay would not be 
Dng. In order to equip myself for the visit, I took Von 
Cnebel to my flither and mother, who were surprised at his 
rrival, and the message he bore, and conversed with him 
^^ith great satisfoction. I then proceeded with him to the 
^oung princes, who received me in a very easy and friendly 
aanner ; Count Gortz, also, the tutor of the hereditary prince, 
appeared not displeased to see me. Though there was no 
ack of literary subjects for our conversation, accident fur- 
lished the best possible introduction to it, and rendered it at 
mce important and profitable. 
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Moser's Patriotische Fantasien (patriotic Fantasies), that 
is to say, the tirst part of them, were lying on the table, fresh 
from the hinder, with the leaves nnciit. As I was familiar 
with them, while the rest were scarcely acquainted with 
tliem, I had the advantage of being able to give a complete 
account of the work, and had here a favorable opportunity for 
speaking with a young jwinee who was sineerely desirous, and 
also firmly determined to make use of his station to do all tlie 
good in his power. Moser's book, both in its contents and its 
tone, could not but be highly interesting to every German. 
While by other writers division, anarchy, and impotence, had 
hoen brought as a reproach against the (Jerman enq)ire, ac- 
cording to Moser this very number of small stat('s was highly 
desirable, as affording room for the special culti^'ation of each, 
according to its necessities, which must vary with the site and 
})cculiarities of such widely different provinc('s. In the same 
way, I remarked, that Moser, starting with the city and 
bisiiopric {‘Stiff) of Osnaburg, and thence going over the circle 
of Westphalia, set forth its relation to the whole ('m})ire, and 
just as he, in the further examination of the subjt'c.t, unit- 
ing the past with the present, deduced the latter from the 
former, and thus clearly shewed what altenitions w('rc desir- 
able or not; so might every ruler, by proceeding in the same 
way, obtain a thorough knowledge of the constitution of the 
state he governs, its connexion with its neighbors and with 
the whole empire, and thus enable himself to judg<‘ both the 
present and the future. 

Ill the course of our conversation, many remarks were 
made with regard to the difference between the States of 
Upper and Lower Saxony; not only their natural productions, 
it was observial, but also their manners, laws, and customs 
had differed from the earliest times, and, according to the 
fonn of religion and government, had variously modifiiid 
themselves. We endeavoured to obtain a clear view of the 
differences between the two regions, and in this attempt it 
soon appeared how useful it would be to have a good model, 
which, if regarded, not in its individual peculiarities, but in 
the general method on wdiich it liad been based, might be ap- 
plied to the most widely differing ca.ses, and thereby might 
1)0 highly serviceable in helping us to form a correct judg- 
ment. 



PROSPECTS OF A COURT-LIFE. 


43 


This conversation, which was kept up when wo were set 
vn at tabic, made a better impression in my favor than I 
haps deserved. For instead of making- such works as be- 
ged to my own sphere of literature the subjects of dis- 
ision; instead of demanding an undivided attention for the 
,ma«and for romance, I appeared while discussing IMiiser's 
)k, to prefer those writers whose talents, proceeding from 
ivc life, retimied to it with immediate benefit, whereas 
rks properly poetical, as soaring above mere social and 
tc rial interests, could only be indirectly and accidentally 
►fitable. Fhese discussions went on like tin; stories of the 
abian Nights; one important matter came up after another; 
ny themes wore only touched upon without our being able 
follow them out, and accordingly, as the stay of the young 
nces in Frankfort was necessarily short, they made me ju’O- 
sc to follow them to Mayonce and spend a few days ndth 
'in there. I gave this promise gladly enough, and hastened 
me to impart the agre('able intelligence to my parents. 

My father, howenaa-, could not by any means bo brought to 
prove of it. In accordance with his sentiments as a citizen 
the empire, he had always kept aloof from the great, and 
liough constantly coming in contact with the vhunjes 
'J/aIrrs of the neighboring princes, he had nevertheless 
jided all personal relations with them. In fact, courts 
re among the things about which ho was accustomed to 
lie was not indeed displeased if any one opposed his 
inions on this head; only he was not satisfied unless his 
ponent maintained his side with wit and spirit. If we 
owed his ‘’'’Frond a Jove prond a fidmine' to pass, but 
ded that with lightning the question was not so much 
lence it came as u^hither it went; he would bring up the 
1 ])roverb, “With great lords it is not good to eat cherries.” 
hen to this we replied that it was yet worse to eat with 
inty peo])lc out of one basket, he Avould not deny the truth 
this; only he was sure to have another proverb ready 
hand which was to ]mt us to confusion. For since pro- 
rbs and rhyming ajmphthegms proceed from the people, 
ho, while they arc forced to obey, like at least to s])eak 
eir vengeance, just as their superiors, on the other hand, 
demnify themselves by deeds ; and since the pot4rv of the 
itceuth century is almost wholly of a neiTous didactic cha- 
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racter, there is in our language no lack of jests and serious 
adages, directed from below upwards. We juniors, however, 
now began to aim from above downwards, fancying ourselves 
something great as we took up the cause of the great. Of 
these sayings and counter-sayings I will here insert a few. 

A. 

Long at court is long in hell, 

}}. 

lliere many good folks warm them well. 

A. 

Such as I am, Fm still mine own. 

To me shall favors ne’er be sho^vn. 

B. 

Blush not a favor to receive. 

For you must take, if you would give. 

A. 

This trouble at the court you catch. 

That where you itch, you must not scratch. 

B. 

Tlic sage, that would the people teach, 

Must scratch a place that does not itch. 

A. 

Those who a slavish office choose, 

One half of life are sure to lose. 

And come what will they may be sure. 

Old Nick the other will secure. 

B. 

Whoe’er with princes is at home, 

Will some day find good fortune come; 

Wh.0 courts the rabble, — to his cost 
Will find that all his year is lost. 

A. 

Though wheat at court seems flourishing, 

Doubt that great harvest it will bring, 

When to your barn you deem it brought, 

You’ll find that after all ’tis nought. 
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B. 

The wheat that blooms will ripen too, 

For so of old it used to do ; 

And if a crop is spoil’d by hail, 

The next year’s harvest will not fiil. 

A. 

He who would serve himself alone. 

Should have a cottage of his own. 

Dwell with his children and his wife. 

Regale himself with light new wine, 

And on the cheapest viands dine ; 

Then nothing can disturb his life. 

B. 

So, from a master you’ld be free? — 

Whither think'st thou then to flee? 

Dream not your freedom you will get, 

You have a wife to rule you yet. 

She by her stupid boy is ruled, 

Thus in your cot you still arc schooled. 

As I was lately looking up these rhymes in some old me- 
)randum books, I fell in with many such jeux cV esprit, in 
lich we had amplified pithy old German saws, in order to 
; them off against other proverbs which are equally veri- 
d by experience, A selection from them may perhaps here- 
er, as an epilogue to the “ Puppenspiele” (puppet shows), 
Tgest some pleasant reflections. 

But all these rejoinders could not move my father from his 
inions. He was in the habit of saving his most stringent 
jument for the close of the discussion. This consisted of a 
nute description of Voltaire’s adventure with Frederick 
; Second. He told us how the unbounded favor, familiarity, 
itual obligations, were at once revoked and forgotten; hoW 
had lived to see the comedy out in the arrest of that ex- 
ordinary poet and writer by the Frankfort civic guard, on 
5 complaint of the Resident Freytag, and the warrant of the 
igomaster Fichard, and his confinement for some time in 
j tavern of the Rose, on the Zeil. To this we might have 
swered in many ways, — among others, that Voltaire w'as not 
e from blame himself, — but from filial respect we always 
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yielded the point. On the present oeeasion, when these 
thin<;‘s and others like them were alluded to. I hardly Icnew 
how to demean myself, for he warned me explicitly, main- 
taining; that the invitation was given only to entice me into a 
tra}), in order to take vengeance on me for my mischievous 
treatment of t1ie favored Wieland. Fully as I was con vinced 
of the. contrary, yet as I saw but too plainly that a piH'con- 
ceived o])inion, excited by hypochondriac fancies, afflictc'd my 
worthy fatlicr, I was unwilling to act in direct opposition to 
his cojivictioiis. Still I could not find any excuse for failing 
to keep my ])romise without appearing ungrateful and uncour- 
t(‘ous. Ij nfortunatcly our friend Fiiiulein Von Klettenberg, 
to whose advice we usually resorted in such cases, -was 
confined to her bed. In her and my mother I had two 
incomparable companions. I called thi'in Word and Dt'cd ; 
for when tlie former cast her serene or ratlier blissful glance 
over e;irthly things, what was confusion to us ehildri'ii of 
earth, at once grew plain before her, and she could almost 
always ]R)int out the right way, because she looked u])on the 
labyrinth from above, and was not herself entangled in it. 
Wlien a decision wfis once made, the readiness and energy of 
my mother could be relied on. While the former had Sight 
for her aid the latter had Faith, and as she maintiiined her 
serenity in all cases, she was never without the means of 
accomplishing what was proposed or desired. Accordingly 
she -svas now despatched to our sick friend to obtain her 
opinion, and when this turned out in my favour, she was en- 
treated to gain the consent of my father, who yielded, against 
his belief and will. 

It was in a very cold season Of tlic year that I arrived at 
the aj)pointed hour in Mayeiice. My reception by the young 
princes and by their attendants, was no less friendly than the 
invitation. The conversation in Frankfort was recalled and 
resumed at the point where it had been broken off. When it 
touched upon the recent German literature and its audacities, 
it was perfectly natural that my famous piece, “ Goiter^ 
Ilelden, und Wieland'^ (Gods, Heroes, and Wieland) should 
come up, at which I remarked with satisfaction that the thing 
was regarded with good humor. Being called on to give the 
real history of this jeu d' esprit, which had excited so great at- 
tention, I could not avoid confessing, first of all, that as true 
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ellowB of the Upper Rhine, we had no bounds either to our 
iking or disliking. With us, reverence for Sliakspoare was 
carried to adoration. But Wieland, with his decided jiecu- 
iiarity- of destroying the interest, both of himself and of his 
fenders, had, in the notes to his translation, found much far.lt 
with the great author, and that in sueh a way as to vi'x us 
exceedingly, and to diminish in our eyes, the value of the 
work. We saw that Wieland, whom we had so highly re- 
vered as a poet, and who, 'as a translator, had rendered such 
great service, was, as a critic, capricious, one-sided, and 
unjust. Besides this, he had deliberately spoken against our 
idols, the (Ireeks, and this sliarpened our hostility yet more. 
It is well known that the Greek gods and heroes are eminent 
not for moral but for glorified jihysical qualities, for uhich 
reason they afford such sjdendid sulijects to artists. Now 
Wieland, in his Akesfc, had presented heroes and demi-gods 
afU'i’ the modern fashion. Against this we had nothing to 
say, as every one is at liberty to mould poetic traditions to 
his own ends and way of thinking. But in the letters on this 
opera, which he inserted in the ]\Ierki/r\ he appeared to us 
unduly to exalt this mode of treating them ; in short, to show 
too much of the partisan, and to commit an unpardonable sin 
against the good ancients and their high-er style, by his ab- 
solute unwillingness to recognise the strong, healthy nature 
which is the basis of their productions. I told them we had 
hardly discussed these giievances with some vehemence in our 
little society, when ray ordinary rage for dramatizing every- 
thing came upon me one Sunday afternoon, and so at one 
sitting, over a bottle of good Burgundy, I wi’ote off the whole 
piece, just as it stands. It was no sooner read to those of my 
colleagues as were present, and received by them with excla- 
mations of delight, than I sent the manuscript to Leiiz at 
Strasburg, who appeared enraptured with it, and maintained 
that it must he printed without delay. .After some corres- 
pondence, I at last consented, and he put it hastily to press at 
Strasburg. Some time afterwards, I learned that tliis was one 
of the first steps which Lenz took in his design to injure me, 
and to bring me into disgrace witli the public ; but .at that 
time I neither know nor surmised anything of the kind. 

In this way I narrated to my new patrons, with perfect 
candour, the innocent origin of the piece, as well as I knew 
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it myself, in order to convince them that it contained no per- 
sonality, nor any ulterior motive. I also took care to let 
them understand with what gaiety and recklessness we were 
aecustomed to banter and ridicule each other among ourselves. 
With this, I saw that they w^ere quite content. They almost 
admired the great fear w^e had lest any one of ourselves should 
go to sleep upon his laurels. They compared such a society 
to those Ihiccaneers who, in every moment of repose, are 
afraid of beeoming effeminate, ancl whose leaders, when there 
are no enemies in sight, and there is no one to plunder, will let 
off a pistol under the mess-table, in order that even in peace 
there may be no want of wounds and horrors. After consi- 
derable discussion pro and con upon this subject, I was at last 
induced to write Wieland a friendly letter. I gladly availed 
myself of the opportunity, as, in the Merkur, he had spoken 
most liberally of this piece of youthful folly, and as, in 
literary feuds, was almost always his custom, had ended the 
affair in the most skilful manner. 

The few days of my stay at Mayence passed off very plea- 
santly ; for when my new patrons were abroad on visits and 
banquets, I remained with their attendants, drew the pr 
traits of several, or w’cnt skating, for which the frozen ditches 
of the fortification afforded excellent opportunity. I returned 
home full of the kindness I had met with, and, as I entered 
the house, w'as on the point of emptying my heart by a minute 
account of it; but I saw only troubled faces, and the convir 
tion was soon forced upon me that our friend Fraulein von 
Klettenberg was no more. At this I was greatly concerned, 
because, in my present situation I needed her more than ever. 
They told me for my consolation, that a pious death had 
crowned her happy life, and that the cheerfulness of her faith 
had remained undisturbed to the end. But there was also 
another obstacle in the way of a free communication on the 
subject of my visit My father, instead of rejoicing at the for- 
tunate issue of this little adventure, persisted in his opinion, 
and maintained, on the other hand, that it was nothing but dis- 
simulation, and that perhaps there was a danger of their car- 
rying out in the end something still worse against me. I was 
thus driven to my younger friends with my narrative, and to 
them I could not tell it circumstantially enough. But, their 
attachment and good will, led to a result which to me was 
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most unpleasant. Shortly afterwards, appeared a pani- 
plilet, called “Prometheus and his Reviewers,” also in a dra- 
matic form. In this the comical notion was carried out, of 
putting little wood-cut figures before the dialogue, instead of 
proper names, and representing by all sorts of satirical images 
those ..critics who had expressed an opinion upon my umrks, 
or on w'orks akin to them. In one place the Altona 
courier, without his head, was blowing his horn, here a 
bear was growling, and there a goose wus cackling. Ulic 
Merkur, too, was not forgotten, and many wild and 
tame animals were represented in the atelier of the sculp- 
tor endeavoring to put him out, while he, without taking' 
particular notice of them, kept zealously at his work, and did' 
not refrain from expressing his opinion about the matter in 
general. The appearance of this Jeu d' esprit surprised me 
much, and was as unexpected as it was disagreeable. Its style 
and tone evidently showed that it was by one of our society, 
and indeed I feared it might be attributed to me. But what 
was most annoying, was the circumstance that “Prometheus” 
brought out some allusions to my stay at Mayence and ta 
rh/it was said there, which nobody but myself could have 
known. To me this was a proof that the author was one of 
those who formed my most intimate circle of friends, where- 
he must have heard me relate these events in detail. Ac- 
cordingly wo all looked at each other, and each suspected the 
^st, but the unknown writer managed very well to keep his 
own secret. I uttered vehement reproaches again.st him, 
because it was exceedingly vexatious to me, after so gracious 
a reception and so important a conversation, and after the 
confiding letter I had written to Wieland, to see here an 
occasion for fresh distrust and disagreement. However my 
uncertainty on this point was not of long duration. As I 
walked up and domi my room reading the book aloud, I heard 
clearly in the fancies and the turns of expression the voice of 
Wagner — iind it was he. When I had rushed down stairs to 
iinpaii; my discovery to my mother, she confessed to me that 
she already knew it. i\iinoyed at the iU results of what had 
seemed to him a good and praiseworthy plan, the author had 
discovered himself to her, and besought her intercession with 
me, not to fulfil in his person my threat of holding no further 
intercourse with the writer who had so abused my confidence^ 
VoL. JI. E 
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The foot that I liad found him out my.self was very much ii 
his favour, and tin? satisfaction always attending a discoverj 
of one's own, inclined me to be merciful. The fault whicl 
had given occasion for such a proof of my sagacity, was for- 
given. Nevertheless, it was not easy to convince the public 
that Wagner was the author, and that I liad had ne hand 
in the game. No one believed that he possessed such versa- 
tility of talent ; and no one reflected, that it was very easy 
for him, though possessing no remarkable talents of his own, 
to notice, seize upon, and bring out in his oivn way all that 
for some time had passed either in jest and earnest in an 
intellectual society. And thus on this occasion as on many 
others afterwards, I had to suffer not only for my own follies, 
but also for the indiscretion and precipitancy of my friends. 

As the remembrance of them is here suggested by many 
circumstances, I will speak of some distinguished men who, 
at different times, on their passage through h’rankfort, either 
lodged at our house or partook of our frii'iully hos])itality. 
Once more Klopstock stands justly at the head. J had already 
exchanged several letters Avith him, when he annoimced to ■ 
me that he was invitc'd to go to Carlsruhe and to rt'side there; 
that he would be in Friedberg by a specified da)', an<l wished 
that I would come there and fet(*h him. 1 did not fail to be 
there at the hour. He, however, had bc'cu accidcaitly detained 
upon the road; and after I had waited in Auin fur some days, 
I went home, wlnu’e he did not arrive till after some time, and 
tlien excused his delay, and received very kindly my readiness 
to come to meet him. His jiersoii Avas small but well-built ; his 
manners Avithoiit being stilh iverc serious and ])recise ; his coii- 
Amrsation Avas measured and agieeable. On the Avhole there 
Avas something of the diplomatist in his bearing. Such a 
man undertakes the difficult task of supporting, at the same 
time, his own dignity, and that of a superior to Avhom he is 
resjionsible : of adA’ancing his oAvn interest, together Avith the 
much more important interest of a princi*, or even of a Avholc 
State; and of making himself, beyond all things, pleasing to 
other men Avhile in this critical position. In this way Klop- 
stock ajjpeared to b(‘ar himself as a man of Avortli and as the 
representative of other things — of religion, of morality and 
freedom. He had also assumed another peculiarity of men 
of the Avorld— namely, not readily to speak on subjects upon 
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wliicli he was particularly expected and desired to discourse. 
He was seldom heard to mention poetic and literary subjects. 
But as he found in mo and my friends a set of ])asslou!ile 
skaj;ers, he discoursed to us at leng-th on this noble art, on 
which he had thought much, having considered what in it 
was to* be sought, and what avoided. Still, before we co ild 
receive tlic instruction he protfered, avc had to submit to be 
put right as to the word itself, in which wc blunden'd.*^' AVe 
spoke in good Upper-Saxon of Schliitschiihcn, whicli he \vouId 
not allow to pass at all; for the word, he said, does not come 
from Schlitfen (sledge), as if one went on little runners, but 
from Schrfiten (to stride), because like the Ifomeric gods the 
skater strides away on these Avinged shoes OA'cr the sea frozen 
into a plain. Next we came to the instrument itself, lie 
Avould liave nothing to do with the liigli grooved skates, but 
recommended the low, broad, smooth-bottomed Friseland 
steel skat('s as the most serviceable for speed. ITe Avas no 
triend to the tricks of art Avliich are usually performed in this 
exercise, I procured, according to his advice, a pair of 
*fimooth skates, Avith long toes, and used them for st'vcral 
years, though Avitli some discomfort, lie understood, too, 
the science of liorsemanship and horse-bi’caking, and liked to 
talk about it; thus, as if by design, he avoided all couATrsation 
upon his OAvii ])rofession, that he might s])eak Avith greater 
freedom about arts quite foreign to it, AA^hich he pursued only 
as a pastime. I might say much more of these and other 
peculiarities of this extraordinary man, if those Avho lived 
longer Avith him had not already informed us fully about 
them. One obsemtion, hoAATA'cr, I Avill not suppress, Avhich 
is, that men Avhom Nature, after endoAving them Avitli mu'om- 
mon advantages, has placed in a naiTOAV circle of action, or 
at least in one disproportioned to their poAvers, generally fall 
into eccentricities; and as they liaA'e no opportunity of 
making direct use of their gifts, seek to employ them in an 
extraordinary or Avhimsical manner. 

Zimmermann was also for a time our guest. He Avas tall 
and poAverfully built; of a vehement nature open to every 

* There are two words used for “ skate." One of them Schliftschuh, 
means “sledge-shoe; the other Schrittsckuch, means “stride-shoe." 
Gdthe and hS friends make use of the former ; Klopstock contends for 
the latter. 
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impulse; yet he had his outward hearing and manners per- 
fectly under control, so that in society be appeared as a 
skilful physician and polished man of the world. It was 
only ill his writings and amongst liis most confidential friendsy 
that he gave free course to his untamed inward character. 
His conversation was varied and highly instructive, and for 
one who could pardon his keen sensitiveness to whatever 
grated on his own personal feelings and merits, no more 
desirable companion could be found, h'or myself, as what 
is called vanity never disturbed me, and I in return often 
presumed to be vain also — that is, did not hesitate to enlarge 
upon whatever in myself pleased me, I got on with him capi- 
tally. We mutually tolerated and scolded each other, and, 
as he showed himself thoroughly open and communicative, I 
learned from him a great deal in a short time. 

To judge such a man with the indulgence of gi*atitude, nay 
on principle, I cannot say that he was vain. We Genuans 
misuse the word “ vain” {citeVjy but too often. In a strict 
sense, it carries with it the idea of emptiness, and we pro- 
perly designate by it only the man who cannot conceal his, 
joy at his Nothing, his contentment with a hollow phantom. 
With Zimmermann it was exactly the reverse; he had great 
deserts, and no inward satisfaction. The man who cannot 
enjoy his own natural gifts in silence, and find his reward in 
the exercise of them, but must wait and hope for their 
recognition and appreciation by others, will generally find 
himself but badly off, because it is but too well known a fiict 
that men are very niggard of their applause; that they rather 
love to mingle alloy with praise, and where it can in any 
degree be done, to turn it into blame. Whoever comes 
before the public without being prepared for this, will meet 
with nothing but vexation; since, even if he does not over- 
estimate his own production, it still has for him jm unlimited 
value, while the reception it meets with in the world, is 
in every case qualified. Besides, a certain susceptibility is 
necessary for praise and applause, as for every other pleasure. 
Let this be applied to Zimmermann, and it will be acknow- 
ledged in his case too; that no one can obtain what he does 
not bring with him. 

If this apology cannot be allowed, stiU less shall we be able 
to justify another fault of this remarkable man, because it 
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disturbed and even destroyed the happiness of others. I 
mean his conduct toward.s his children. Ilis daughter, who 
travelled with him, stayed with us while he visited tlie neigh- 
bouring scenes. She might be about sixteen years old, 
slender and well formed, but without elegance; her regular 
featurds wmuld have been agreeable, if there had appeared in 
them a trace of animation, but she was always as quiet as a 
statue ; slie spoke seldom, and in the presence of her hither 
never. Ihit she had scarcely .spent a few days alone with my 
mother, receiving the cheerful and affectionate attcntioTis of 
this sympathizing w'oman, than she threw herself at her feet 
with an opened heart, and wdth a thousand tears, begged 
to be allowed to remain with her. With the most passionate 
language she declared that she would remain in tlic house 
as a servant, as a slave all her life, rather tlian go back with 
her father, of wliose severity and tyimmy no one could form 
an idea. Her brother had gone mad under his treatment; 
she had hitherto borne it though wdth difliculty, because she 
had believed that it was the same, or not much better, in 
every family, but now that she had experienced such a loving, 
mild and considerate treatment, her situation at home had 
become to her a perfect hell. My mother was greatly moved 
as .she related to me this passionate effusion, and indeed, she 
went so far in her sym2)athy, as to give me pretty clearly to ' 
understand, that she would be content to keep the girl in the 
house, if I "would make up my mind to marry her. If she 
w'crc an orphan, I rejdied, I might think and talk it over, 
but God keep me from a father-in-law who is such a father ! 
My mother took great pains with the poor girl, but this 
made her only the more unha 2 )py. At last an expedient 
was found, by putting her to a boarding-school. Her life, 
I should observe in pa.ssing, was not a very long one. 

I should hardly mention this culpable peculiarity of a man 
of such great deserts, if it had not already become a matter 
of public notoriety, and especially had not the unfortunate 
hypochondria, with which, in his last hours, he tortured 
himself and others, been commonly talked of. For that 
severity towards his children was nothing less than hypo- 
chondria, a partial insanity, a continuous moral murder, 
which, after making his cliildren its victims, was at last 
directed against himself. We must also remember tliat 
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tho\igh apppTcutly in such good health, he was a great 
sutferer even in Ins best years; — that an incurable disease 
troubled the skilful physician who had ralievod, and still 
gave ease to so many of the afflicted. Yes, this distinguished 
man, with all his outward reputation, fame, honour, rank, 
and wealth, led the saddest life, and whoever mUI t;i?ke the 
pains to k'arn more about it from existing publications, will 
not condemn but ])ity him. 

If it is now ex})ceted that I shall give a more precise ac- 
count of the effect which this distinguished man had upon 
me, 1 must once more recall the general features of that 
period. The c])och in which we were living might bo called 
an epoch of high rcipiisitions, for every one demanded of 
himself and of others what no mortal had hitherto accom- 
plished. On chosen spirits who could think and feel, a light 
had arisen, which enabled them to see that an immediate, 
original understanding of nature, and a course of action based 
upon it, was both the b(‘st thing a man could desire, and 
also not difficult to attain. Experience thus once more 
became the universal watchword, and every one 0 })ened his 
eyes as wide as he could. Jfliysicians, especially, had a most 
})ressing call to labour to this end, and the best opportunity 
for finding it. Ujion them a star shone out of antiquity, 
Avhich could serve as an examjdc of all that was to be desired. 
The writings which had come down to us under the name of 
Hippocrates, furnished a model of the way iii which a man 
should l)()th observe the world and relate what he had seen, 
without mixing up him.self with it. ]>ut no one considered 
that we cannot see like the (Ireeks, and that we shall never 
become such jioets, sculptors, and ]}hysicians as they were. 
Even granted that wc could Icarii from them, still the results 
of experience already gone through, were almost beyond 
number, and besides were not always of the clearest kind; 
moreover had too often been made to accord with precon- 
ceived opinions. All these were to be mastered, discrimi- 
nated, and sifted. This also, was an immense demand. 
Then again it was required that each observer, in his per- 
sonal s})Iiere and labours, should acquaint himself with the 
true, healthy nature, as if she were now for the first time 
noticed, and attended, and thus only what was genuine and 
real was to be learned. But as, in general, learning can 
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never exist Avitliout the accompaniment of a universal gmat- 
tering and a universal pedantry, nor the practice of any 
profession without empiricism and charlatanry, so there 
spriuig up a violent conflict, the ])ur])ose of which was to 
guard use from abuse, and place the kernel high aboi e the 
shell in men's estimation. In the execution of this d('S’gn, 
it was perceived that the shortest way of getting out of the 
affair, ^vas to call in the aid of gtmiiis, whose magic gifts 
could settle the strife, and accomplish what was required. 
Meanwhile, however, the understanding meddled with the 
matter; all it alleged must he reduced to clear notions, and 
exhibited in a logical form, that every prejudi(!C might be 
put asid(‘, and all superstition destroyed. And since the 
achievements of some extraordinary men, such as Eoerhaave 
and Haller, were actually incredible, people thought them- 
selves justified in demanding even still more from their pupils 
and succ(\ssors. It was maintained that the path was opened, 
forgetting that in earthly things a path can veiy rarely be 
spoken of; f()r, as the water that is dislodged by a ship, 
instantly flows in again behind it, so by the law of its nature, 
when emincjit spirits have once driven error aside, and made 
a place for themselves, it very quickly closes upon them again. 

But of this the ardent Zimmermann could form no idea what- 
ever; he would not admit that Absui’dity did in fact fill up the 
world. Impatient, even to madness, he rushed to attack every- 
thing that he saw and believed to l)e wrong. It was all the 
same to him whether he was fighting with a nurse or with 
Paracelsus, with a quack, or a chemist. His blows fell alike 
heavily in either case, and when he had worked himself out 
of breath, he was greatly astonished to see the heads of this 
hydra, whicli lie thought he had trodden under foot, springing 
up all fresh again, and showing him their teeth from innumer- 
able jaws. 

Every oiu' who reads his writings, e.specially his clever 
work “On hlx])eriencc,” will perceive more distinctly than I 
can ex])ress thimi. the subjects of discussion between this excel- 
lent man and myself. His influence over me, was the more 
powerful, as he was twenty years my senior. Having a high 
reputation as a physician, he was chiefly employed among the 
upper classes, and the corruption of the times, caused by effe- 
minacy and excess, was a constant theme of conversation with 
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him. Thus liis modical discourses, like those of the philoso- 
phers and my poetical friends, drove me a^ain back to nature. 
In his veliement passion for improvement I could not fully 
participate; on the contrary, after we separated, I instantly 
drew back into my own proper calling, and endeavoured to 
employ the ^ifts nature had bestowed upon me, with moderate 
exertion, and by good-natured opposition to what I disap- 
proved of, to gain a standing for myself, in perfect indifference 
how far my influence might rc'ach or whither it might lead me. 

Von Sails, who was setting up the large boarding school 
at Marschlins, visited us also at that time. lie was an ear- 
nest and intelligent man, and must have quietly made many 
humorous ohservations on the irregular though gtmial mode 
of life in our little society. The same was probably the case 
with Sulzer, who came in contact with us on his journey to 
the south of France; at least a passage in his travels where he 
speaks of me, seems to favor this opinion. 

These visits, which were as agreeable as they were profit- 
able, were however diversified by others wliich we would 
rather have been spared. Needy and shameh'ss adventurers 
fixed thi'insclvcs on the confiding youth, supporting their 
urgent demands by real as well as fictitious relationships and 
misfortunes. They borrowed my money, and made it neces- 
sary for me to borrow in turn, so that I in consequeneo fell 
into the most unpleasant ])osition with opulent and kind- 
hearted friends. If I wished that all these unfortimatc folks 
were food for tlu‘ crows, my father found himself in the situa- 
tion of the magician's apprentice* who Avas willing enough 
to sec his house Avashed clean, but is frightened Avdien the 
flood rushes in A\dthout ceasing, over threshold and stairs. By 
an excessive kindness, the quiet and moderate plan of life 
which my father had designed for me Avas step by sti'p inter- 
rupted and put off, and from day to day changcal contrary to 
all expectation. All idea of a long visit to Ilatisborn and 
Vienna was as good as given up ; but still I was to pass 
through those cities on my way to Italy, so as at least to gain 
a general notion of them. On the other hand, some of my 
friends, who did not approve of taking so long a circuit, in 
order to get into active lifC; recommended that I should take 
advantage of a moment Avhich seemed m every way favorable, 
* The allusion is to Gothe's own poem “Der Zauherlchrling. 
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and think on a pcnnanent establishment in my native city. 
Although the Council were closed against me, first by my 
"randfathcr and then by my uncle, there were yet many civil 
offices to which I could lay claim, where I could remain for a 
time and await the future. There were agencies of several 
kinds 'which offered employment enough, and the place of 
a charge d'affaires was highly respectable. I suffered myself 
to be persuaded, and believed also, that I might adapt myself 
to this plan, without having tried whether I was suited for 
such a mode of life and business as requires that amid dis- 
sipation, we should most of all act for a certain end. To 
these plans and designs there was now added a tender senti- 
ment which seemed to draw me towards a domestic life and 
to accelerate my determinatioq. 

The society of young men and women already mentioned, 
which was kept together by, if it did not owe its origin to, my 
sister, still survived alter her marriage and departure, because 
the members had grown accustomed to each other, and could 
not spend one evening in the week better than in this friendly 
circle. The eccentric orator also whose acquaintance we made 
in the sixth book, had, after many adventures, returned to us, 
more clever and more perverse than ever, and once again 
played the legislator of tlie little state. As a sequel to our 
former diversions he had devised something of the same kind ; 
he enacted that every week lots should be drawn, not as 
before to decide what pairs shoidd be lovers, but married 
couples, flow lovers should conduct themselves towards each 
other, he said, we knew well enough; but of the proper deport- 
ment of husbands and wives in society we were totally igno- 
rant, and this, with our mcreasing years, we ought to learn 
before all things. He laid down general rules, which, of course, 
set forth that we must act as if we did not belong to each 
other; that we must not sit or speak often together, much 
less indulge in anything like caresses. And at the same time 
we were not only to avoid everything wliich would occasion 
mutual suspicion and discord, but, on the contrary, he was to 
win the greatest praises, who, with his free and open manners 
should yet most endear to himself his wife. 

The lots were at once drawn; some odd matches that they 
decided were laughed at and joked about, and the universal 
marriage-comedy was begun in good humour and renewed 
every week. 
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Now it fell out 8tran;^oly enoug^h, that from the first the 
same lady fell twice to inc. She was a very ”'Ood creature, 
just su(!h a woman as one 'would like to think of as a wife. 
Her figure was heautihd and well-proportioned, her face pleas- 
ing, while in her manners there })r^vailed a repose which 
testified to the healtli of her mind and body. Every d'.iy and 
hour she was i)erfectly the same. Her domestic industry 
■was in hit'll repute. Though she was not talkative, a just 
understandin;jj and natural hdents could be recognised in her 
language. To nuR't the advance's of such a person with 
friendliness and esteem was natural; on a general principle 
I \vas already accustomed to do it. and now I acted from a 
sort of traditional kindness as a social duty. Eut w'heii the 
lot brought us tog(‘ther for the third time, our jocose law- 
giver declared in the mo.st solemn manner that Heaven had 
spokeji, and we could not again be separated. We submitted 
to his sc'ntence, and both of us adapU'd ourselves so well to 
our public conjugal duties, that we might reall)' have seiwed 
as a model. vSiuc<‘ all the pairs who were severidly united 
for the evening, w'on^ obliged by the general ruh's to addres.s 
each other for tlu^ few hours with Du (thou), w'c had, utter 
a series of weeks, grown so accustom(?d to this confidential 
pronoun, that even in tin? intervals wlu'never w(‘ •'ccidentally 
came together, tlu' Du would kindly conn; out.* Habit is 
a strange thing; by degrees both of us found that nothing 
was more natural tlian this relation. I liked her more and 
more, while her manner of treating me gave ovidi'uce of a 
beautiful calm confidence, so that on many an occasion if a 
priest had been present we might have been united on the 
spot without much hesitation. 

As at each of our social gatherings something new was 
requiix'd to be read aloud, I brought with me one evening a 
perfect novelty, The Memoir of Eeaumarchais against Clavigo, 
in the original. It gained great applause. The thoughts to 
which it gave occasion wTre freely (‘xpressed, and after much 
had been spoken on both sides, my partner said: “If 1 were 
thy liege lady and not thy wife, 1 would entreat thee to 

* Members of the same family address each other with the second 
person singular, “Du," instead of the more formal third person plural, 
“Sie." In the same way the French employ “Tu" instead of “ Vous." 

Trans. 
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change this memoir into a play: it seems to nu; perfectly 
suited for it.” “That thou mayst see, my love,” 1 replied, 

“ tliat liege lady and wife can be united in one person, 1 pro- 
mise tliat, at the end of a week, the subject-matter of this 
work, in the form of a piec(' for the theatre, shall be read 
aloud^ as has just been done with these pagx’s,” Tlu'y won- 
dered at so bold a promise, but 1 did not delay to set about 
accomplishing it. What, in sueli cases, is called invention, 
was with UK' inst;intaneous. As I was escorting home my 
titulary wife I was silent. She asked me M'hat was the 
matter? “lam thinking out the play,” I answered, “and 
have; got already into tlie middle of it. I wished to show 
thee that I would gladly do anything to please thee.” 8ho 
pressed my hand, and as I in return snatched a kiss, she said: 
“Thou must forget thy character! To be loving, })eople 
think, is not jiropi'r for married folks.” “ Let them think,” 

I rejoined, “ we will have it our own way.” 

Lefoix! 1 got home, and indeed I took a very circuitous 
rout(', the piecii was pretty far advanced. Lest this should 
seem boastful, I vill confess that previously, on the first and 
second ix'ading, the subji'ct had appeared to me dramatic 
and ('ven theatrical, but, without such a stimulus, this piece, 
like so many others, would have remained among the number 
of the merely ])ossible creations. T\Iy mode of treating it is 
well enough known. Weary of villains, who, from revenge, 
hate, or mean ])urposes, attack a noble nature and ruin it, 
I wished, in (hrlos, to show the working of clear good 
sense, associatt'd with true friendship, against passion, inclina- 
tion and outward necessity; in order, for once, to compose a 
tragedy in this way. Availing myself of the example of our 
patriarch Shakspeare, I did not hesitate for a moment to 
translate, word for word, the chief scene, and idl that was pro- 
perly (b-ainutic in the original. Finally, for the conclusion, I 
borrowed the end of an .English ballad, and so I was ready 
before the Friday came. The good effect which I attained in 
the reading will easily be believed. My liege spouse took 
not a little pleasure in it, and it seemed as if, by this produc- 
tion, as an intellectual offspring, our union was di'avvn closer 
and dearer. 

Mephistopheles Merk here did me, for the first time, a 
great injuiy. When I communicated, the piece to him he 
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xinswercd: “You must MTite hereafter no more such trifles 
others can do such tilings.'* In this he was wrong. W( 
shoidd not, in all things, transcend the notions which nier 
have already fonned ; it is good that much should be in ac- 
cordance with the common way of thinking. Had I at that 
time written a dozen such pieces, which with a little stkimlu!- 
would have been easy enough, three or four of them would 
perhaps have retained a place on the stage. Evt'ry tlu'atrical 
manager who knows the value of a repertoire, can say what 
tin advantage that would have been. 

By these, and other intellectual diversions, our nliimsical 
game of marriage became a family story, if not the talk oi 
the town, which did not sound disagi-eeably in the ears of the 
mothers of our fair ones. My mother, also, was not at all 
opposed to such an event; she had before looked with favor 
on the lady with whom I had fallen into so strange a relation, 
and did not doubt that she would make as good a daughter- 
in-law as a wife. The aimless bustle in which I had for some 
time lived was not to her mind, and, in fact, she had to bear 
the worst of it. It was her part to jnovide abundant en- 
tertainment for the stream of guests, without any comj)ensa- 
tion for funiishing quarters to this literary army, other than 
the honor they did her son by feasting upon him. Besides, 
it was clear to her that so many young persons — all of them 
without property — united not only for scientific and poetic 
purposes, but also for that of passing the time in the gayest 
manner, would soon become a burthen and injury to them- 
selves, and most certainly to me, whose thoughtless generosity 
and passion for becoming secui-ity for others she too well 
knew. 

Accordingly, she looked on the long-planned Italian jour- 
ney, which my father once more brought forward, as the best 
means of cutting short all these connexions at once. But, in 
order that i\o new danger might spring up in the wide world, 
she intended first of all to bind fast the union which had already 
been suggested, so as to make a return into my native coun- 
try more desirable, and my final determination more decided. 
Whether I only attribute this scheme to her, or whether she 
had actually formed it with her departed friend, I am not quite 
sure ; enough, that her actions seemed to be based on a well- 
digested plan, I had very often to hear from her a regret 
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that since Cornelia’s marriage our family circle was altogether 
too small; it was felt that I had lost a sister, my mother 
an assistant, and my father a pupil; nor was this all that 
was said. It happened, as if by accident, that my parents 
met the lady on a walk, invited her into the garden, and 
conversed with her for a long time. Tliereupon there was 
some pleasantry at tea-table, and the remark was made with 
a certain satisl'action that she had pleased my father, as she 
possessed all the chief qualities which he as a connoisseur 
of women required. 

One thing after another Avas now arranged in our first 
story, as if guests w^erc expected ; the linen was reviewed, 
and some hitherto neglected furniture was thought of. One 
day I surprised my mother in a garret examining the old 
cradles, among which an immense one of wahiut inlaid w'ith 
ivory and ebony, in which I had formerly been rocked, was 
especially prominent. She did not seem altogether pleased 
when I said to her, that such swing-boxes were quite out of 
fashion, and that now people put babies, with free limbs, into 
a neat little basket, and carried them about for show, by a 
strap over the shoulder, like other small wares. 

^ Enough ; — such prognostics of a renewed of domestic acti- 
vity became frequent, and, as I \vas in ever)' way submissive, 
the thought of a state which would last through life spread 
a peace over our house and its inhabitants such as had not 
been enjoyed for a long time. 
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What people commonly say of misfortunes : that they hever 
come alone : may with almost as mucli truth be said also of 
good fortune, and. indei'd, of other circumstances wliieh often 
cluster around us in a harmonious way; whether it bo by a 
kind of fatality, or whetluT it be that man has the power of 
attracting to himself all mutually related tilings. 

At any rate, my present experience shewed me everything 
consjiiring to jiroduce an outward and an inward peace. The 
former came to me while I resolved patiently to await the 
result of wliat others were meditating and designing for me ; 
the latter, however, I had to attain for myself by renewing 
former studies. 

I had not thought of Spinoza for a long time, and now I 
was driven to him l)y an attack upon him. In our library I 
found a little book, the author of winch raih'd violently against 
that original thinker; and to go the more etfectually to work, 
had inserted for a frontispiece a jiicture of Spinoza himself, 
with the insciiption : “ Sujmim reprohntionis' In vnltn (jervns" 
bearing on his face the stamp of reprobation. This there 
was no gainsaying, indeed, so long as one looked at the 
picture; for the migraving was wretchedly bad, a perfect 
caricature ; so that I could not help thinking of those adver- 
saries who, when they conceive a dislike to any oiu', first of 
all misrejiresent him, and tlien assail the monster of their 
own creation. 

This little book, however, made no impression upon me, 
since generally I did not like controversial works, but ])referred 
always to learn from the autlior himself how he did think, 
than to hear from another liow he ought to liave thought. 
Still, curiosity led me to the article “Spinoza,” inlkylc’s Die 
tionary, a work as valuable for its learning and jicuteness as 
it is ridiculous and pernicious by its gossljiing and scandal. 

The article “Spinoza” excited in me displeasure and mis- 
trust. In the first place, the philosopher is represented as an 
atheist, and his opinions as most abominable; but imme- 
diately afterwards it is confessed that he was a calmly reflec- 
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tiug’ man, devoted to Ids studies, a good citizen, a sj^mpatliiz- 
ing neighbour, and a jieuccable individual. The writer seemed 
to me to have quite forgotten the words of the gos|)('l; By 
their fruits ye shall know themi" fov hoAV could a lih' plca.sin‘»- 
in tin; sight of God and man spring from corrupt princi])h's? 

I well remembered what peace of mind and clearness of 
ideas came over me when T first turned over the postlmmeus 
works of that remarkable man. The effect itself was still 
quite distinct to my mind, though I could not recall the ])ar- 
ticulars ; I therefore speedily had recourse again to the works 
to which I had owed so much, and again the same calm air 
breathed over me. [ gave myself up to tliis reading, and 
believed, while 1 looked into myself, that I had never 
liefore so clearly seen througli the Avorld. 

As, on this subject, there' ahveei's lias been, and still is ei’cn 
in tlu'sc later time's, so much controversy, I w^ould not wish to 
be misunderstood, and therefore I make here ii few remarks 
upon these so much feared, yea, abhorred view's. 

Oiir })liysical as w'cll as our social life, manners, customs, 
worldly wasdom, philoso]>hy, religion, and many an accidental 
event, all call upon us, to deny ourselves. Much that is most 
iiiAvardly peculiar to us Ave are not alloAved to deA'elope; 
much that Ave need from AA'ithout for the completion of our 
character is Avithheld ; Avhile, on the other hand, so much is 
forced upon us AA'hich is as alien to us as it is bindensome. 
We are robbed of all that aat haA’e laborio\isly acquired for 
ourselA'Os, or friendly circumstances have bestoAved upon us ; 
and bt'fore avc can sc'c clearly Avhat Ave are, Ave find our- 
selves compelled to part Avith our personality, piece by ])ieco, 
till at last it is gone altogether. Indeed, the case is so 
universal that it seems a laAv of society to despise a. man 
Avho shows himself surly on that account. On the contrary, 
the bitterer the cup avc ha\’o to drink, the more ])leasant face 
must one make, in order that composed lookers on may not 
be oil ended by the least grimace. 

lo solve this painful problem, howcAW, nature has endoAA ed 
man with ample poAA'cr, acthity, and endurance. Hut especi- 
ally is he aided therein by his A'olatility (Leichtsinn). a boon to 
man, Avhich nothing can take aAvay. By its means he is able 
to renounce the cherished object of the moment, if only the 
next presents him sometlungnew to reach at; and thus he 
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goes on unconsciously, remodelling his whole life. We are 
continually putting one passion in the place of another; 
employments, inclinations, tastes, hobbies — we try them all, 
only to exclaim at last, All is vanity. No one is shocked by 
this false and murmuring speech; nay, eveiy^ one thinks, 
while he says it, that he is uttering a wise and indisputable 
maxim. A few men there are, and only a few, who anticipate 
this insupportable feeling, and avoid all calls to such partial 
resignation by one grand act of total self-renunciation. 

Such men convince themselves of the Eternal, the Neces- 
sary, and of Immutable Law, and seek to form to themselves 
ideas which are incoiTuptible, nay which observation of the 
Perishable does not shake, but rather confirms. But since 
in this there is something superhuman, such persons arc 
commonly esteemed m-human, without a God and without a 
World. People hardly know what sort of horns and claws 
to give them. 

My confidence in Spinoza rested on the serene cfiTect he 
wrought in me, and it only increased when I found my 
worthy mystics were accused of Spinozism, and learned that 
even Leibnitz himself could not escape the charge ; nay, that 
Boerhaave, being suspected of similar sentiments, had to 
abandon Theology for Medicine. 

But let no one think that I would have subscribed to his 
writings, and assented to them verbatim et literatim. For, 
that no one really understands another ; that no one attaches 
the same idea to the same word which another does; that a 
dialogue, a book, excites in different persons different trains 
of thought: — this I had long seen all too plainly; and the 
reader will trust the assertion of the author of Fdust and 
Werthcr., that deeply experienced in such misunderstandings, 
he was never so presumptuous as to think that he understood 
perfectly a man, who, as the scholar of Descartes, raised 
mmself, through mathematical and rabbinical studies, to the 
highest reach of thought; and whose name even at this day, 
seems to mark the limit of all speculative efforts. 

How much I appropriated from Spinoza, would be seen 
distinctly enough, if the visit of the “Wandering Jew,” to 
Spinoza, which I had devised as a worthy ingredient for that 
poem, existed in writing. But it pleased me so much in the 
conception, and I found so much delight in meditating on it 
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in silence, that I never could bring myself to the point of 
MTiting it out. Thus the notion, which would have been well 
enough as a passing joke, expanded itself until it lost its 
charm, and I banished it from my mind as something trouble- 
some. llie chief points, however, of what I owed to my 
study 6f Spinoza, so far as they have remained indelibly 
impressed on my mind, and have exercised a great influence 
on the subse(picnt course of my life, I will now unfold as 
briefly and succinctly as possible. 

Nature works after such eternal, necessary, divine laws, 
that the Deity himself could alter nothing in them. In this 
belief, all men urc unconsciously agreed, lliink only how a 
natural phenomenon, which should intimate any degree of 
understanding, reason, or even of caprice, would instantly 
astonish and terrify us. 

If anything like reason shows itself in bimtos, it is long 
before we ciin recover from oiu* amazement; for, although 
they stand so near to us, they nevertheless seem to be divided 
from us by an infinite gulf, and to belong altogether to the 
kingdom of necessity. It is therefore impossible to take it ill 
if some thinkers have pronounced the infinitely ingenious, 
but strictly limited, organisation of those creatures, to be 
thoroughly mechanical. 

If we turn to plants, our position is still more strikingly 
confirmed. How unaccountable is the feeling which seizes an 
observer upon seeing the Mimosa^ as soon as it is touched, 
fold together in pairs its downy leaves, and finally clap down 
its little stalk as if upon a joint [Gewerhe). Still higher rises 
that feeling, to which I will give no name, at the sight of the 
Jledysarum Gyrans, which without any apparent outward 
occasion moves up and down its little leaves, and seems to 
play with itself as with our thoughts. Let us imagine a 
BananAy suddenly endowed W'ith a similar capacity, so 
that of itself it could by turns let down and lift up again 
its huge leafy canopy ; who would not, upon seeing it the first 
time, start back in terror? So rooted within us is the idea of 
our own superiority, that we absolutely refuse to concede to 
the outward world any part or portion in it; nay, if we could, 
we would too often withhold such advantages from our 
fellows. 

On the other hand, a similar horror seizes upon us, when 

VoL. II. r 
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we see a man unreasonably opposin<;^ universally recognised 
moral laws, or unwisely acting against the interest of himself 
and others. To get rid of the repugnance which we feel on 
such occasions, we convert it at once into censure or detesta- 
tion, and wo seek either in reality or in thought to get free 
from such a man. ' 

This contrariety between Reason and Necessity, which 
Spinoza threw out in so strong a light, I, strangely enough, 
apjilied to my own being; and what has been said is, pro- 
perly speaking, only for the purpose of rendering intelligible 
what follows. 

I had come to look upon my indwelling poetic talent 
altogether as Nature; the more so, as I had always been 
impelled to regard outward Nature as its proper object. 
The exercise of this poetic gift could indeed be excited and 
determined by circumstances; but its most joyful, its richest 
action was spontaneous — nay, even involuntary. 

Tlirough field and forest roaming, 

My little songs still humming, 

So went it all day long. 

Tn my nightly vigils the same thing happened; I thcrofon 
often wished, like one of my predecessors, to get me 
leathern jerkin made, and to accustom myself to write in th' 
dark so as to be able to fix do^\Ti at once all such unpre 
meditated effusions. 8o frequently had it happened tha 
after composing a little piece in my head I could not reca] 
it, ftiat I would now hurry to the desk and, at one stand 
ing, write off the poem from beginning to end, and as 
could not spare time to adjust my paper, however obliquel 
it might lie, the lines often crossed it diagonally. In such 
mood I liked best to get hold of a lead pencil, because 
could write most readily with it; w'hereas the scratching an 
spluttering of the pen would sometimes wake me from m 
somnambular poetizing, confuse mo, and stifle a little conce] 
tion in its birth. For the poems thus created I had a pa 
ticular reverence; for I felt towards them somewhat as tl 
hen docs towards her chickens, which slie secs hatched ar 
chir])ing about her. My old whim of making known thci 
things only by means of private readings, now returned 
me ; to exchange them for money seemed to me detestable. 
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And this suggests to me to mention in the present place a 
little incident, wliich however did not take place till some time 
after. When the demand for my works had increased and a 
collected edition of them was much called for, these feelings 
held me back from preparing it myself; llimbm-g, however, 
took advantage of my hesitation, and I unexpectedly received 
one day several copies of my collected works in print. With 
cool audacity this unauthori/ed publisher even boasted of 
having done me a public service, and offen'd to send me, if 1 
wished, some llerlin porcelain by way of compensation. His 
offer served to remind me of the law which compelled the 
Jews of Berlin, when they married, to purchase a certain 
quantity of porcelain, in order to keep up the sale of the 
Boyal manufacture. The contempt which was shewn for 
the shameless pirate, led me to siijipress the indignation 
which I could not but feel at such a robbery. I gave liim no 
reply; and while he was making himscll* very comfortable 
with my property, I revenged myself in silence with the 
following verses ; — 

Records of tlie years once dream’d away, 

Long fallen hairs, and flow’rs that shew decay, 

Faded ribbons, veils so lightly wove. 

The mournful pledges of a vanished love ; 

Things that to the flames should long have gone, 

— Saucy Sosias snatches every one. 

Just as though he were the heir to claim, 

Lawfully the poets’ works and fame. 

And to make the owner full amends 
Paltry tea and coffee-cups he sends! 

Take your china back, your gingerbread! 

For ail Ilimburgs living I am dead. 

This very Nature, how^ever, which thus spontaneously 
brought forth so many longer and smaller works, w^as subject 
to long pauses, and for considerable periods I was miable, 
even when I most wished it, to produce anything, and con- 
sequently often suffered from ennui. The perception of 
such contrasts within mo gave rise to the thought whether it 
would not he my wisest course to employ on the other hand 
for my owm and others’ profit and advantage, the human, 
lutionul, and intellectual pai't of my being, and so as I already 
F 2 
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had done, and as I now felt myself more and more called upon 
to do, devote the intervals when Nature ceased to influence me, 
to worldly occupations, and thus to leave no one of my faculties 
imused. This course, which seemed to be dictated by those 
general ideas before described, was so much in harmony with 
my character and my position in life, that I resolved to adopt 
it and by this means to check the wavering and hesitation to 
which I had hitherto been subject. Very pleasant was it to 
me to reflect, that thus for actual service to my fellow men, 
I might demand a substantial reward, while on the other hand 
I might go on disinterestedly spending that lovely gift of 
nature as a sacred thing. By this consideration I guarded 
against tlie bitterness of feeling which might have arisen 
when circumstances should force upon the remark that pre- 
cisely this talent, so courted and admired in Germany, was 
treated as altogether beyond the pale of the law and of justice. 
For not only were piracies considered perfectly allowable, 
and even comical in Berlin, but the estimable Margrave of 
Baden, so praised for his administrative virtues, and the 
Emperor Joseph who had justified so many hopes, lent theii 
sanction, one to his MacUot, and the other to his honorable 
noble von Trattner; and it was declared, that the rights, as 
well as the property of genius, should be left at the absolute 
mercy of the trade. 

One day, when we were complaining of this to a visito: 
from Baden, ho told us the following story: Her ladyshi] 
the Margravine, being a very active lady, had established i 
pa^r-manufactory; but the paper was so bad, that it wa 
impossible to dispose of it. Thereupon Mr. bookseller Mack 
lot proposed, if he were permitted to print the German poet 
And prose writers, he would use this paper, and thus enhanc 
its value. The proposition was adopted with avidity. 

Of course, we pronounced this malicious piece of scandi 
to be a mere fabrication ; but found our pleasure in it nol 
withstanding. The name of Macklot became a by-word f 
the time, and was applied by us to all mean transaction 
And, a versatile youth, often reduced to borrowing hirasel 
while others’ meanness was making itself rich upon h 
talents, felt himself sufficiently compensated by a couple 
good jokes. 
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Children and youths wander on in a sort of happy intoxica- 
tion, which betrays itself especially in the fact, that the good, 
innocent creatures are scarcely able to notice, and still less 
to understand, the ever changing state of things around them. 
They regard the world as raw material which they must shape, 
as a treasure which they must take possession of. Eveiything 
tlicy ileem to think belongs to them, everything must be 
subservient to their will ; indeed, on this account, the greater 
part lose themselves in a wild uncontrollable temper. With 
the better part, however, this tendency unfolds itself into a 
moral enthusiasm, which, occasionally moves of its own 
accord after some actual or seeming good, but still oftener 
suffers itself to be prompted, led, and even misled. 

Such was the case with the youth of whom we are at 
present speaking, and if he appeared rather strange to man- 
kind, still he seemed welcome to many. At the very first 
meeting you found in him a freedom from reserve, a cheerful 
open -heartedness in conversation, and in action the unpreme- 
ditated suggestions of the moment. Of the latter trait a 
story or two. 

In the close-built Jews’ street {Judengasse), a violent con- 
flagration had broken out. My universal benevolence, which 
prompted me to lend my active aid to all, led me to the spot, 
full dressed as I was. A passage had been broken through 
from All Saints’ street {AUerheiligengasse), and thither I 
repaired. I found a great number of men busied with carry- 
ing water, rushing forward with full buckets, and back again 
with empty ones. I soon saw that, by forming a lane for 
passing up and down the buckets, the help we rendered might 
be doubled. I seized two full buckets and remained standing 
and called others to me ; those who came on were relieved of 
their load, while those returning arranged themselves in a 
row on the other side. The arrangement was applauded, ray 
address and personal sympathy foimd favor, and the lane, 
unbroken from its commencement to its burning goal, was 
soon completed. Scarcely, however, had the cheerfulness 
which this inspired, called forth a joyous, I might even say, a 
merry humor in this li\ing machine, all of whose parts 
worked well together, when wantonness began to appear, and 
was soon succeeded by a love of mischief. The wretched 
fugitives, dragging off their miserable substance upon their 
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backs, if they once ^ot within the lane, must pass on without 
stoppin*^, and if they ventured to halt for a moment’s rest, 
were immediately assailed. Saucy boys would sprinkle them 
>\dth the water, and even add insult to misery. However, by 
means of gentle words and eloquent reproofs, prompted per- 
haps by a regard to my best clothes, which were in danger, 
I managed to put a stop to their rudeness. 

Some of iny fi-icnds had from curiosity approached, to gaze 
on the calamity, and seemed astonished to see their com- 
ptmion, in thin shoes and silk stockings — ^for that was then 
the fashion — engaged in this wet business. But few of them 
could I persuade to join us; the others laughed and shook 
their heads. We stood our ground, however, a long while, 
for, if any were tired and went away, there were plenty 
ready to take their places. Many sight-seers, too, came 
merely for the sake of the spectacle, and so my innocent 
daring became imivei-saily kno^vn, and the strange disregard 
of etiquette became the town-talk of the day. 

This readiness to do any action tliat a good-natured whim 
might prompt, which proceeded from a hap])y self-conscious- 
ness which men are apt to blame as vanity, made our friend 
to be talked of for other odditic's. 

A very inclement nunter had completely covered the Main 
with ice, and converttfd it into a solid door. Hie liveliest 
intereoui-se. both for business and ph'asure, was kept up on 
the ice. Boundless skating-])aths, and wide, smooth frozen 
plains, swanned with a moving multitude. I never hiiled to 
be there early in the morning, and once, being lightly clad, 
felt myself nearly frozen through by the time that my mother 
arrived, who usually came at a later hour to visit the scene. 
She sat in the caiTiage, in her ])uiple- velvet .and fur-trimmed 
cloak, which, held together on her breast by a strong golden 
cord and tassel, looked quite tine, “(live me your furs, dear 
mother!” I cried out on the instant, without a moment’s 
thought, “I am terribly frozen.” She, too, did not stop 
to think, and so in a moment I was wra])ped in her cloak. 
Reaching li.alf-way below my knees ivith its purple- colour, 
sable-border, and gold trimmings, it contrasted not badly 
with tlie brown fur cap I wore. Thus clad, I carelessly went 
on skating up and down; the crowd Avas so great that no 
especial notice was taken of my strange appear, anec; still it 
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was not unobserved, for often afterwards it was brought up, 
in jest or in earnest, among my other eccentricities. 

Leaving these recollections of happy and spontaneous 
action, we will now resume the sober thread of oiu' ii'ana- 
tive. , 

A wittv Frenchman has said : If a clever man has once 
attracted the attention of the public by any meritorious work, 
every one does his best to prevent his ever doing a similar 
thing again. 

It is even so : something good and spirited is produced in 
the quiet seclusion of youth ; applause is won, but indepen- 
dence is lost; tlic concentrated talent is pulled about and 
distracted, because people think that they may pluck oft' and 
appropriate to themselves a portion of the personality. 

It was owing to this that I received ir great many invita- 
tions, or, rather, not exactly invitations : a friend, an acquaint- 
ance would propose, with even more tlian urgency, to intro- 
duce me here or there. 

The qnasi stranger, now described as a bear on account of 
his frequemt surly refusals, and then again like Voltaire’s 
Huron, or Cumberland’s West Indian, as a child of nature 
in spite of many talents, excited curiosity, and in various 
lamilics negotiations were sot on foot to sec him. 

Among others, a friend one evening entreated me to go 
with him to a little concert to be given in the house of an 
eminent merchant of the reformed persuasion. It was already 
late; but as I loved to do everything on the spur of the 
moment, I went with him, decently dressed, as usual. Wc 
entered a chamber on the ground flpor, — the ordinary but 
spacious sitting-room of the family. The company was 
numerous, a piano stood in the middle, at which the only 
daughter of the house sat down immediately, and played witli 
considerable facility and grace. I stood at the Iowut end of 
the piano, that I might be near enough to observe her form 
and bearing; there was something child-like in her manner; 
the movements she was obliged to make in playing were 
unconstrained and easy. 

After the sonata was finished, she stepped towards the end 
of the piano to meet me; wc merely saluted, however, 
without further conversation, for a quartet had already com- 
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menccd. At the close of it, I moved somewhat nearer and 
uttered some civil compliment ; telling her what pleasure it 
gave me that my first acquaintance with her should have also 
made me acquainted with her talent. She managed to make 
a very clever reply, and kept her position as I did mine. I 
saw that she observed me closely, and that I was really stand- 
ing for a show ; but I took it all in good part, since I had 
something graceful to look at in my turn. Meanwhile, w'e 
gazed on one another, and I will not deny that I was sen- 
sible of feeling an attractive power of the gentlest kind. The 
moving about of the company, and her performances, pre- 
vented any further approach that evening. But I must con- 
fess that I was anything but displeased, when, on taking 
leave, the mother- gave me to understand that they hoped 
soon to see me again, while the daughter seemed to join in 
the request with some friendliness of manner. I did not fail, 
at suitable intervals, to repeat my visit, since, on such occa- 
sions, I was sure of a cheerful and intellectual conversation, 
which seemed to prophesy no tic of passion. 

In the meantime, the hospitality of our house once laid 
open caused many an inconvenience to my good parents and 
myself. At any rate it had not proved in any w'ay beneficial 
to my steadfast desire to notice the Higher, to study it, to 
further it, and if possible to imitate it. Men, I saw, so far as 
they were good, were pious; and, so far as they were active, 
were unwise and oftentimes unapt. The former could not 
help me, and the latter only confused me. One remarkable 
case I have carefully written down. 

In the beginning of the year 1775, Jung, afterwards 
called Stilling, from the Lower Khinc, announced to us that he 
was coming to Frankfort, being invited as an oculist, to treat 
an important case; the news was welcome to my parents and 
myself, and wc offered him quarters. 

Herr von Lersner, a worthy man advanced in years, univer- 
sally esteemed for his success in the education and training 
of princely children, and for his intelligent manners at court 
and on his travels, had been long afflicted with total blind- 
ness ; his strong hope of obtaining some relief of his affliction 
withnot entirely extinct. Now, for several years past, Jung, 
was skilful bolduess and a steady hand, had, in the Lower Rhine, 
successfully couched for the cataract, and thus had gained a 
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wide-spread reputation. The candor of his soul, his truth 
fulness of character, and genuine piety, gained him universal 
confidence ; this extended up the river through the mediuu* 
of various parties connected by business. Herr von Lersner 
and his friends, upon the advice of an intelligent physician, 
resolved to send for the successful oculist, although a Frank- 
fort merchant, in whose case the cure had failed, earnestly 
endeavored to dissuade them. But what was a single failure 
against so many successful cases! So Jung came, enticed by 
the hope of a handsome remuneration, which heretofore he 
had been accustomed to renounce; he came, to increase his 
reputation, full of confidence and in high spirits, and we con- 
gratulated ourselves on the prospect of such an excellent and 
lively table- companion. 

At last, after a preparatory course of medicine, the cataract 
upon both eyes was couched. Expectation was at its height. 
It was said that the patient saw the moment after the o])era- 
tion, until the bandage again shut out the light. But it was 
remarked that Jung was not cheerful, and that something 
weighed on his spirits; indeed, on further inquiry he con- 
fessed to me that he was uneasy as to the result of the opera- 
tion. Commonly, for I had witnessed several operations of 
the kind in Strasburg, nothing in the world seemed easier 
than such cases ; and Stilling himself had operated success- 
fully a hundred times. After piercing the insensible cornea, 
which gave no pain, the dull lens woidd, at the slightest pres- 
sure, spring forward of itself ; the patient immediately dis- 
cerned objects, and only had to w’ait with bandaged eyes, 
until the completed cure should allow him to use the precious 
organ at his own will and convenience. How many a poor 
man, for whom Jung had procured this happiness, had 
invoked God’s blessing and reward upon his benefiictor, 
which was now to be realized by means of this wealthy 
patient! 

Jung confessed to me that this time the operation had not 
gone off so easily and so successfully ; the lens had not sprung 
forward, he had been obliged to draw it out, and indeed, as 
it had gro\Mi to the socket, to loosen it ; and this he was not 
able to do without violence. He now reproached himself for 
having operated also on the other eye. But Lersner and Ids 
friends had firmly resolved to have both couched at the same 
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time, and when tlio cmeri]fency occurred, they did not imine- 
diatcdy recover presence of mind enough to think what was 
best. Suffice it to say, the second lens also did not spontane- 
ously spring forward ; but had to be loosened and drawn out 
with difficulty. 

How much pain our benevolent, good-natured, pious friend 
felt in this case, it is impossible to describe or to unfold ; some 
general observations on his state of mind will not be out of 
place here. 

To labor for his own moral culture, is the simplest and 
most practicable thing which man can propose to himself; 
the impulse is inborn in him; while in social life both reason 
and love, prompt or rather force him to do so. 

Stilling could only live in a moral religious atmosphere of 
love; without sympathy, without hearty r(\sponsc. he could 
not exist; he demanded mutual attachment; whtirc he was 
not known, he was silent; where he was only known, not 
loved, he was sad; accordingly he got on best with those 
well-disposed persons, who can set themselves down for life 
in their assigned vocation and go to work to perfect them- 
selves in their narrow but peaceful sphere. 

Such persons succeed pretty well in stiffing vanity, in 
renouncing the pursuit of outward power, in acepuring a cir- 
cumspect way of speaking, and in preserving a uniformly 
friendly manner towards companions and neighbors. 

Frccpieiitly we may observe in tliis class traces of a certain 
form of mental character, modified by indindual varieties ; 
such persons, accidentally excited, attach great weight to the 
course of their exjierience ; they consider everything a super- 
natural determination, in the conviction that God interferes 
immediately with the course of the world. 

With all this there is associated a certain disposition to 
abide in his present state, and yet at the same time to allow 
themselves to be pushed or led on, Which results from a certain 
indecision to act of themselves. The latter is increased by 
the miscarriage of the wisest plans, as well as by the acci- 
df'ntal success brought about by the unforeseen concurrence 
of favorable occurrences. 

Now, since a vigilant manly character is much checked by 
this way of life, it is well worthy of reflection and inquiry, 
hpw men arc most liable to fall into such a state. 
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Tlie things sympathetic persons of this Idnd love most to 
talk of, are the so-called awakenings and conversions, to 
which we will not deny a certain psychological value. ITiey 
are properly what we call in scientific and poetic matters, an 
the perception of a great maxim, whicli is always 
a genius-like operation of the mind; we amve at it by pine 
intuition, that is, by reflection, neither by learning or tradi- 
tion. In the cases before ns it is the perception of the moral 
power, which anchors in faith, and thus feels itself in proud 
seciuity in the midst of the waves. 

Such an aper(}u gives the discoverer the greatest joy, because, 
in an original manner, it points to the infinite; it requires no 
length of time to work conviction ; it leaps forth whole and 
complete in a moment ; lienee the quaint old French rhyme : 

En peu d’heurc 
Dieu labem’C. 

Outward occasions often work violently in bringing about 
such conversions, and then people think they see in tliem 
signs and wonders. 

Love and confidence bound me most heartily to Stilling; 
I had moreover exercised a good and happy influence on his 
life, and it was quite in accordance with his disposition, to 
treasure up in a tender grateful heart the remembrance of all 
that had ever been done for him; but in my existing frame 
of mind and pursuits his society neither benefited nor cheered 
me. I was glad to let every one interpret as he pleased and 
work out the riddle of his days, but this way of ascribing to 
an immediate divine influence, all the good that after a 
rational manner occurs to us in our chanceful life, seemed 
to me too presumptuous; and the habit of regarding the 
painful consequences of the hasty acts and omissions of our 
own thoughtlessness or conceit, as a divine chastisement, did 
not at all suit me. I could, therefore, only listen to my good 
friend, but could not give him any very encouraging reply ; 
still I readily sufifered him, like so many others, to go his 
own way, and defended him since then, as well as before, 
when others, of too W'orldly a mind, did not hesitate to wound 
his gentle nature. Thus I never allow’cd a roguish remark 
to come to his ears, made by a w’aggish man who once very 
earnestly exclaimed: “No! indeed, if I were as intimate 
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with God as J ung is, I would never pray to the Most High 
for gold, but for wisdom and good counsel, that I might not 
make so many blunders which cost money, and draw after 
them wretched years of debt.” 

In truth, it was no time for such jests. Between hope and 
fear several more days passed away; with him the latter 
grew, the former waned, and, at last, vanished altogether ; the 
eyes of the good patient man had become inflamed, and there 
remained no doubt that the operation had failed. 

llie state of mind to which our friend was reduced hereby, 
is not to be described ; he was struggling against the deepest 
and worst kind of despair. For what was there now that he 
had not lost! In the first place, the warm thanks of one 
restored to sight — the noblest reward which a physician can 
enjoy; then the confidence of others similarly needing help; 
then his worldly credit, while the interruption of his peculiar 
practice would reduce his family to a helpless shite. In 
short, we played the mournful drama of Job through from 
beginning to end, since the faithful Jung took himself the 
part of the reproving friends. He chose to regard this cala- 
mity as the punishment of his former faults ; it seemed to 
him that in taking his accidental discovery of an eye- cure as 
a divine call to that business, he had acted wickedly and pro- 
fanely; he reproached himself for not having thoroughly 
studied this highly important department, instead of lightly 
trusting his cures to good fortune; what his enemies had said 
of him recurred again to his mind; he began to doubt 
whether perhaps it was not all true ? and it pained him the 
more deeply when he found that in the course of his life he 
had been guilty of that levity which is so dangerous to pious 
men, and also of presumption and vanity. In such moments 
he lost himself, and in whatever light we might endeavour to 
set the matter, we, at last, elicited from him only the rational 
and necessary conclusion — that the ways of God are unsearch- 
able. 

My unceasing efforts to be cheerful, would have been 
more checked by Jung’s visit, if I had not, according to my 
usual habit, subjected his state of mind to an earnest friendly 
examination, and explained it after my own fashion. It 
vexed me not a little to sec my good mother so poorly 
rewarded for her domestic care and pains-taking, though she 
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did not herself perceive it, with her usual equanimity and 
ever bustling activity. I was most pained for my father. 
On my account he, with a good grace, had enlarged what 
hitherto had been a strictly close and private cii’cle, and at 
table especially, where the presence of strangers attracted 
familial: friends and even passing visitors, he liked to indulge 
in a merry, even paradoxical conversation, in which I put 
him in good humor and drew from him many an approved 
smile, by all sorts of dialectic pugilism ; for I had an ungodly 
way of disputing everything, which, however, I pertinaciously 
kept up in cveiy case so long only as he, who maintained the 
right, was not yet made perfectly ridiculous. During the 
last few weeks, however, this procedure was not to be thought 
of; for many very happy and most cheering incidents, occa- 
sioned by some successful secondary cures on the part of our 
friend, who had been made so miserable by the failure of his 
principal attempt, did not affect him, much less did they give 
his gloomy mood another turn. 

One incident in particular was most amusing. Among 
Jung’s patients there was a blind old Jewish beggar, who 
had come from Isenburg to Frankfort, where in the extremity 
of wTctchedncss, he scarcely found a shelter, scarcely the 
meanest food and attendance; nevertheless his tough oriental 
nature helped him through and he was in raptures to find 
himself healed perfectly and without the least suffering. 
When asked if the operation pained him, he said, in his 
hyperbolical manner, ‘‘ If I had a million eyes, I would let 
them all be operated upon, one after the other, for half a 
Kopfstiick*.'^ On his departure he acted quite as eccentrically 
in the Fahrgasse (or main thoroughfare) ; he thanked God, 
and in good old testament style, praised the Lord and the 
wondrous man whom He had sent. Shouting this he walked 
slowdy on through the long busy street towards the bridge. 
Buyers and sellers ran out of the shops, surprised by this 
singular exhibition of pious enthusiasm, passionately venting 
itself before all the world, and he excited their sympathy to 
such a degree, that, without asking anything, he was amply 
furnished with gifts for his travelling expenses. 

This lively incident, however, could hardly be mentioned 

* A coin, with the head of the aovereign stamped upon it, generally 
worth good groschen.— T rans. 
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ill our circle; for though the poor wretch, witli all Ills 
domestic miserj^ in his sandy home beyond the Main, eoidd 
still be counted extremely happy; the man of wealth and 
dignity on this side of the river, for whom we were most 
interested, had missed the priceless relief so couhdcntly 
expected. 

It was sickening, therefore, to our good Jung to receive the 
thousand guilders, which, being stipulated in any ease, were 
honorably paid by the higli-minded sulferer. This ready 
money was destined to liquidate, on his return, a portion of 
the debts, which added their burden to other sad and unha})py 
circumstances. 

And so he went off inconsolable, for he could not help 
thinking of his meeting w'ith his care-worn wife, the cluuiged 
manner of her parents, who, as sundies for so many debts of 
this too confiding man, might, however well-wishing, consider 
they had made a great mistake in the choice of a partner for 
their daughter. In this and that house, from this and that 
window, he could already see the scornful and contemptuous 
looks of those w’ho even when he was prospering, had wished 
him no good; wliile the thought of a practice interrupted 
by his absence, and likely to Iki matenally damaged by his 
failure, troubled him extremely. 

And so we took our leave of him, not without all hope on 
our parts ; for his strong nature, sustained by faith in super- 
natural aid, could not but inspire his friends with a quiet and 
moderate confidence. 
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In resuming' the history of my relation to Lili, I hnv^ to 
mention the many very pleasant hours I spent in her society, 
partly in the presence of her mother, partly alone with lier. 
On the strength of my witings, people gave me credit for 
knowledge of the human heart, as it was then called, and 
in this view our conversations were morally uiteresting in 
every way. 

But how could we talk of such inward matters without 
coming to mutual di.sclosures ? It was not long before, in 
a (piiet hour, Idli told me the hi.story of her youth. She had 
grown up in the enjoyment of all the advantages of society 
and worldly eomforts. She described to me her brothers, her 
relations, and all her nearest connexions ; only her mother 
was kept in a re.spcctful obscurity. 

Little weaknesses, too, were thought of ; and among them 
she could not deny, that she had often remarked in herself a 
certain gift of attracting others, with which, at the same 
time, was united a certain peculiarity of letting them go 
again. By ])rattling on we thus came at last to the important 
point, that she had exercised this gift upon me too, but had 
been punished for it, since she had been attracted by me also. 

These confessions flowed forth from so pure and childlike a 
nature, that by them she made me entirely her own. 

We were now necessary to each other, we had gi'own 
into the habit of seeing each other; but how many a day, 
how many an evening till far into the night, should I liaA'o 
had to deny myself her company, if I had not reconciled 
myself to seeing her in her own circles! This was a source 
of manifold pain to me. 

My relation to her was that of a character to a character — 

I looked upon her as, to a beautiful, amiable, highly accom- 
plished daughter ; it was like my earlier attachments, but 
was of a still higher kind. Of outward circumstances, how- 
ever, of the interchange^of social relations, I had never thought. 
An irresistible longing reigned in me ; I could not be without 
her, nor she without me; but from the circle which surrounded 



80 teuth and poetry; feom my own life. 


her, and through the interference of its individual members, 
how many days were spoiled, how many hours wasted. 

The history of pleasure parties which ended in dis-pleasurc; 
a retarding brother, whom I was to accompany, who would 
however always be stopping to do some business or other 
which perhaps somewhat maliciously he was in no hurry to 
finish, and would thereby spoil the whole wclhconcerted plan 
for a meeting, and ever so much more of accident and disap- 
pointment, of impatience and privation, — all these little 
troubles, which, circumstantially set forth in a romance, 
would certainly find sympathizing readers, I must here omit. 
However, to bring this merely contemplative account nearer 
to a living experience to a youthful sympathy, I may insert 
some songs, which are indeed well known but are perhaps 
especially impressive in this place. 

Heart, my heart, 0, what hath changed thee? 

What doth weigh on thee so sore? 

What hath from myself estranged thee, 

That I scarcely know thee more ? 

Gone is all Mhich once seemed dearest. 

Gone the care which once was nearest 
Gone thy toils and tranquil bliss, 

Ah ! how couldst thou come to this ? 

Docs that bloom so fresh and youthful,— 

That divine and lovely form, — 

Tliat sweet look, so good and truthful, 

Bind thee with resistless charm } 

If I swear no more to see her, 

If I man myself, and flee her, 

Soon I find my efibrts vain 
Forc’d to seek her once again. 

She with magic thread has bound me, 
lhat defies my strength or skill, 

She has drawn a circle round me, 

Holds me fast against my will. 

Cruel maid, her charms enslave me, 

I must live as she would have me. 

Ah! how great the changfe to me! 

Love! when wilt thou set me free! 
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With resistless power why dost thou press me 
Into scenes so bright? 

Had I not — good youth — so much to bless me 
In the lonely night? 

In my little chamber close I found m<.\ 

In the moon’s cold b(*ams; 

And their quivering light fell softly round me, 

WTiile I lay in dreams. 

And by hours of pure, immingled pleasure, 

All my dreams were bh*st, 

While I felt her image, as a treasure. 

Deep within my breast. 

Is it I, she at the tible places, 

’i\Iid so many lights? 

Yes, to meet intolerable faces, 

She her slave invites. 

All 1 the Spring's fresh fields no longer cheer me, 
Flowers no sweetness bring ; 

Angel, where thou art, all sweets are near me, — 
Love, Nature, and Spring. 

Whoever reads these songs attentively to himself or better 
still, sings them with feeling, will certainly feel a breath of 
the fulness of those happy hours stealing over him. 

But we will not take leave of that greater, and moi-e bril- 
liant society, without adding some further remarks, especially 
to explain the close of the second poem. 

She, whom I was only accustomed to see in a simple dress 
which was seldom changed, now stood before mo on such 
occasions in all the splendor of elegant fasliion, and still she 
was the same. Her usual grace and kindliness of maimer 
remained, only I should say her gift of attracting shone more 
conspicuous ; — perhaps, because brought into contact with 
several persons, she seemed called upon to express herself 
with more animation, and to exhibit herself on more sides, as 
various characters approached her. At any rate, I could 
not deny, on the one hand, that these strangers were annoy- 
ing to me, while on the other I would not for a great deal 
have deprived myself of the pleasufe of witnessing her talent* 
VoL. II. a 
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for society, and of seeing that she was made for a ^vidcr and 
more general sphere. 

Though covered with ornaments it was still the same 
bosom that had opened to me its inmost secrets, and into 
which I could look as clearly as into my own; they were still 
the same lips that had so lately described to nu' the state of 
things amidst which she had grown up, .and liad spent lier 
early years. Every look that we interchanged, every accom- 
panying smile, bespoke a noble feeling of mutual iiiti'lligeiice, 
and I was myself astonished, here in the crowd, at tin* socia l 
innocent understanding which existed between us in tlie most 
human, the most natural avay. 

13ut with returning sjiring, tlic pleasant frcaaloin of the 
coiintrv was to knit still closer these relations. OHcnbiich on 
the Main showed even then the considerable Ix'ginnings of a 
city, which promised to form itself in time. Eeautiful, and for 
the times, splendid buildings, were already erected. Of tlu'se 
Uncle Bernard, (to call him by his familitir title) inhabited the 
largest; extensive factories were adjoining; D’Orville, a 
lively young man of amiable qualities, lived opposite. (Con- 
tiguous gardens and terraces, reaching down to the Main, and 
affording a free egress in every direction into the lovely sur- 
rounding scenery, put both visitors and residents in excellent 
humor. The lover could not find a more desirable spot for 
indulging his feelings. 

I liveci at the hou.se of John Andre, and since I am here 
forced to mention this man, who afterwards made himself 
well enough known, I must indulge in a short digression, in 
order to give some idea of the state of the Opera at that 
time. 

In Frankfort, Marchand was director of the theatre, and 
exerted himself in his own person to do all that was possible. 
In his best years he had been a fine, largo well-made man, the 
easy and gentle qualities appeared to predominate in his cha- 
racter; his presence on the stage, therefore, was agreeable 
enough. He had perhaps as much voice as was required for 
the execution of any of the musical works of that day ; accor- 
dingly lie endeavoured to adajit to our stage the large and 
smaller French operas. 

The part of the father in Grctiy’s opera of “ Beauty and 
the Beast,” particularly suited him and his acting was quit.) 



ANDRE-nVAIJ)— BCKC.ER S LEO?(ORF. • 


83 


expressive in the scene of the ViKioii which wa.« contriml at 
the buck of tlie stii^^e. 

This o])era, sneecssful in it« way. approaehetl, however tin- 
loftv style, and was calculated to excite the tenck n'^t hidinjrfi 
On the other hand a Demon of Realism had pit pnw<^«iaii of 
the opera-house; operas foxinded \ipon diflerenl cntRs and 
classes were brou^jht out. Th Uuninmm, fhf and I 

know not what else, were producetl; Andre cho*^* the Potter. 
lie had written the words himself, and \i])on tliat part of the 
text which Ix'longed to him, had lavished his whole musical 
talent. 

I xvas lodging with him, and will only say so much as occa- 
sion demands of this ever ready poet and composer. 

He was a man of an innate lively talent and was settled at 
Offhnbach, where he properly carried on a mechanical busines 
and manufacture ; he floated, between the chapel-master (or 
Precentor) and the dilettante. In the hope of meriting the 
former title, he toiled very earnestly to gain a thorough 
knowledg'c of the science of music ; in the latter character he 
was inclined to repeat his own compositions without end. 

Among the persons who at this time were most active in 
filling and enlivening our circle, the pastor Ewald must bo 
first named. In society an intellectual agiccahle companion, 
lie still carried on in private quietly and diligently the 
studies of his profession, and in fact afterwards honourably 
distinguished himself in the province of theology. Ewald in 
short was an indispensable member of our circle, being quick 
alike of comprehension and reply. 

Lilli’s pianoforte-playing completely fettered our good 
Andre to our society ; wdiat with instructing, conducting, and 
executing, there were few hours of the day or night in 
which he w^as not either in the family circle or at oiu- social 
parties. 

Ihirger’s “ Leonore,” then but just published, and received 
with enthusiasm by the Gennans, had been set to music by 
by him; this piece he W'as always forward to execute how’cver 
often it might be encored. 

I too, who wxas in the habit of repeating pieces of poetry 
with animation, was always ready to recite it. Our friends 
at this tiine did not get weary of the constant repetition of 
the same thing. When the company had their choice 
G 2 
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which of US they w'ould rather hear, the decision was often in 
my favour. 

All this (however it mij^lit be) serv'ed to prolong the inter- 
course of the lovers. They knew no bounds, and between them 
both they easily managed to keep the good John Andre con- 
tinually in motion, that by repetitions he might make his 
music last till midnight. The two lovers thus secured for 
themselves, a precious and indispensable opportunity. 

If we walked out early in the morning, we found ourselves 
in the freshest air, but not precisely in the country. Impos- 
ing buildings, which at that time would have done lionor to a 
city ; gardens, spreading before us and easily overlooked, with 
their smooth flower and ornamental beds ; a clear prospect 
commanding the opposite banks of the river, over whoso 
surface even at an early hour might be seen floating a busy 
line of rafts or nimble market-skifis and boats — these toge- 
ther formed a gently gliding, living world, in harmony with 
love’s tender feelings. Even the lonely rippling of the waves 
and rustling of the reeds in a softly flowing stream was highly 
refreshing, and never failed to throw a decidedly tramiuilliz- 
ing spell over those who approached the s})ot. A clear sky 
of the finest season of the year overarched the whole, and 
most pleasant was it to renew morning after morning her dear 
society, in the midst of such scenes! 

Should such a mode of life seem too iiTCgular, too trivial to 
the caracst reader, let him consider that between what is here 
brought closely together for the sake of a convenient order, 
there intervened whole days and weeks of renunciation, other 
engagements and occupations, and indeed an insu])portable 
tedium. 

Mini and women were busily engaged in their sjdieres Ox 
duty. I, too, out of regard for the present and the future, 
delayed not to attend to all my obligations; and I found time 
enough to finish that to which my talent and my passion 
irresistibly impelled me. 

The earliest hours of the morning I devoted to poetry; the 
middle of the day was assigned to worldly business, which 
was handled in a manner quite peculiar. My father, a 
thorough and indeed finished juiist, managed himself such 
business as arose ffrom the care of his own property, and a 
connexion with highly valued friends; for although his 
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character as Imperial Councillor did not allow him to inactive, 
he was at hand as legal adviser to many a friend, while the 
papers he had prepared were signed by a regular advocate, 
who received a consideration for every such signature. 

I'his activity of his had now become more lively since 
my return, and I could easily remark, that he prized my 
talent higher than my practice, and on that account did what 
he could to leave me time for my poetical studie.s and produc- 
tions. Sound and thoroughly apt, but slow of conception 
and execution, he studied the papers as private Beferendanus^ 
and when we came together, he would state the case, and left 
me to work it out, in which I shewed so much readiness, that 
he felt a father’s purest joy, and once could not refrain from 
declaring, “ that, if I were uot of his own blood, he should 
envy me.” 

To ligliten our work we had engaged a scribe whose cha- 
racter and individuality, well worked out, would have helped 
to adoi n a romance. After his school-years, which had been 
profitably spent, and in which he had become fully master of 
Latin, and acquired some other useful branches of knowledge, 
a dissipated academic life had brought trouble on the remain- 
der of his days. He dragged on a wretched existence for a 
time in sickness and in poverty, till at last he contrived to 
improve his circumstances by the aid of a fine hand- writing 
and a readiness at accounts. Emjdoycd by some advocates, 
he gradually acquired an accurate knowledge of the formali- 
ties of legal business, and by his faithfuhiess and punctuality 
made every one he served his patron. He had been fre- 
quently cnqjloycd by our family, and was always at hand in 
matters of law and account. 

Ho also was an useful assistant in our continually increas- 
ing business, which consisted not only of law matters, but 
also of various sorts of commissions, orders and transit agen- 
cies. In the council-house he knew all the passages and 
windings ; in liis way, he was in tolerable favor at both bur- 
gomasters’ audiences ; and since, from his first entrance into 
office, and even during the times of his equivocal beliavior, he 
had been well acquainted with many of the new senators, 
some of whom had quickly risen to the dignity of Schoffen, he 
had acquired a certain confidence, which might be called a 
8ort of influence. All this he knew how to turn to the 
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advantage of his patrons, and since the stiite of his health 
forced him to limit his application to writing, he w.xs always 
found ready to execute every commission or order with care. 

llis presence was not disagreeable; he was slender in per- 
son and of regular features; his manner was unobtrusive, 
thongh a certain expression betrayed his conviction that he 
knew all what was nccessaiy to be done ; moreover, he was 
cheerful and dexterous in clearuig away difficulties. He 
must have been full forty, and (to say the same thing over 
again), I regret that I have never introduced him as the main- 
spring in the machinery of some novel. 

Hoping that my more serious ix'aders arc now somewhat 
satisfied by what I have just related, I will venture to turn 
again to that bright point of time, when love and friendship 
shone in their fairest light. 

It was in the nature of such social circles that all birth- 
days should be carefully celebrated, with every variety of 
rejoicing; it was in honor of the birth-day of the pastor 
Ewald, that the following song was written : — 

When met in glad communion, 

When warm’d by love and wine, 

To sing this song in union. 

Our voices we’ 11 combine, 

Through God, who first united, 

Together avc ix'inain ; 

Tlic flame which once He lighted, 

He now revives again. 

Since this song has been preserved until this day, and 
there is scarcely a merry party at which it is not joyfully 
revived, avc commend it also to all that shall come after us, 
and to all who sing it or recite it we wish the same delight 
and iiiAvard satisfaction Avhich we then had, when avc had no 
thought of any Avider Avorld, but felt ourselves a Avorld to 
ourseh'cs in that narroAv circle. 

It will, of course, be expected that Lilli’s birth-day, Avliich, 
on the 23rd June, 1775, returned for the seventeenth time, 
Avas to be celebrated witli jieculiar honours. She had pro- 
mised to come to Offenbach at noon ; mid I must observe that 
our friends, with a happy unanimity, had laid aside all 
customary compliments at this festival, and had prepared 
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for her reception and entertainment nothing but siieli heartfelt 
tokens, as were worthy of her. 

Busied wdth such pleasant duties, I saw the sun go down, 
announcing a bright day to follow, and promising its glad 
beaming presence at our feast, when Lilli’s brother, (icorge, 
who ki*w not how to dissemble, came somewhat rudely iuto 
the cliambcr, and, without sparing our feelings, gave us to 
understand that to-morrow's inteiuhal festivjd w'as ]»ut off; 
he himself could not tell ho\v, or why, but his sister had bid 
him say that it would be wholly impossible for her to come 
to Offenbach at noon that day. and take part in the intended 
festival; she had no ho])e of arriving before evening. She 
knew and felt most sensibly bow vexatious and disagreeable 
it must be to me and all her friends, but she begged me very 
earnestly to iuvc'nt some expedient wliich might soften and 
perhaps do away the unpleasant (‘Ifecls of this news, which 
she Lift it to me to annouuee. If I could, slic W'ould give me 
her warnu'st tlianks. 

I was silent for a moment, but I quickly recovered myself’, 
and, us if by lieavenly inspiration, saw wliat was to be done. 
“Make haste, George!” I cried; “tell her to make lierself 
(}asy, and do her best to come towards evening ; I promise 
that this very disappointment shall be turned into a cause of 
rejoicing!” The boy was curious, and wanted to know how? 
I refused to gratify his curiosity, notwithstanding that he 
called to his aid all the arts and all the influence which a 
brother of our beloved can presume to exercise. 

No sooner had he gone, than I walked up and down in my 
chamber with a singular self-satisfaction; and, with the glad, 
free feeling that here was a brilliant opportunity of proving 
myself lu'r devoted servant, I stitched together several sheets 
of paper wdth beautiful silk, as suited alone such an occasional 
poem, and hastened to write down the title : 

“She Comes Not! 

“A Mournful Family Piece, which, by the sore Gsitation of 
Divine Providcnct', will be represented in the most natural 
manner on the 28rd of June, 1775, at Offenbacli-oii-the- 
Maine. The action lasts from morning until evening.” 

I have not by me either the original or a copy of this jeti 
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d' esprit ; I have often inquired after one, but have never 
been able to get a trace of it; I must therefore compose it 
anew, a thing whicih, in the general way, is not difficult. 

The scone is at D'Orville's house and garden in Offenbach; 
the action opei\s with the domestics, of whom each one plays 
his special part, and evident preparations for a festival are 
being madt', Tlie children, drawn to the life, run in and out 
among them; the master appears and the mistress, actively 
discharging her appropriate functions; tlien, in the midst of 
the hurry and bustle of active preparation comes in neigh- 
bour Hans Andre, the indefatigable composer ; he scats him- 
self at the j)iano, and calls them all together to hear him try 
his new song, which he has just finished for the festival. He 
gathers round him the whole house, but all soon disperse 
again to attend to pre.ssing duties; one is called away by 
another, this person wants the help of that; at last, the 
aniviil of the gardener draws attention to the preparations in 
the grounds and on the water ; wreaths, banners with orna- 
mental inscriptions, in short, nothing is forgotten. 

While they are all assembled around the most attractive 
objects, in steps a messenger, who, as a sort of humorous go- 
between, was also entitled to play his part, and who although 
he has had plenty of drink-money, could still pretty shrewdly 
guess what was the state of the case. He sets a high value on 
his packet, demands a glass of wine and a wheaten roll, and 
after some roguish hesitation hands over his despatches. The 
master of the house lets his arms drop, the papers fall to the 
floor, he calls out : “Let me go to the table! let me go to the 
bureau that I may brush” 

The spirited intercourse of vivacious persons is chiefly 
distinguished by a certain symbolical style of speech and 
gesture. A sort of conventional idiom arises, which, while it 
makes the initiated very happy, is unobserved by the stranger, 
or, if observed, is disagreeable. 

Among Lilli's most pleasing particularities was the one 
which is here expressed by the word brushing, and which 
manifested itself whenever anything disagreeable was said or 
told, especially wdien she sat at table, or was near any flat 
surface. 

It had its origin in a most fascinating but odd expedient, 
which she once had recourse to when a stranger, sitting near 
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her at table, uttered something unseemly. Without altering 
her mild countenance, she brushed with her right hand, most 
])rettily, across the table-cloth, and d(‘liberately pushed off 
on to the floor everything she reached with this gentle motion. 
I know not w'hat did not fall; — ^knives, forks, bread, salt- 
cellar, und also something belonging to her neighbour; every 
one was startled; the servants ran up, and no one knew what 
it all meant, except the observing ones, who were delighted 
that she had rebuked and checked an impropriety in so pretty 
a manner. 

Here now was a symbol found to express the repulsion of 
anything disagreeable, which still is frequently made use of 
in clever, hearty, estimable, well-meaning, and not thoroughly 
polished society. We all adopted the motion of the right 
hand as a sign of reprobation; the actual brushing away of 
objects was a thing which afterwards she herself indulged in 
only moderately and with good taste. 

When, therefore, the poet gives to the master of tlic house, 
as a piece of dumb shew, this desire for brushing, (a habit 
which had become with us a second nature,) the meaning and 
effect of the action and its tendency, are at once apparent ; 
for while he threatens to sweep everything from all flat sur- 
faces, everybody tries to hinder him, and to pacify him, till 
finally he throws himself exhausted on a seat. 

“ What has happened ?” all exclaim. “Is she sick? Is 
any one dead?” “Kead! read!” cries D’Orville, “there it 
lies on the gi’ound.” The despatch is picked up; they read 
it, and exclaim : She comes not! 

The great terror had prepared them for a greater; — but 
she was well — nothing had happened to her ! no one of the 
family was hurt; hope pointed still to the evening. 

Andre, who in the meanwhile had kept on with his music, 
came running up at last, consoling and seeking consolation. 
Pastor Ewald and his wife likewise came in quite character- 
istically, disappointed and yet reasonable, sorry for the dis- 
appointment and yet quietly accepting all for the best. Every- 
thing now is at sixes and sevens, until the calm and exemplary 
uncle Bernard finally approaches, expecting a .good breakfast 
and a comfortable dinner; and he is the only one who sees the 
matter from the right point of view. He, by reasonable 
speeches, sets all to rights, just as in the Greek tragedy a god 
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manages with a few words to clear up the perplexities of the 
gTOatest heroes. 

Dashed off “currentc calamo/’ it M\as yet late at night 
before I had finished it and given it to a messenger with 
instructions to deliver it the next morning in Offenbach, pre- 
cisely at ten o'clock. • 

Next day when I awoke, it was one of the brightest 
mornings possible, and, I .set off just in time to arrive at 
Offenbach, as I purposed, jirecisely at noon. 

I was receivc'd with the strangest charivari of salutations ; 
the interrupted feast was scarcely mentioned; they scolded 
and rated me, because I had taken them off' so well. The 
domestics were contented with being introduced on the same 
stage with their superiors; only the children, those most 
decided and indomitable realists, obstinately insisted that 
they had not talked so and so, that everything in lact wont 
quite didcrently from the way in which it there stood written. 
I appeased them by some foretastes of the supper-table, and 
they loved me as much as ever. A cheerful dinner-party, 
w’itli some though not all of our intended festivities, put us in 
the mood of receiving Lilli with less splendor, but pcrhajis the 
more aflectionately. She came, and was welcomed by cheer- 
ful, nay, merry faces, surprised to find that her staying away 
had not marred all our cheerfuhiess. They told her eveiT' 
thing, they laid the whole thing before her, and she, in her 
dear sweet way, thanked me as only she could thank. 

It i-equired no rcmarkablo acuteness to perceive, that her 
absence from the festival in her hodor was not accidental, but 
had been caused by gossiping about the intimacy between us. 
HoAvever, this had not the slightest influence either on oiir 
sentiments or our behavior. 

At this season of the year there never failed to be a varied 
throng of visitors from the city. Frequently I did not join 
the company until late in the evening, when I found her 
apparently sympathizing; and since I commonly appeared 
only for a few hours, I was glad of an opportimity to be 
useful to her in any way, by attending to or undertaking 
.some commission, whether trifling or not, in her behalf. 
And indeed this service is the most delightful which a man 
can enter upon, as the old romances of chivalry contrive how 
to intimate in their obscure, but powerful manner. That she 
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ruled over me, was uot to be concealed, and this pride she 
might well allow licrsclf; for in this contest the victor and 
the vampiished both triumph, and enjoy an equal glory. 

This my n'peated, though often brief cooperation, was 
always so much the more effective. John Andre had always 
store <jf music ; 1 contributed new pieces either by others or 
myself; so that poetical and musical blossoms showered down 
upon us. It was altogether a brilliant time; a certain excite- 
ment reigned in the company, and there were no insipid 
moments. Without further question it seemed to be com- 
miuiicated to all the rest. For where inclination and passion 
come out in their own bold nature, they encourage timid 
souls, who cfinuot comprehend why they should suppress their 
equally valid rights. Hence relations, which hitherto were 
more or ](\ss concealed, were now seen to intertwine them- 
selves without reserve; while others, which did not confess 
themselves so openly, still glided on agreeably in the shade. 

If, because of my multifarious avocations, I could uot pass 
wliole days out of doors with her, yet the clear evenings gave 
us op])ortunity for prolonged meetings in the open air. 
Loving souls will be pleased to read the following event. 

Oui’s was a condition of which it stands written : '^1 sleep, 
but my heart wakes; ” the bright and the dark hours were 
alike; the light of the day could not outshine the light of 
love, and the night was made as the brightest day by the 
radiance of passion. 

One clear starlight evening we had been wallung about in 
the open country till it was quite late ; and after I had seen 
her and her friends home to their several doors, and finally 
had taken leave of her, I felt so little inclined to sleep that I 
did not hesitate to set off on another ramble. I took the 
highroad to Frankfort, giving myself up to my thoughts and 
hopes ; here I seated myself on a bench, in the piuest still- 
ness of night, \mder the gleaming starry heavens, that 1 mighi 
belong only to myself and her. 

My attention was attracted by a soimd quite near me 
which I could not explain; it was not a rattling, nor { 
rustling noise, and on closer observation I discovered that i 
was under the ground, and caused by the working of som 
little animal. It might be a hedge-hog, or a weasel, or what 
ever creature labors in that way at such hours. 
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Having set off again towards the city and got near to the 
Iloderberg, I recognised, by their chalk- white gleam, the 
steps which lead np to the vineyards. I ascended them, sat 
down, and fell asleep. 

When I awoke, the twilight had already dawned, and I 
found myself opposite the high wall, which in earlier 'times 
had been erected to defend the heights on this side. Saxen- 
hauscn lay before me, light mists marked out the course of 
the river; it Avas cool, and to me most welcome. 

There I waited till the sun, rising gradually behind me, 
lighted up the opposite landscape. It was the spot where I 
was again to see my beloved, and I returned slowly back to 
the paradise which sun-ounded her yet sleeping. 

On account of my increasing circle of business, which, 
from love to her, I was anxious to extend and to establish, 
my visits to Offenbach became more rare, and hemee arose a 
somewhat i)ainful predicament; so that it might -well Ixj 
remarked, that, for the sake of the future, one postpones and 
loses the present. 

As my prospects were now gradually improving, I took 
them to be more promising than they really were, and I 
thought the more about coming to a speedy ex])lanation, since 
80 public an intimacy could not go on much longer without 
misconstruction. And, as is usual in such cases, we did not 
expressly say it to one another; but the feeling of being 
mutually pleased in every way, the full conviction that a 
separation was impossible, the confidence reposed in one 
another, — all this produeed such a seriousness, that I, who 
had firmly resolved never again to get involved in any 
troublesome connexion of the kind, and who found myself, 
nevertheless, entangled in this, without the certainty of a 
favorable result, was actually bexset with a heaviness of mind, 
to get rid of which I plunged more and more in indifferent 
worldly affairs, from which apart from my beloved I had no 
care to derive either profit or pleasure. 

In this strange situation, the like of which many, no doubt, 
have with pain experienced, there came to our aid a female 
friend of the family, who saw through characters and situa- 
tions very clearly. She was called Mademoiselle Delf ; she 
presided with her elder sister over a little business in Heidel- 
berg, and on several occasions had received many favors from 
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the greater Frankfort commission-house. She had known 
and loved Lilli from her youth; she was quite a peculiar 
person, of an earnest, masculine look, and with an even, firm 
hasty step. She had had peculiar reason to adapt herself to 
the world, and hence she understood it, in a certain sense at 
least. , She could not be called intriguing ; she was accus- 
tomed to consider distant contingencies, and to caiTy out her 
plans in silence : but then she had the gift of seeing an oppor- 
tunity, and if she found people wmering betwixt doubt and 
resolution, at the moment when everything depended upon 
decision, she skilfully contrived to infuse into their minds 
such a force of character, that she seldom failed to accomplish 
her purpose. Properly speaking she had no selfish ends ; to 
have done anything, to have completed anything, especially 
to have brought about a marriage, was reward enough for 
her. She had long since seen through our position, and, in 
repeated visits, had carefully observed the state of affivirs, so 
that she had finally convinced herself that the attachment 
must be fiivorcd ; that our plans, honestly but not very skil- 
fully taken in hand and prosecuted, must bo promoted, and 
that this little romance be brought to a close as speedily as 
possible. 

For many years she had enjoyed the confidence of Lilli's 
mother. Introduced by me to my parents, she had managed 
to make herself agreeable to them; for her rough sort of 
manner is seldom offensive in an imperial city, and backed by 
cleverness and tact, is even welcome. She knew very well 
our wishes and our hopes ; her love of meddling made her 
see ill all this a call upon her good offices ; in short she had 
a conversation with our parents. How she commenced it, 
how she put aside the difficulties which must have stood in 
her way, I know not ; but she came to us one evening and 
brought the consent. “Take each other by the hand! ” crie^ 
she, in her pathetic yet commanding manner. I stooc 
opposite to Lilli and oft'ered her my hand ; she, not indcof 
hesitatingly, but still .slowly, placed hers in it. Mter a lon^ 
and deep breath we fell with lively emotion into each other' i 
arms. 

It was a strange degree of the overruling Providence, tha 
in the course of ray singular history, I should also hav 
experienced the feelings of one who is betrothed. 
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I may venture to assert, that for a truly moral man it is the 
pleasantest of all recollections. It is delightful to recall those 
feelings, which are with difficulty expressed and arc hardly 
explained. For him the state of things is all at once changed ; 
the sharpest oppositions are removed, the most inveterate dif- 
ferences are adjusted; prompting nature, ever warning reason, 
the tyrannizing impulses, and the sober law, which before kept 
up a perpetual strife within us, all are now reconciled in 
friendly unity, and at the festival, so universally celebrated 
■with solemn rites, that which was forbidden is commanded, and 
that which was penal is aisedto an inviolable duty. 

The reader will Icam \,ith moral approval that from this 
time forward a certain change took place in me. If my 
beloved had hitherto been looked upon as beautiful, graceful, 
and attractive, now she appeared to me a being of superior 
worth and excellence. Slic was as it were a double person : 
her giTice and loveliness l)elonged to me, — tlnit I felt as for- 
merly; but the dignity of her character, her self-reliance, her 
confidence in all persons remained her own. I beheld it, I 
looked through it, I was delighted with it as witli a capital 
of which I should enjoy the interest as iong as I lived. 

ITiere is depth and significance in the old remark : on the 
summit of fortune one abides not long. The conse nt of the 
parties on Iwth sides, so gained in such a peculiar manner by 
Demoiselle Delf, was now ratified silently and without further 
formality. But as soon as we believe the matter to be all 
settled — as soon as the ideal, as we may well call it, of a 
betrothal is over, and it begins to pass into the actual and to 
enter soberly into facts, then too oben comes a crisis. The 
outward world is utterly unmerciful, and it has reason, for it 
must maintain its authority at all costs; the confidence of 
passion is very great, and we see it too often wrecked upon 
like rocks of opposing realities. A young married couple who 
enter upon life, unprovided with sufficient means, can pro- 
mise themselves no honey-moon, cs{)ecially in these latter 
times ; the w^orld immediately presses upon them with incom- 
patible demands, which, if not satisfied, make the young 
couple appear ridiculous. 

Of the insufficiency of the means which for the attainment 
of my end, I had anxiously scraped together, I could not 
before be aware, because they had held out up to a certain 
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point; but now the cud was drawing nearer, I saw that 
matters were not quite what they ought to be. 

The fallacy, which passion finds so convenient, Avas noAv 
exposed in all its inconsistency. My house, my domestic 
circumstances, had to be con.sidcred in all their details, with 
some soberness. The consciousness, that his house would one 
day contain a daughter-in-law, lay indeed at the bottom of my 
father’s design; but then what sort of a lady did he con- 
template ? 

At the end of our third part,, the reader made the ac- 
quaintance of the gentle, dear, Inf^igent, beautiful, and 
talented maiden, so always like he. 0 t?lf, so affectionate, and 
yet so free from passion ; she was a fitting key-stone to the 
arch already built and curved. But here, upon calm unbiassed 
consideration, it could not be denied that, in order to establish 
the newly acquired treasure in such a function, a new arch 
would have to be built! 

IIoAvcATr this had not yet become clear to me, and still Icsd 
Avas it so to her mind. But now when I tried to fancy myself 
bringing her to my homo, she did not seem somehow to suit 
it exactly. It appeajstd to me something like what 1 had 
myself experienced, Avhen I first joined her social circle : in 
order to give no ofFence to the fashionable people I met there, 

I found it necessary to make a great change in my style of 
dress. But this could not be so easily done with the domestic 
arrangement of a stately burgher’s house, Avhich, rebuilt in 
the olden style, had Avith its antique ornaments, given an old- 
fashioned character to the habits of its inmates. 

Moreover, even after our parents’ consent had been gained, 
it had not been possible to establish friendly relations or 
intercourse between our respective families. Different reli- 
gious opinions produced different manners; and if the amiable 
girl had wished to continue in any way her former mode of» 
life, it would have found neither opportunity nor place in our 
moderate-sized house. 

If I had never thought of all this until now, it was because 
I had been quieted by the opening of fine prospects from AA'ith- 
out, and the hope of getting some valuable ap|>ointment. An 
active spirit gets a footing everywliere: capacities, talents 
create confidence ; every one thinks that a change of manage- 
ment is all that is needed. The earnestness of youth finds 
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favour, genius is trusted for everything, though its power is 
only of a certain kind. 

The intellectual and literary domain of Germany was at 
that time regarded as but newly broken ground. Among the 
business-people there were prudent men, who desired skilful 
cultivators and prudent managers for the fields about to be 
turned up. Even the respectable and well established Free- 
Mason’s lodge, with the most distinguished members of which 
I had become acquainted through ray intimacy with Lilli, con- 
trived in a suitable manner to get me introduced to them ; 
but I, from a feeling of independence, which afterwards 
appeared to me madness, declined all closer connection with 
them, not perceiving that these men, though already bound 
together in a higher sense, would yet do much to further my 
owm ends, so nearly related to theirs. 

I return to more personal matters. 

In such cities as Frankfort, men often hold several situa- 
tions together, such as rcsidentships, and agencies, the number 
of which may by diligence be indefinitely increased. Something 
of this sort now occun'cd to me, and at first sight it seemed 
both advantageous and honorable. It was assumed that I 
should suit the place; and it would, under the conditions, 
certainly have succeeded, if it could have commanded the 
co-operation of the Chancery triad already described. We 
thus suppress our doubts ; w'e dwell only on what is favorable ; 
by powerful activity w'c overcome all wavering; whence there 
results a something untrue in our position, without the force 
of passion being in the least subdued. 


In times of peace there is no more interesting reading for 
the multitude than the public papers, which furnish early 
information of the latest doings in the world. Tlie quiet opU.^ 
lent citizen exercises thus in an innocent way a party spirit, 
which in our finite nature we neither can nor should get rid of. 
Every comfortable person thus gets up a factitious interest, 
like that which is often felt in a bet, experiences an unreal 
gain or loss, and as in the theatre, feels a very lively, though 
imaginary sympathy in the good or evil fortune of others. 
This sympathy seems often arbitrary, but it rests on moral 
grounds. For now we give to praiseworthy designs the ap- 
plause they deserve ; and now again, carried away by brilliant 
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successes, we turn to those whose plans we should otherwise 
have blamed. For all this there was abundant material in 
those times. 

Frederic the Second, resting on his victories, seemed to 
hold in his hand the fate of Europe and the world; Catherine, 
a great^ woman, who had proved herself every way worthy of 
a throne, afforded ample sphere of action to able and highly 
gifted men, in extending the dominion of their Empress ; and 
as this was done at the expense of the Tm*ks, whom we are in 
the habit of richly repaying for the contempt with which they 
look do\ATi upon us, it seemed as if it was no sacrifice of human 
life, Avhen these infidels were slain by thousands. The burn- 
ing of the fleet in the harbor of Tschesme, caused a universal 
jubilee throughout the civilized world, and every one shared 
the exultation of a victory, when, in order to preserve a faith- 
ful picture of that great event, a ship of war was actually 
blown up on the roads of Livorno, before the studio of an 
artist. Not long after this, a young northern king, to esta- 
blish his own authority, seized the reins of government, out of 
the hands of an oligarchy. The aristocrats whom he overthrew 
were not lamented, for aristocracy finds no favor with the 
public, since it is in its nature to work in silence, and it is the 
more secure the less talk it creates about itself; and in this 
case the people thought all the better of the young king, since 
in order to balance the enmity of the higher ranks, ho was 
obliged to favor the lower, and to conciliate their good 
will. 

The lively interest of the world was still more excited 
when a whole people prepared to effect their independence. 
Already had it witnessed a welcome spectacle of the same 
effort on a small scale : Corsica had long been the point to 
to which all eyes were directed; Paoli, when despairing of 
ever being able to carry out his patriotic designs, he passed 
tlirough Germany to England, attracted and won all hearts ^ 
he was a fine man, slender, fair, full of grace and friendli- 
ness. I saw him in the house of Bethmann, where he stopped 
a short time, and received with cheerful cordiality the curious 
visitors who thronged to sec him. But now similar events 
were to be repeated in a remote quarter of the globe; we 
wished the Americans all success, and the names of Franklin 
and Washington began to shine and sparkle in the firmament 
VOL. if. H 
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of politics and war. Much liad been acconiplishcd to improve 
the condition of humanity, and now, wht ii in J'runce, a new 
jmd benevolent sovcroif^ii evinced the lx st iiitcnlioiLs of devot- 
ing himself to the removal of so many abuses and to the 
noblest ends, — of introducing a regular and cfiicient system of 
political economy, — of disj)ensing with all arbitrary power and 
of ruling alone by law and ju.stice: tlie brightest lutjH's spread 
over the world, and confident youth promised itsell’ and to all 
mankind a bright and noble future. 

In all these events, however, I only took part so far as they 
interested socieU* in geneml; I myself and my immediate 
circle did not meddle with the news of the day ; oiir afi'air wa.s 
to study men; men in general we allowed to have their way. 

The quiet position of ti»e German I’atherland, to which also 
my native city had now conformetl for iipwfirds of a hundred 
years, had been fully preserved in spite of many wars and con- 
MiLsions. A highly varied gradation of ranks, which, in.stcad 
of holding the several clas.ses apart, sc'cmed to bind them the 
more closely together, had promoted the inliTC'st of all, from 
the highest to the lowest — from the Kinperor to the Jew. If 
the sovereign prinee.s stood in a sulx)rdin{jte relation to the 
Emperor, still tlieir electoral rights jmd immunities thereby 
acquired and maintained, were a full eompensiition. More- 
over, the highest nobility kdonged exclusively to tlu* Agnates 
of the royal houses, so that in the enjo} nu-nt of their distin- 
guished privileges, they could look upon themselves as equal 
with the highest and even HUj)erior to tliem in .some sense, 
since, a.s spiritual electors, they might take precedenct? of all 
others, and, as branelu's of the sacred liiorjirchv, hold an 
honorable and unconU-sted rank. 

If now we tliink of the extraordinary prinlegcs which these 
ancient houses enjoyed, not only in their old patrimonial 
t'states, but also in the ecclesiastical endownents, the knightly 
orders, the official administration of the hlmpire, and the old 
brotherhoods and alliances for mutual defence and proUi»ction, 
we can vainly conceive tliat this great Inxly of infiuencial men 
feeling themselves at once subordinated to and (.'o-ordinate 
with the highest, and occupying their (hiys with a regular round 
of employ'ments, might well be contented with their situatioji, 
and would without further anxiety seek only to fMXJurc and trans- 
mit to their tmccessors the same comforts and prerogatives. 
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Nor was this class deficient in intellectual culture. Already fc 
niort' than a century the decided proofs of hi^h training i 
military and |)olitical science had been discernible in our nob 
soldiers and diplomatists. But at the same time there wei 
many minds who, through litcrar\^ and philosophical studio 
liad arrived at views not over fiivorable to the existing stai 
of things. 

In Germany scarcely any one liad as yvi learned to loo 
with envy on that monstrous privileged class, or to grudge i 
fortunate advantages. The middle class had devoted then 
selves undisturbed to commerce and the sciences, and b 
these pur.suits, as widl as by the practice of the mechanic arts, s 
closely related to them, had raised themselves to a position < 
importance which fully balanced its political inferiority; th 
free or half-free cities favoured tliis activity, while individual 
f«‘lt a certain (juiet satisfaction in it. The man who increase 
his wealth, or eulianced his intellectual influence, especially i 
matters of' law or state, could always be sime of enjoying boti 
res})eet and authority. In the Supreme Courts of the empire 
and indeed in all others, a learned bench stood parallel with th( 
noble ; the uncontrolled oversight of the one managed to keep ii 
harmony with the deepest insight of the other; and experienC( 
could never detect a trace of rivalry betwTcn them ; the nobh 
felt secure in his exclusive and time-hallowed privileges, an( 
the burgher felt it beneatli his dignity to strive for a semblance 
of them by a little prefix to his name.* The merchant, thi 
manufacturer, had enough to do to keep pace with those o 
other nations in progress and improvement. Leaving out o 
the account the usual tem]x)rary fluctuations, vie may certainb 
say that it was on the whole a time of pure advance, such ai 
had not appealed before, and such as, on account of anothe] 
and greater progress both of mind and things, could not lon^ 
continue. 

My position with regard to tlie higher classes at this tim( 
M'os very favorable. In Weriher, to be sure, the disagree- 
able circuinstanocs which arise just at the boundary betweei: 
two distinct positions, were descanted upon with some im])a- 
tience; but this was overlooked in consideration of the gene- 

♦ The “ von " whiefa in Germany those who are ennobled prefix to 
their surnames. 
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rally passionate character of the hook, since every one felt 
that it had no reference to any immediate effect. 

But Gotz von Berlichmgeu had set me quite right with 
the upper classes ; Avhatcver improprieties might be charged 
upon my earlier literary jnoductions, in this work I had with 
great learning and much felicity depicted the old German 
constitution, with its inviolable emperor at the head, with its 
many degrees of nobility, and a knight who, in a time of 
general lawlessness, had detennined as a private man to act 
uprightly, if not lawfully, and thus fell into a very sorry pre- 
dicament. This complicated story, however, was not snatched 
from the air, but founded on fact; it was cheerfully, lively, 
and consequently here and there a little modem, but it was, 
nevertheless, on the whole, in the same spirit as the brave and 
capable man hud with some degree of skill set it forth in his 
own naiTative. 

The family still flourished; its relation to the Frankish 
knighthood had remained in all its integrity, although tliat 
relation, like many others at that time, might have grown 
somewhat faint and nominal. 

Now all at once the little stream of Jaxt, and the castle of 
Jaxthausen, acquired a poetical importance ; th(!y, as well as 
the council-house at Heilbronn, were visitt'd by travellers. 

It was known that I had the mind to write of other points 
of that historical period ; and many a family, which could 
readily deduce its origin from that tinu*, hoped to see its 
ancestors brought to the light in the same way. 

A strange satisfaction is generally felt, when a writer feli- 
citously recalls a nation’s history to its recollection; men 
rejoice in the virtues of their ancestors, and smile at the fail- 
ings, which they believe they themsedves have long since got 
rid of. Such a delineation never fails to meet uith sympathy 
and applau.se, and in this respect I enjoyed an envied influence. 

Yet it may be worth while to remark, that among the 
numerous advances, and in the multitude of young persons 
who attached themselves to me, there was found no noble- 
man ; on the other hjind, many who had already arrived at 
the age of thirty sought me and visiUid me, and of these the 
willing and striving were ptTvaded by a joyful hope of 
earnestly developing themselves in a national and even more 
universally humane sense. 
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At this time a ^eueral curiosity about the epoch between 
the fifteenth and sixteenth centuiy had commenced, and was 
very lively. The works of Ulrich von Huttex had fallen 
into my hands, and I was not a little stnick to see something 
so similar to what had taken place in his time, again manifest- 
ing itsplf in our later days. 

The following letter of Ulrich von Hutteii to Billibald Pyrk- 
heymer, may therefore suitably find place here : — 

“ What fortune gives us, it generally takes away again ; and 
not only that — everything else which accrues to man from 
without, is, we see, liable to accident and change. And yet, 
notwithstanding, I am now striving for honor, which I should 
wish to obtain, if possible, without einy, but still at any cost; 
for a fiery thirst for glory possesses me, so that I wish to be 
ennobled as higldy as possible. I should make but a poor 
figure in my own eyes, dear Billibald, if, bom in the rank, in 
tlie family I am, and of such ancestors, I could be content to 
hold myself to be noble, though I never ennobled myself by niy 
own exertions, ^io great a work have I in my mind! my 
thoughts arc higher ! it is not that I would see myself pro- 
moted to a more distinguished and more brilliant rank ; but I 
would fain seek a fountain elsewhere, out of which I might 
draw a peculiar nobility of my own, and not be counted 
among the factitious nobility, contented with what I have 
received from my ancestors. On the contrary, I would add 
to those advantages something of my own, which may, from 
me, pass over to my posterity. 

“Therefore, in my studies and my efforts, I proceed in 
opposition to the opinion of those who consider that what 
actually exist.s is enough ; for to me nothing of that sort is 
enough, according to what 1 have already confessed to you of 
my ambition in tliis respect. And I here avow that I do not 
envy tliose who, starting from the lowest stations, have 
climbed higher than myself; for on this point I by no means 
agree with those of my own rank, who arc wont to sncei- at 
persons who, of a lower origin, have, by their own talents, 
raised themselves to eminence. For those with peifcct right 
are to be prefen’cd to us, who have seized for themselves and 
taken possession of the material of glorjs which we ourselves 
neglected; they may be the sons of fullers or of tanners, but 
they have contrived to attain their ends, by struggling with 
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greater difficulties than we ever had against us. The ignorant 
man, who envies him who by his knowledge has distinguished 
himself, is not only to he called a fool, but is to be reckoned 
among the miserable — indeed among the most miserable ; and 
with this disease arc our nobles e.specially affected, that they 
look with an evil eye upon sucli accomplishments. For what, in 
God’s name ! is it to envy one who po.s.scsses that which wo have 
despised ? Why have we not applied ourselves to the law } 
why have we not oui*selvcs^ this excellent learning, the best 
arts? And now' fullers, shoemakers, and wdicchv rights, go 
before us. Why have we forsaken our post, why left the 
most liberal studies to hired seiwants and (shamefully for us!) 
to the very lowest of the people? Most justly has that inhe- 
ritance of nobility which w'e have thrown aw’ay been taken 
possession of by every clever and diligent ])lebeian who makes 
it profitable by its own industry. Wretched beings that W'C 
are, w’ho neglect that which suffices to raise the very humblest 
above us; let us cca.'sc to envy, and strive also to obtain 
what others, to our deep disgrace, liavc claimed for them- 
selves. 

Fvcrv longing for gloiw' is honorable; all striving for the 
exceihnt is praisew'orthy. To every rank may its own honor 
remain, may its own oniaments be secured to it! Those 
statues of my ancestors I do not despise any more than the 
richly endo\ve(l p(‘digree; but whatever their w'orth may be, 
it is not ours, unh'ss by our own merits w’C make it ours; nor 
can it endure, if the nobility do not adopt the habits which 
become them. In vain will yonch^r fat and corpulent lu'ad of 
a noble house point to the images of his ancestors, wdiilst he 
himself, inactive, resembles a clod rather than those whose 
virtues throw a halo upon his name from bygone days. 

“ So mucli have I wished most fully and nu)st frankly to 
confide to you respecting my ambition and my nature." 

Although, perhaps, not exactly in the same train of ideas, 
yet the .same excellent and strong stmtiments had I to hear 
from my more distingni.slusl friends and ac([uaintances, of 
which the re.sults appeared in an honest activity. It had 
become a creed, that every oin^ must earn for himself a per- 
sonal Tjobility. and if any rivalry appeared in those fine days, 
it was from abov(’ dowitwurd.s. 

We others, on the contrary, had what W'c wished; tlic free 
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and approved exercise of the talents lent to us by nature, as 
far as could consist with all our civil relations. 

For my native city had in this a very peculiar position, and 
one which has not been enouf^h considered. While of the 
free imperial cities the northern could boast of an extended 
eommert^e, but the southern, declining in commercial import- 
ance, cultivated the arts and manufactures with more success; 
I-’rankfort on the ^lain exhibited a somewhat mixed character, 
combining the results of trade, wealth, and capital, with the 
passion for learning, and its collection of works of art. 

The Liitlu'ran (’onfession controlled its government; the 
imeient lordship of the Gun, now bearing the name of the house 
of Lim])urg; the house of Frauenstein, originally only a club, 
but during the troubk's occasioned by the lower classes, feith- 
ful to the side of intelligence; the jurist, and others well to 
do and well disposed — ^none was excluded from the magis- 
tracy; even those mechanics who had upheld the cause of 
order at a critical time, were eligible to the council, though 
they were only stationary in their place. The other constitu- 
tional counterpoises, formal institutions, and whatever else 
belongs to such a constitution, afforded employment to the 
activity of many persons ; while trade and manufacture, in so 
favorai)le a situation, found no obstacle to their growth and 
prosperity, 

The higher nobility kept to itself, unenvied and almost un- 
noticed ; a second class pressing close upon it was forced to bo 
more acli^•e; and resting upon old wealthy family founda- 
tions, sought to distinguish itself by political and legal 
learning. 

'fhe mcmlx'rs of the so-called Kefonned persuasion (Cal- 
vinists) composed, like the refugees in other places, a distin- 
guished class, and when they rode out in fine eipii pages on 
Sundays to their service in Boekeuheim, seemed almost to 
celebrate u sort of triumph over the citizen's party, who had 
the j)rivil('gc of going to church on foot in good weather and 
in bad. 

The Roman Catholics ivere scarcely noticed; but they also 
were aware of the advantages which tlic other two confossionjj 
had appropriated to themselves. 
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Rf.ttfkning to literary matters, I must bring forward a cir 
cumstance which had great influence on the German pootr 
of this period, and which is especially w'orthy of remark, be 
cause this vcr\' influence has lasted tlu'ough the history of ou 
poetic art to the present day, and will not be lost even in th 
future. 

From the earlier times, the Germans were accustomed t 
rhyme ; it had thi.s advantage in its favour, that one eouli 
proceed in a very naive manner, scarcely doing more thai 
count the syllables. If with the progress of imjirovemen 
attention begun more or less instinctively to be paid also t( 
the sense and signifleation of the syllables, this was highb 
piaiseworthy, and a merit which many poets contrived t( 
make their own. llie rhpre was made to mark the close o 
the poetical proposition : the smaller divisions wore indicatet 
by shorter lines, and a naturally refined ear began to mak( 
provision for variety and grace. But now all at once rhymi 
was rejected before it was considered that the value of thi 
syllables had net as yet been decided, indeed that it was i 
difficult thing to decide. Klopstock took the lead. IIov 
earnestly he toiled and what he has accomplished is wel 
known. F.vcr)^ one felt the uncertainty of the matter, man^ 
did not like to run a risk, and stimulated by this natural ten- 
dency, they snatched at a poetic prose. Ge.s8ner’8 extrcmch 
charming Idylls opened an endless path. Klopstock wroti 
the dialogue of Hermanns Schlucht {Hermanns Fight) ii 
prose, as well as Der Tod Adams ( The Death of Adam) 
Through the domestic tragedies as well as the more classw 
dramas, a style more lofty and more impassioned gained pos- 
session of the theatre ; while, on the other hand, the Iambi( 
vcr.se of five feet, which the example of the English hat 
spread among us, was reducing poesy to prose. But in gene- 
ral the demand for rhythm and mr rn)Tnc could not Ix 
8ilenc(?d. Ilamlcr, though proceeding on vague principlof 
(as he vr,iH always severe with respect to his own productions), 
could not help exercising the some severity upon those oi 
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others. He transformed prose into verse, altered and im- 
proved the works of others, by which means he earned little 
thanks and only confused the matter still more. Those suc- 
ceeded best who still conformed to the old custom of rhyme 
with a certain obser^'ance of syllabic quantity, and ^^•ho, 
guided,by a natural taste, observed laws though unexpressed 
and undetermined; as, for example, Wieland, who, although 
inimitable, for a long time ser\'cd as a model to more moderate 
talents. 

But still in any case the practice remained uncertain, and 
there was no one, even among the best, who might not for the 
moment have gone astray, lienee the misfortune, that this 
epoch of our poetic history, so peculiarly rich in genius, pro- 
duced little which, in its kind, could be pronoimced correct ; 
for here also the time was stimng, advancing, active, and 
calling for improvement, but not reflective and satisfying its 
own requirements. 

In order, however, to find a firm soil on which poetic 
genius might find a footing, — to discover an element in wliich 
they could breathe freely, they had gone back some centuries, 
where earnest talents u'cre brilliantly ])rominent amid a 
chaotic state of things, and thus they made friends with the 
poetic art of those times. The Minnesingers lay too far from 
us ; it would have been necessary first to study the language, 
and that was not our object, we wanted to live and not to 
learn. 

Hans Sachs, the really masterly poet, was one whom we 
could more readily sympathise -with. A man of true talent, 
not indeed like the Minnesinging knights and courtiers, but a 
plain citizen, such as we also boasted oiu*selvcs to be. A 
didactic realism suited us, and on many occasions we made 
use of the easy rhythm, of the readily occurring rhyme. His 
manner seemed so suitable to mere poems of the day, and to 
such occasional pieces as we were caUed upon to write at 
every hour. 

If important works, which required the attention and labor 
of a year or a whole life, were built, more or less, upon 
such hazardous groiuids on trivial occasions, it may bo ima- 
gined how wantonly all other ephemeral productions took 
their rise and shape ; for example, the poetical epistles, para- 
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blcs, and invectives of all forms, with which we went < 
making war witliin ourselves, and seeks squabbling abroad. 

Of this kind, besides what has already been ])nntccl, som 
thing, though very little, survives ; it may be laid up som 
where. Brief allusions 'will suffice to reveal to thinkii 
men their origin and purposes, Pei*sons of more than ok 
nary penetration, to whoso sight these may hereafter 
brought, will be ready to observe that an honest purpose I 
at the bottom of all such eccentricities. An upright 'w 
revolts against presumption, nature against eonventionaliti' 
talent against forms, genius with itself, energy against indc 
sion, undeveloped capacity agaitist developed mediocrity : 
that the whole proceeding may be regarded as a skirmi 
which follows a declaration of war, and gives promise of 
violent contest. For, strictly eonsiderc'd, the contest is r 
yet fought out, in these fifty years; it is still going on, only 
a higher region. 

I had, in imitation of an old Cierman puppet ])lay, invent 
a wild rxtravaffatna, which was to bear the title of Hnnstcun 
Jforhzeit (Jack Puddinij's Wedding) TIio scheme was 
follows: — Ilanswairst, a rich young fanner and an orj)li<' 
has just come of age, and wishes to marry a rich maid( 
named Ursel Blandim*. Ifis guardian, Kilian Brnstfleeh [L 
thcr apron), and her mother Ursc'l, are highly ])leasod w 
the purpose*. Their long-cherislu'd plans, their dearest wish 
are at last fulfilled and gratified. There is not the slight 
obstacle, and properly the whole inter'^'st turns only upon tl 
that the young people’s ardour for th(*ir union is delayed 
the necessary arrangements and formalitie s of the oecasi( 
As prologue, enters the iiniter to the wedding festivities, v 
pn)claims the banns after the traditional fashion, and ends w 
the rhymes : 

ITc wedding feast is at tin' house 
Of mine host of the (jlohh'u Louse. 

To obviate the charge of violating the unity of place, 
aforesaid tavern, witli its glittering insignia, was placed in 
background of the theatre ; but so that all its four sides co 

* U.'-.nswur.st i.s the old German buffoon, whose nanio answers to 
Engliiili “ Jack Pudding."— Tit. 
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be presented to view, by being turned upon a peg ; and as it 
was moved round, the front scenes of the stage had to un<lergo 
corresponding changes. 

In the first act the front of the house facing the street was 
turned to the audience, witli its golden sign magnified as it 
were by;thc solar microscope; in the second act, the side to- 
wards the garden. The third was towards a little wood; the 
fourth towards a neighboring lake; which gave rise to a pre- 
diction that in aftertimes the decorator would have little diffi- 
cidty in caiTying a wave over the wdiolo stage up to the 
prompter’s box. 

But all this does not as yet reveal tlie peculiar interest of 
the piece. Tlie principal joke which was carried out, even to 
an absurd length, arose from the fact that the whole dramatis 
personm consisted of mere traditional German nick-names, 
which at once brought out the characters of the individuals, 
and dctt'rminod their relations to one another. 

As we wo\dd tain hoi)e that the present ])ook will be read 
aloud in good society, and even in decent family circles, we 
cannot venture, after the custom of every play-bill, to name 
our persons lu're in order, nor to cite the passages in which 
they most clearly and prominently showed themselves in their 
true colours ; although, in the simplest way possible, lively, 
roguish, broad allusions, and wdtty jokes, could not but arise. 
Wc add one leaf as a specimen, leaving our editors the liberty 
of deciding upon its admissibility. 

Cousin Hehuft [scamp\ through liis relationship to the 
family, was entitled to an invitation to the feast ; no one had 
anything to say against it ; for though he w’as a thoroughly 
good-for-nothing fellow, yet there he wis, and since he was 
there, they could not with propriety leave him out ; on such 
a feast-day, too, they were not to remember* that they had 
occasionally been dissatisfied with him. 

With Master Schurke {knave), it was a still more serious 
case ; ho had, indeed, been useful to the family, when it was 
to his own profit ; on the other hand, again, he had injured it, 
perhaps, in tliis ca.se, also with an eye to his own interests ; 
perhaps, too, because he found an opportunity. Those who 
were aT\y ways prudent voted for his admission ; the few who 
woidd have excluded him, were out-voted. 

But there was a third person, about whom it was still more 



108 TRUTH AND POETRY; i'ROM MY OWN LIFE. 


difficult to decide ; an orderly man in society, no less t 
others, obliging, agreeable, useful in many ways; he had 
single failing, that he could not bear his name to be n 
tioned, and as soon as he heard it, was instantaneously trj 
ported into a heroic fury, like that which the Northmen 
Berserker -rage, attempted to kill all right and left, and in 
frenzy hurt others and received hurt himself; indeed 
second act of the piece was brought, through him, to a 
pei-plexed termination. 

Here was an opportunity which I could not allow to p 
for chastising the piratical publisher Macklot. He is in 
duced going about hawking his Macklot wares, and when 
hears of the preparation for the wedding, he cannot resist 
impulse to go spunging for a dinner, and to stuff his ravei 
maw at other people’s expense. He announces him^ 
Kilian Brustflech inquires into his claims, but is obligee 
refuse him, since it was an understanding that all the gu 
should be well known public characters, to which recomn 
dation the applicant can make no clain. Macklot does 
best to show that he is as renowned as any of them, 
when Kilian Brustflech, as a strict master of ceremor 
shows himself immoveable, the nameless person, who has 
covered from his Berserker-rage at the end of the second 
espouses the cause of his near relative, the book-pirate 
urgently, that the latter is finally admitted among the gut 

About this time the Counts Stolbero arrived at Frc 
fort ; they were on a journey to Switzerland, and wishet 
make us a visit. The earliest productions of my dawi 
talent, which appeared in the Gottingen Musenalmanach, 
led to my forming a friendly relation with them, and with 
those other yoTjng men whose characters and labors are : 
well known. At that time rather strange ideas were en 
tained of friendship and love. They applied themselvei 
nothing more, properly speaking, than a certain vivacit 
youth, which led to a mutual association and to an intcrcha 
of minds, full indeed of talent but nevertheless uncultiva 
Such a mutual relation, which looked indeed like confidence, 
mistaken for love, for genuine inclination ; I deceived mj 
in this as well as others, and have, in more than one i 
suffered from it many years. There is still in existen( 
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letter of Burger’s belonging to that time, from which it may 
be seen that, among these companions, there was no question 
about the moral ccsthctic. Every one felt himself excited, and 
thought that he might act and poetize accordingly. 

The brothers arrived, bringing Count Haugwitz with them. 
ITey w«re received by me with open heart, with kindly nro- 
priety. They lodged at the hotel, but were generally with us 
at dinner. The first joyous meeting proved highly gratifying ; 
but troublesome eccentricities soon manifested themselves. 

A singular position arose for my mother. In her ready 
frank w’ay, she could carry herself back to the middle age at 
once, and take the part of Aja with some Lombard or Byzan- 
tine princess. They called her nothing else but Tian Aja, 
and she wms pleased with the joke ; entering the more hear- 
tily into the fantasies of youth, as she believed she saw her 
own portrait in the lady of Gotz von Berlichingen. 

But this coiild not last long. We had dined together but 
a few times, when once, after enjoying glass after glass, our 
poetic hatred for tjnants showed itself, and we avowed a 
thirst for the blood of such villains. My father smiled and 
shook his head ; my mother had scarcely heard of a tyrant in 
her life, however she recollected having seen the copper-plate 
engraving of such a monster in Gottfried’s Chronicles, viz., 
King Cambyses, whom he describes as having shot with an 
arrow the little son of an enemy through the heart, and boast- 
ing of his deed to the father’s face ; this still stood in her 
memory. To give a cheerful turn to the conversation which 
continually gi’ew more violent, she betook herself to h(‘r 
cellar, where her oldest wines lay carefully preserved in large 
casks. There she had in store no less treasure than the vin- 
tages of 1706, ’19, ’26, and ’48, all under her own especial 
watch and ward, which were seldom broaciied except oj:» 
solemn festive occasions. 

As she set before us the rich-colored wine in the polished 
decanter, she exclaimed: “Here is the true tyrant’s blood! 
Glut yourselves with this, but let all murderous thoughts go 
out of my house!” 

“ Yes, tyrants’ blood indeed!” I cried; “ there is no greater 
tyrant than the one whose heart’s blood is here set before you. 
Kegale yourselves with it; but use moderation! for beware 
lest he subdue you by his spirit and agreeable taste. The vine 
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is the universal tyrant who ought to be rooted up; h 
therefore clioose and reverence as our patron Saint the 
Jjycurgus, the Thracian; he set about the pious wor 
earnest, and though at last blinded and coiTuptcd by 
infatuating demon Bacchus, he yet deserves to stand hig 
the army of martyrs above. 

“ This vine-stock is the very vilest tyrant, at once an 
pressor, a flatterer, and a hypocrite. The first draugh 
his blood arc sweetly relishing, but one drop incessantly enl 
another after it; they succeed each other like a necklac 
pearls, which one fears to pull apart,” 

If any should suspect me here of substituting, as the 
historians have done, a fictitious speech for the actual addr 
I can only express my regret that no short-hand UTiter 
taken down this peroration at once and handed it down to 
The thoughts would be found the same, but the flow of 
language perhaps more graceful and attractive. Above 
however, in the present sketch, as a whole, there is a wan 
that difluse eloquence and fulness of youth, which feels its 
and knows not whither its strength and fiiculty will carry i 

In a city like Frankfort, one is placed in a strange positu 
strangers continually crossing each other, point to every regi 
of the globe, and awaken a passion for travelling. On ma 
an occasion before now I had shown an inclination to be m( 
ing, and now at the very moment when the great point 'w 
to make an experiment whether I could renounce Lilli — fwh 
a certain painful disquiet unfitted me for all regular businei 
the proposition of the Stolbergs, that I should accompany the 
to Switzerland, was welcome. Stimulated, moreover, by tl 
exhortations of my father, who looked with pleasure on tl 
idea of my travelling in that direction, and who advised n 
not to omit to pass over into Italy, if a suitable occasic 
should ofler itself, I at once decided to go, and soon ha 
everything packed for the journey. With some intimatioi 
but witliout leave-taking, I separated myself from Lili ; sh 
Iiad so grown into my heart, that I did not believe it possibl 
to part myself from her. 

In a few hours I found myself with my merry feUow-tra 
vellers in Darmstadt. Even at court we should not alway 
act with perfect propriety; here Count Haugwitz took th 
lead. He was the youngest of us all, well formed, of a delicate 
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but noble appearance, with soft friendly features, of an equable 
disposition, sympathizing enough, but with so much modera- 
tion, that, contrasted with us, he appeared quite impassible. 
Consequently, he had to put up with all sorts of jibes and 
nicknames from them. This was all very well, so long as they 
believed that they might act like children of nature ; but as 
soon as occasion called for propriety, and when one was again 
obliged, not unwillingly, to put on the reserve of a Count, 
then he knew how^ to introduce and to smoothe over every- 
thing, so that we always came off wdth tolerable credit, if not 
u'ith eclat, 

I spent my time, meanwhile, wdth Mcrk, who in his Mcpliis- 
tophelist manner looked upon my intended journey with an 
evil eye, and described my companions, who had also paid him 
a visit, with a discrimination that listened not to any sugges- 
tions of mercy. In his way he knew me thoroughly; the 
naive and indomitable good nature of my character was pain- 
ful to him ; the everlasting purpose to take things as they arc, 
the live and let live was his detestation. “It is a foolish 
trick,” he said, “ your going with these llurschen;” and then 
he would describe them aptly, but not altogether justly. 
Throughout there was a want of good feeling, and here I 
could believe that I could sec further than he did, although I 
did not in fact do this, but only knew how to appreciate those 
ideas of their character, wliieh lay beyond the circle of his 
vision. 

“ You will not stay long with them ! ” was the close of all 
his remarks. On this occasion I remember a remarkable 
saying of liis, wdiich he repeated to me at a later time, wliich 
I had often repeated to myself, and frequently found confirmed 
in life. “ lliy striving,” said he, “ thy unswerving effort is 
to give a poetic form to the real; others seek to give reality 
to the so-cdled poetic, to the imaginative, and of tliat nothing 
will ever come but stupid stuff.” Whoever apprehends the 
immense difference between these two modes of action, w'ho- 
ever insists and acts upon this conviction, has reached the 
solution of a thousand other things. 

Unhappily, before our party left Darmstadt, an incident 
happened which tended to verify beyond dispute the opinion 
ofMerk. 

Among the extravaganzas which grew out of the notion that 
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we should tiy to transport ourselves into a state of nature 
was that of bathing in public waters, in the open air; anc 
our friends, after violating every other law of propriety, couk 
not forego this additional unseemliness. Darmstadt, situatec 
on a sandy plain, without running water, had, it appeared, r 
pond in the neighbourhood, of which I only heard , on this 
occasion. My friends, who were hot by nature, and moreovei 
kept continually heating themselves, sought refreshment ir 
this pond. The sight of naked youths in the clear sunshine, 
might well seem something strange in this region; at all 
events scandal arose. Merk sharpened his conclusions, and 1 
do not deny that I was glad to hasten our departure. 

On the way to Mannheim, in spite of all good and noble 
feelings which we entertained in common, a certain difference 
in sentiment and conduct already exhibited itself. Leopold 
Stolberg told us with much of feeling and passion, that he 
had been forced to renounce a sincere attachment to a beautiful 
English lady, and on that account had undertaken so long a 
journey. Wlien he received in return the sympathising con- 
fession that we too were not strangers to such experiences, 
then he gave vent without respect to the feelings of youth, 
declaring that nothing in the world could be compared with 
his passion, his sufferings, or with the beauty and amiability 
of his beloved. If by moderate observations we tried, as is 
proper among good companions, to bring liim duly to qualify 
his assertion, it only made matters worse ; and Count Ilaugwitz, 
as well as I, were inclined at last to let the matter drop. When 
we had reached Mannheim, we occupied pleasant chambers 
in a respectable hotel, and after our fii’st dinner there during 
the dessert, at which the wine was not spared, Leopold chal- 
lenged us to drink to the health of his fair one, which was 
done noisily enough. After the glasses were drained, he cried 
out ; But now, out of goblets thus consecrated, no more drink- 
ing must be permitted ; a second health would be a profana- 
tion ; therefore, let us annihilate these vessels ! and with these 
words he dashed the wine-glass against the wall behind him. 
The rest of us followed his example ; and I imagined at the 
moment, that Merk pulled me by the collar. 

But youth still retains this trait of childhood, that it harbors 
no malice against good companions; that its unsophisticated 
good nature may be brushed somewhat roughly indeed, to be 
sure, but cannot be permanently injured. 
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The glasses thus proclaimed angelical had considerably 
swelled our reckoning, comforting ourselves, however, and 
determined to be merry, we hastened for Carlsruhe, there to 
enter a new circle, with all the confidence of youth and its 
freedom from care. There we found Klopstock, who still 
niaintaijied, with dignity, his ancient authority over disciples 
W'ho held him in reverence. I also gladly did homage to hint, 
so that when bidden to his court with the others, I probably 
conducted myself tolerably well for a novice. One felt, too, 
in a certain manner called upon to be natural and sensible at 
the same time. 

The reigning Margrave, highly honored among the German 
Sovereigns as one of their ])rincely seniors, but more especi- 
ally on account of the excellent aims of his government, was 
glad to converse about matters of political economy. The 
Margravine, active and well versed in the arts and various 
useful branches of loiowledge, was also pleased by some 
graceful speeches to manifest a certain sympathy for us ; for 
which we were duly grateful, though when at home we could 
not refrain from venting some severe remarks upon her miser- 
able i)aper-manufactory, and the favor she showed to the 
piratical bookseller Macklot. 

The circumstance, however, of importance for me, was, that 
the young duke of Saxe- Weimar had arrived here to enter 
into a foi*mal matrimonial engagement with his noble bride, 
the .princess Louisa of Hesse- Darmstadt ; President von 
Moser had already arrived on the same business, in order to 
settle this important contract with the court-tutor Count 
Gdrtz, and fully to ratify it. My conversations with both 
the high personages were most friendly, and at the farewell 
audience, they both made me repeated assurances tliat it 
would be pleasant to them to see me at Weimar. 

Some private conversations with Klopstock, won me by the 
friendliness they showed, and led me to use openness and can- 
dour with him. I communicated to him the latest scenes of 
Faust^ which he seemed to approve of. Indeed, as I afterwards 
learned, he had spoken of them to others with marked com- 
mendation, a thing not usual with him, and expressed a wish 
to see the conclusion of the piece. 

Our former rudeness, though sometimes as we called it, our 
genius-like demeanour, was kept in something like a chaste 
VOL. II. I 
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restraint in Carlsruhe, which is decent and almost holy 
ground. I parted from my companions, as I had resolved to 
take a wide round and go to Emmendingen, where my brother- 
in-law was high bailiff, I looked upon this visit to my sister 
as a real trial. I knew tliat her married life was unhappy, 
while there was no cause to find fault witli her, with lier hus- 
band, or with circumstances. She was of a peculiar nature, 
of which it is difficult to speak; we will endeavour, however, 
to set down here whatever admits of being described. 

A fine form was in her favor; but not so her features, which, 
although expressing clearly enough, goodness, intelligence, 
and sensibility, were nevertheless wanting in regularity and 
grace. 

Add to this, that a high and strongly arched forehead, ex- 
posed still more by the abominable fashion of dressing the 
hair back on the head, contributed to leave a certain unplea- 
sant impression, although it bore the best testimony to her 
moral and intellectual qualities. I can fiiney, that if after 
the modern fashion, she had suiToundcd the upper part of her 
face with curls, and clothed her temples and cheeks with 
ringlets, she would have found herself more agreeable beforo 
the mirror, without fear of displeasing others as well as her- 
self. Then there was the grave fault, that her skin was 
seldom clean, an evil which from her youth up, by some 
demoniacal fatality, was most sure to show itself on all festal 
occasions, and at concerts, balls, and other parties. 

In spite of these drawbacks she gradually made her way, 
however, as her better and nobler qualities showed themselves 
more distinctly. 

A firm character not easily controlled, a soul that sympa- 
thised and needed sympathy, a highly cultivated mind, fine 
acquirements and talents; some knowledge of languages and 
a ready pen — all these she possessed — so that if she had been 
more richly favored with outward charms, she would have 
been among the women most sought after in her day. 

Besides all this there is one strange thing to be mentioned : 
there was not the slightest touch of sensual passion in her 
nature. She had grown up with me, and had no other wish 
than to continue and pass her life in this fraternal union. 
Since my return from the Academy we had been inseparable ; 
with the inost unreserved confidence we shared all our thoughts,' 
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feelings, and humors, and even the most incidental and pass- 
ing impressions of every accidental circumstance. AVhen I 
went to Wetzlar, the loneliness of the house without me 
seemed insupportable ; my friend Schlosser, neither unknown 
nor repugnant to the good girl, stepped into my place. In 
him, lyifortunately, the brotherly aifection changed into a 
decided, and to judge from his strictly conscientious (jharacter, 
probably a first passion. Here there was found what people 
call as good a match as could be wished, and my sister, after 
having stedfastly rejected several good offers, but from 
insignificant men, whom she always had an aversion to, 
allowed herself to be, I may well say, talked into accepting 
him. 

I must frankly confess that I have frequently indulged in 
fancies about my sister’s destiny, I did not like to think of her 
as the mistress of a family, but rather as an Abbess, as the 
Lady Superior of some noble community. She possessed 
every requisite for such a high position, while she was want- 
ing in all that the w^orld deems indispensable in its members. 
Over feminine souls she always exercised an irresistible influ- 
ence ; young minds were gently attracted tow’ards her, and she 
ruled them by the spirit of her inward superiority. As she 
had in common with me an universal tolerance for the good, 
the human, with all its eccentricities, provided they did not 
amount to perversity, there was.no need for seeking to conceal 
from her any idiosyncrasy which might mark any remarkable 
natural talents, or for its owner feeling any constraint in her 
presence; hence our parties, as wo have seen before, were 
always varied, free, ingenuous, and sometimes perhaps bor- 
dering on boldness. My habit of forming intimacies with 
young ladies of a respectful and obliging nature, without 
allowing any closer engagement or relations to grow out of 
them, was mainly owing to my sister’s influence over me. 
And now the sagacious reader, who is capable of reading into 
these lines what does not stand written in them, but is never- 
theless implied, will be able to form some conception of the 
serious feelings with which I then set foot in Emmendingen. 

But at my departure, after a short visit, a heavier load lay 
on my heart, for my sister had earnestly recommended not to 
say enjoined me, to break off my connection with Lilli. Shfe 
herself had suffered much from a long-protracted engagemcci; 
i2 
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Schlosser, with his spirit of rectitude, did not betrotli himself 
to her, until he was sure of his appointment under the Grand 
Duke of Baden; indeed, if one would take it so, until he was 
actually appointed. The answer to his application, however, 
was delayed in an incredible manner. If I may express my 
conjecture on the matter, the brave Schlosser, able, man of 
business as he was, was nevertheless on account of his down- 
right integrity, desirable neither to the prinee as a servant, 
immediately in contact with himself, nor to the minister, who 
still less liked to have so honest a coadjutor near to him. 
His expected and earnestly desired appointment at Carlsruhe 
was never filled up. But the delay was explained to me, 
when the place of Upper Bailiff* in Emmendingen became 
vacant, and he was instantly selected for it. Thus an office 
•of much dignity and profit was now intrusted to him, for 
which he had shown himself fully competent. It seemed 
entirely suited to his taste, his mode of action, to stand here 
alone to act according to his own conviction, and to be held 
responsible for everything, whether for praise or blame. 

As no objections could be raised to his accepting this place, 
my sister had to follow him, not indeed to a Court-residence, 
as she bad hoped, but to a place which must have seemed to 
her a solitude, a desert ; to a dwelling, spacious to be sure, 
with an official dignity, and stately, but destitute of all chance 
of society. Some young ladies, with whom she had cultivated 
an early friendship, followed her there, and as the Gerock 
family was blessed with many daughters, these contrived to 
jstay with her in turn, so that, in the midst of such privation, 
she always enjoyed the presence of at least one long-trusted 
friend. 

These circumstances, the.se experiences, made her feel 
justified in recommending to me, most earnestly, a separation 
from Lilli. She thought it hard to take such a young lady 
(of whom she had formed the highest opinion) out of the 
midst of a lively, if not splendid circle, and to shut her up in 
x)ur old house, which, although very passable in its way, was 
not suited for the reception of distinguished society, sticking 
her, as it were, between a well-disposed, but unsociable, pre- 
cise, and formal father, and a mother extremely active in her 
domestic matters, who, after the household business of the 
day was over would not like to be disturbed over some 
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notable bit of work by a friendly conversation with forward 
and refined young girls. On the other hand, she in a lively 
manner set Lilli’s position before me; for, partly in my 
letters, partly in a confidential but impassioned conversation^ 
I bad told her everything to a hair. 

Unfortunately her description was only a circumstantial 
and well-meant completion of what a gossiping friend, in 
whom, by degrees, all confidence ceased to be placed, had 
contrived by mentioning a few characteristic traits to insi- 
nuate into her mind. 

I could promise her nothing, although I was obliged to 
confess that she had convinced me. I went on with that 
enigmatic feeling in my heart, with which passion always 
nourishes itself; for the Child Cupid clings obstinately to the 
garment of Hope, even when she is preparing with long steps 
to flee away. 

The only thing between this place and Zurich which I now. 
clearly remember, is the falls of the Rhine at Schalf hausen. 

A mighty cascade here gives the indication of the moun- 
tainous region which we designed to enter; where, each step 
becoming steeper and more difficult, we should have labori- 
ously to clamber up the heigths. 

The view of the lake of Zurich, which we enjoyed from the 
gate of the “ Sword,'" is still before me; I say from the gate 
of the tavern, for, without stopping to enter it, I hastened to 
Lavater. He gave me a cheerful and hearty reception, and 
was, I must confess, extremely gracious; confiding, con- 
siderate, kind, and elevating was his bearing, indeed, it would 
be impossible to expect anything else of him. His wife, with 
somewhat singular, but serene tenderly pious expression of 
countenance, fully harmonized, like everything else about 
him, with his way of thinking and living. 

Our first, and perhaps only theme of conversation, was his 
system of Physiognomy. The first part of this remarkable 
work, was, if I mistake not, already printed, or, at least, near 
its completion. It might be said to be at once stamped with 
genius and yet empirical; methodical, but still in its instances 
incomplete and partial. I was strangly connected with it, 
Lavater wanted all the world for co-operators and sym- 
pathizers. During his travels up the Rhine, he had portraits 
token of a great many distinguished men, in order to excite- 
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their personal interest in a work in which they wore to 
appear. He proceeded in the same way with artists; he 
caUed upon eyery one to send him drawings for illustrations. 
Tlie latter came, and many were not exactly suited for his 
purpose. So, too, he had copper-plates engraved in all parts, 
which seldom turned out characteristic copies. Much labor 
had been bestowed on his part; with money and exertions of 
all kinds an imporhint work was now ready, and full honor 
was done to Physiognomy. Eut when in a great volume, illus- 
trated by examples, Physiognomy, founded on doctrine, was 
to set up its claims to the dignity of science, it was found 
that not a single picture said what it ought to say ; all the 
plates had to be censured or to be taken with exceptions, 
none to be praised, but only tolerated ; many, indeed, were 
quite altered by the exphmations. For me, who in all my 
studies sought a firm footing before I went further, I had 
now to perform one of the most painful tasks which industry 
could be set to. Let the reader judge. The manuscript, with 
impressions of the plates inserted was sent to me at Frank- 
fort. I was authorized to strike out whatever displeased me, 
to chiinge and j)ut in what I liked. However I made a very 
moderate u.sc of thi.s liberty. In one instance he had intro- 
duced a long and violent piece of controversy against an 
unjust orator, which I h'ft out, and substituted a cheerful 
poem about nature ; for this he scolded me, but aft('rwards, 
when he had cooled down, approvc'd of what I had done. 

Whoever turns over the four volumes of Physiognomy, and 
(what he will not repent of) reads them, may conceive the 
interest there was in our interviews, during which, as most of 
the plates contained in it were already drawn and part of 
them had been engraved, we examined, and decided on those 
fit to be inserted in the work, and considered the ingenious 
means by which those, which did not exactly tally with its 
principles, might be made in.structive and suitable. 

Whenever at present I look tlnough the v'ork of I/avater, 
a strange comic, merry feeling conics over me ; it .seems as 
if I saw before me the shadows of men formerly known to 
me, over whom I once fretted, and in whom 1 find little 
sutisfiotion now. 

The possibility, however, of retaining in some .sort, much 
tluit otherwise would have been unsuitabh', was owing to the 
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Ine and decided talent of the sketcher and engraver, laps, 
[le was, in hict, bom for the free prosaic representation of 
:he actual, which was precisely the thing wanted in this case, 
ile worked under a singularly exacting physiognomist, and 
therefore was obliged to look sharj) to approximate to the 
demands of his master ; the clever peasant-boy felt the whole 
responsibility of working for a clerical gentleman from a city 
so highly privileged, and gave his best care to the b\isiness. 

Living in a separate house from my companions, 1 became 
every day more of a stranger to them, without the least un- 
pleasant feeling having arisen ; our rural excursions were no 
longer made together, although in the city wc still kej)! up 
some intercourse. With all the arrogance of young counts 
they had honored Lavater with a vi^it and appeared to the 
skilful physiognomist somewhat dijBPcrent from what they did 
to the rest of the world. He spoke to me about them, and I 
remember quite well, that, speaking of Leopold Stolberg, he 
exclaimed: “I know not w^hat you all mean; he is a noble, 
excellent youth, and full of talent; but you have described 
him to mo as a hero, as a Hercules, and I have never in my 
life seen a softer and more sensitive young man; nor, if need 
bo, one more easily influenced. I am still far from having 
formed a clear physiognomical judgment of him, but as for 
you and all the rest, you arc in a fog altogether.” 

Since Lavatcr's journey on the Lower Khine, the public 
interest in him and his physiognomical studies had greatly 
increased ; visitors of all sorts crowded upon him, so that he 
felt in some sort cmbaiTassed at being looked upon as the 
first of spiritual and intellectual men, and the chief point of 
attraction for strangers. Hence, to avoid envy and all un- 
pleasant feelings, he managed to remind and warn his visitors 
that they must treat other distinguished men with friendship 
and respect. 

In this especial regard u^as had to the aged Eodmek, and, 
accordingly, wc were compelled to visit liini and pay our 
youtliful respects to him. He lived on a hill, above the large 
or old town, which lay on the right bank, where the lake 
contracts its Avaters into the Limmat. We crossed tlie old 
town, and, by a path that became steeper and steeper, at last 
isccndcd the height behind the walls, where, between the 
brtifleatious and the old wall, a pkusnnt suburb had sprung 
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up, partly in continuous and partly in detached houses, with 
a half country look. The house where Bodmer had passed 
his whole life, stood in the midst of an open and cheerful 
neighbourhood, which, the day being beautiful and clear, we 
often paused on our road to survey with the greatest pleasure. 

We were conducted up a flight of .steps into a wainscoted 
chamber, where a brisk old man, of middle stature, eame to 
meet us. He received us with his usual greeting to young 
visitors ; telling us that we must consider it an act of courtesy 
on his part to have delayed so long his departure from this 
world in order that he might receive us kindly, form our 
acquaintance, refresh himself with our talents, and wish us 
joy ill our future career. 

We, on the other baud, congratulated him that, as a poet 
belonging to the patriarchal world, he had yet in the neigh- 
bourhood of the most highly cultivated city, possessed during 
his whole life a truly idyllic dwelling, and, in the high free 
air, liad enjoyed for so many long years such a wide and 
beautiful prospect to feed his eyes with unfading delight. 

It seemed anything but displeasing to the old man when 
we asked permission to take a view from his window of the 
neighbouring scenery ; and truly the prospect in the cheerful 
sunshine, and in the best season of the year, appeared quite 
incomparable. The prospect commanded much of the slope, 
from the great towm down to the water's edge, as well as 
the smaller town across the Limmat, and the whole of the 
fertile Sihl-feld, towards the west. Behind us, on the left, 
was a part of the lake of Zurich, with its bright rippled sur- 
face, and its shores endlessly varying with alternating hill 
and valley and height after height in greater variety than the 
eye could take in, which, dazzh d by this splendour, delighted 
to rest on the blue range of the loftier mountains in the 
distance, whose snowy summits mim has been so far inti- 
mate with as to give names to. 

The rapture of us young men at sight of the maiwellous 
beauty which, for so many years, had daily been before him, 
appeared to please the old poet; he became, so to speak, 
ironically sympathizing, and we parted the best of friends, 
but not before a yearning for those blue mountain heights 
had taken possession of our souls. 

Now I am on the point of leaving our worthy patriarch, I 
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remark, for the first time, that I have as yet said nothing of 
his form and countenance, of his movements, and his carriage 
and bearing. 

In general, I do not think it quite right for travellers to 
describe every distinguished man, whom they visit, as if they 
wanted to furnish materials for advertising a runaway. No 
one sufficiently considers that he has only looked at the great 
man during the moment of introduction, and then only in his 
own way; and that according to the circumstances of the 
moment the host may or not be what he seemed, proud or 
meek, silent and talkative, cheerful or morose. In this par- 
ticular case, however, I may excuse myself from the attempt, 
by saying that no verbal description of Bodmer’s venerable 
person would convey an adequate impression. Fortunately 
there exists a picture of him by Count von Bause, which per- 
fectly represents the man as he appeared to us, and, indeed, 
exactly preserves his peculiar penetrating and reflective 

A great, not indeed unexpected, but still highly coveted 
gratification awaited me in Zurich, where I m(d ray yoimg 
friend, Passavant. Of a respectable family of the reformed 
persuasion, and bom in my native city, he lived in Switzer- 
land, at the fountain-head of the doctrine which he was after- 
wards to proclaim as a preacher. With a frame not large, 
but active, his face and his whole manner promised a quick 
and agreeable resoluteness of character. His hair and beard 
were black, his eyes lively. On the whole, you saw in him a 
man of some sensitiveness, but of moderate energy. 

Scarcely had we embraced one another and exchanged the 
first greeting, when he immediately proposed to me to visit 
the smaller cantons. Having himself already walked through 
them with great delight, he wished, with the sight of them, to 
awaken my rapture and enthusiasm. 

While I was talking over, with Lavater, the most interest- 
ing and important points of oiu* common business, until we 
had nearly exhausted them, my lively fellow-travellers had 
already sallied forth in various directions, and, in their own 
fashion, had examined the country. Passavant, receiving and 
welcoming me with hearty friendship, believed that he had 
gained thereby a right to the exclusive possession of my 
society, and, therefore, in the absence of my companions, con- 
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trivcd to entice me to tlie mountams, the more easily, since I 
was decidedly inclined to accomplish the long desired ramble 
in quiet and at liberty to follow my own whims. Without 
further deliberation, therefore, wc stepped into a boat and 
sailed lip the glorious lake, on a fine clear morning. 

A poem inserted here may give the reader some intimation 
of those happy moments : 

New draughts of strength and youthful blood, 

From this free world Fve press'd; 

Here nature is so mild, so good— > 

Who clasps me to her breast. 

The billows rock our little boat, 

The oars in measure beat, 

The hills, while clouds around them float, 

Approach our barque to meet. 

Eye, mine eye, why sink’st thou mourning? 

Golden dreams, are ye returning? 

Though thou’rfc gold, thou dream, farewell ; 

Here, too, life and love can dwell. 

Countless stars arc blinking. 

In the waters here, 

On the mountains drinking 
Clouds of mist appear; 

Hound the cool bay flying. 

Morning breezes wake, 

Ripen’d fruits arc lying 
Mirror’d in the lake. 

We landed in Hichterswyl, where ivc had an introduction 
from Lavatcr to Doctor IIotze. As a physician, and a highly 
intelligent and benevolent man, he enjoyed great esteem in 
his immediate neighbourhood and in the whole country, and 
we can do no better honor to his memory than by referring to 
a passage in Lavater’s Physiognomy, which describes him. 

After a very hospitable entertainment, which he relieved 
with a highly agreeable and instructive conversation, describ- 
ing to us the next halting-places in our journey, we ascended 
the mountains which lay before us. When we ivere about to 
descend again into the vale of Schindellegi, wc tiumed romid 
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to take in once more the charming prospect over the lake of 
Zunch. 

Of my feelings at that moment some idea may be gathered 
from the following lines, which, just as I wrote them down, 
are still preserved in a little memorandum book ; 

Dearest Lilli, if I did not love thee, 

I should revel in a scene like this ! 

Yet, sweet Lilli, if I did not love thee, 

What were any bliss ? 

This little impromptu reads to me more expressive in its 
present context, than as it stands by itself in the printed col- 
lection of my poc'ins. 

The rough roads, which led to St. Mary’s hennitage, did 
not wear out our good spirits. A number of pilgrims, whom 
we had remarked below upon the lake, now overtook us and 
asked the aid of our jnayers in behalf of their pious object. 
AYc saluted tln'in and let them pass, and as they moved 
regularly with their hymns and prayers, they lent a charac- 
teristic graceful animation to tlie dreary heiglits. We saw 
li\'ingly marked out the serpentine path which we too had to 
travel, and seemed to be joyously following. The customs 
of the llomish church are altogether significant and imposing 
to the I’rotestant, inasmuch as he only recognises the inmost 
principle, by which they were first called forth, the human 
element by which they arc propagated from race to race ; 
thus })enctratiiig at once to the kernel, without troubling him- 
self, just at the moment with the shell, the rind, or even Avith 
the tree itself, its twigs, leaves, bark, and roots. 

We now saw rising a dreary, treeless vale, the splendid 
church, the cloister, of broad and stately compass, in the 
midst of a neat place of sojourn for a large and varied assembly 
of guests. 

The little church within the church, the former hermitage 
of the saint, inerusted with marble, and transformed as I’ar as 
possible into a regular chapel, was something new to me; 
something that I had not seen, this little vessel, surrounded 
and built over with pillars and vaults. It could not but 
excite sober thoughts to reflect how a single spark of good- 
ness. and of the fear of God, had here kindled a briglit and 
burning flame, so that troops of believers, never ceased to 
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make painful pilgrimages in order to light their little tapers 
at this holy fire. However the fact is to be explained, it 
plainly points at least to an unbounded craving in man, for 
equal light, for equal warmth, witli that which this old hermit 
cherished and enjoyed in the deepest feeling and the most 
secure conviction. We were shewn into the treasure chamber, 
which was rich and imposing enough, and offered to the 
astonished eye busts of the size of life, not to say colossal, of 
the saints and founders of different orders. 

A very different sort of feeling was awakened at the sight 
of a closet opening upon this. It was filled with antique 
valuables here dedicated and honored. My attention was 
fixed by various golden cro^vns of remarkable workmanship, 
out of which I contemplated one exclusively. It was a 
pointed crown, in the style of former days, such as one may 
nave seen in pictures on the heads of ancient queens, but of a 
most tasteful design and of highly elaborate execution. The 
colored stones with which it was studded were distributed 
over it or set opposite to each other, with great effeet and 
judgment; it was, in short, a work of that kind which one 
would pronounce perfect at the first glance, without waiting 
to bring out this impression by an appeal to the laws of art. 

In such cases, where the art is not recognised, but felt, 
heart and soul are turned towards the object, one would like 
to possess the jewel, that one might impart pleasure to others 
with such a gift. I begged permission to handle the little 
crown, and as I held it up respectfully in my hand, I could 
not help thinking that I should like to press it upon the 
bright, glittering locks of Lilli, lead her before the miiTor, 
and witness her own joy in it, and the happiness which she 
spread around her. I have often thought since, that this 
scene, if realized by a skilful painter, would be highly touch- 
ing and full of meaning. It were worth one’s while to be the 
young king to receive a bride and a new kingdom in this 
way. 

In order to show us all the treasures of the cloister, they 
led us into a cabinet of natural and artificial curiosities. I had 
then but little idea of the value of such things ; at that time 
geognosy, which is so commendable in itself, but which frit- 
ters away the impression produced by the earth’s beautiful 
surface on the mind’s eye, had not begun to entice me, still 
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lees had a fantastic geology entangled me in its labyrinths. 
Nevertheless, the monk who acted as our guide, compelled me 
to bestow some attention on a fossil, much prized as he said 
by connoisseurs, a small wild boar’s head well preserved in a 
lump of blue fuller’s clay, which, black as it was, has dwelt in 
my imagination ever since, lliey had found it in the country 
of Rappers wyl, a district which ever since the memory of man 
was so full of morasses, that it could well receive and keep 
such mummies for posterity. 

Far difierent attractions was presented to me by a copper- 
plate engraving of Martin Schon, which was kept under a 
glass frame, and represented the Assumption of the Virgin. 
True, only a perfect specimen could give an idea of the art of 
such a master ; but then we are so affected by it, as with the 
perfect in every branch of art, that we cannot get rid of the 
wish to possess something in some way bkc it, to be able con- 
stantly to repeat the sight of it, however long a time may 
intervene. Why should I not anticipate and confess here, 
that afterwards I could not rest until I had succeeded in 
obtaining an excellent copy of this plate. 

On the 16th of July, 1755 (for here I find a date first set 
down), we entered upon a toilsome journey; wild stony 
heights were to be surmounted, and that, too, in a perfect 
solitude and wilderness. At a quarter before eight in the 
evening, wc stood before the Schwyzer-IIaken, two mountain 
peaks which jut out boldly, side by side, into the sky. For 
the first time we found snow upon our path, where on the 
lagged rocks it had been hanging since the winter. A prim- 
eval forest, with its solemn awe, filled the immense valleys, 
into which we were about to descend. Refreshed, after a 
short rest, we sprang, with bold and light step, from cliff to 
cliff, from ledge to ledge, down the precipitous foot-path, and 
anived by ten o’clock at Schwyz. W'e had become at once 
weary yet cheerful, exhausted yet excited; we eagerly 
quenched our violent thirst, and felt ourselves still more 
inspired. Imagine the young man who but two years before 
had written Weriher, and his still younger friend who still 
earlier had read that remarkable work in manuscript, and had 
been strangely excited by it, had transported in some respect 
without their knowing it or wishing it, into a state of nature, 
tmd there in the consciousness of rich powers, vividly recall- 
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in^ past passions, clinginp^ to those of the present, shaping 
fruitless plans, rioting through the realm of frincy, and you 
will be able to form some conception of our situation then, 
which I should not know how to describe, if it did not stand 
written in my journal : “ Laughing and shouting lasted until 
midnight.” 

On the morning of the 1 7th, we saw the Schwyzer-Haken 
from our windows. Ai*oimd these vast and irregular natural 
pyramids, clouds rose upon clouds. At one in the afternoon 
we left Schwyz, on our way to the Rigi ; at two we w'ere on 
tlie Lawerzer lake, the sun shining brilliantly on it and on us 
all the wliilc. For sheer delight We saw nothing. Two stout 
maidens guided the boat ; that looked ])retty, and we made 
no objection. AVc arrived upon the island, on which they say 
once lived the former lord of the castle ; be this as it may, 
the hut of the anchorite has now planted itself amidst the 
ruins. 

We climbed the lligi ; at half-past seven we stood at the 
foot of the “ Mother of God” covered in snow; then passed 
the chapel and the nunnery, and rested at the hotel of the 
Ox. 

> On the 18th, Sunday morning early, we took a sketch of 
the chapel from the Ox. At tw^elve we went to Kalteiibad, or 
the fountain of the Three Sisters. By a quarter after two we 
had reached the summit ; we found ourselves in the clouds, 
this time doubly disagreeable to us, since they both hindered 
the prospect and drenched us with mist. But when, here and 
there, they opened and showed us, framed as it were by their 
ever-varying outline, a clear, majestic sim-lit world, with 
the changing scenes of a diorama, we no longer lamented 
these accidents ; for it was a sight wc had never seen before 
and should never behold again, and wc lingered long in this 
somewhat inconvenient position, to catch, through the chinks 
and crevices of the ever-shifting masses of cloud, some little 
point of sunny earth, some little strip of shore, or pretty nook 
of the lake. 

By eight in the evening we were back again at the door of 
the inn, and refireshed ourselves with baked frsli and eggs, 
and plenty of wine. 

As the twilight and the night gradually came on, our ears 
were filled with mysteriously harmonizing sounds; the twink- 
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ling of the chapel hells, the splashing of the fountain, the 
rustling of changeful breezes, with the horns of the foresters 
in the distance; — these were blest, soothing, tranquillising 
moments. 

At half-past six, on the morning of the 19th, first ascending 
then goiijg down by the Waldstilttcr Lake wc came to Fitz- 
nau ; from thence, by water, to Gersau. At noon, wc were 
in the hotel on the lake. About two o’clock we were oppo- 
site to Griitli, where the three Tells conspired ; then upon the 
flat rock where the hero sprang from his boat, and where the 
legend of his life and deeds is recorded and immortalized 
by a painting. At three we wore at Fliielcn, where he em- 
barked ; and at four in Altorf, where he shot the apple. 

Aided by this poetic thread one winds conveniently through 
the labyrinth of these rocky walls which, descending perpen- 
dicularly to the water, stand silently before us. They, the 
immovable, stand there as quietly as the side-scenes of a 
theatre ; success or failure, joy or sorrow, merely pertain to 
the persons who for the day successively strut upon the 
stage. 

Such reflections, however, were wholly out of the circle of 
the vision of the youths who then looked upon them ; what had 
recently passed had been dismissed from their thoughts, and 
the future lay before them as strangely inscrutable, as the 
mountain region which they were laboriously penetrating. 

On the 20th, we breakfasted at Amstag, where they cooked 
us a savoury dinner of baked fish. Here now, on this moun- 
tain ledge, where the Reuss, which was at all times wild 
enough, was rushing from rugged clefts, and dashing the cool 
snow-water over the rocky channels, I could not help enjoy- 
ing the longed-for opportunity and refreshing myself in the 
foaming waves. 

At three o’clock we proceeded onwards ; a row of sumpter- 
horses went before us, we marched with them over a broad 
mass of snow, and did not learn till afterwards, that it was 
hollow underneath. The snows of winter, that had depo- 
sited themselves here in a mountain gor^e, which at other 
seasons it was necessary to skirt circuitously, now furnished 
us with a shorter and more direct road. But the waters which 
forced their way beneath had gradually undermined the snowy, 
mass, and the mild summer had melted more and more of the 
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lower side of the vault, so that now, like a broad arched 
bridge, it formed a natural connection between the opposite 
sides. We convinced ourselves of this strange freak of nature 
by venturing more than half way down into the broader part 
of the gorge. As we kept ascending, we left pine forests in 
the chasm, through which the Rcuss from time to time 
appeared, foaming and dashing over rocky precipices. 

At half-past seven wc arrived at Wasen, where, to render 
palatable the red, heavy, sour Lombardy wine, we were 
forced to have recourse to water, and to supply, by a great 
deal of sugar, the ingredient which nature had refused to ela- 
borate in the grape. The landlord showed us some beautiful 
crystals ; but 1 bad, at that time, so little interest in the study 
of nature and such specimens, that I did not care to burden 
myself with these mountiiin products, however cheaply they 
might be bought. 

On the 21st, at half-past six, wc w’crc still ascending; the 
rocks grew more and more stupendous and awful ; the path 
to the 'renfelstein (Devifs Stone), from which we were to gain 
a view of the Devil's Bridge, was still more difficult. My 
companion being disposed for a rest, proposed me to sketen 
the most important views. My outlines were, perhaps, tole- 
rably successful, but nothing seemed to stand out, nothing to 
retire into the distance; for suih objects I had no language. 
We toiled on further ; the horrors of the wilderness seemed 
continually to deepen, pianos became hills, and hollows 
chasms. And so my guide conducted me to the cave or 
Unsern, through which I walked in somewhat of an ill humor; 
what we had seen thus far was, at any rate, sublime, this 
darkness took everything away. 

But the roguish guide anticipated the joyful astonishment 
which would overwhelm me on my egress, lliere the mode- 
rately foaming stream wound mildly through a level vale sur- 
rounded by mountains, but wide enough to invite habitation. 
Above the clean little village of Ursem and its church, which 
stood opposite to us on a level plot, rose a pine-grove which 
was held sacred, because it protected the inhabitants at its foot 
from the rolling of the avalanches. Here we enjoyed the' 
sight of long-missed vegetation. The meadows of the val- 
ley, just beginning to look green, were adorned along the 
river side with short willows The tranquillity was great ; 
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upon the level paths we felt our powers revive apaiii, and my 
fellow-traveller was not a little proud of the surprise which 
lie had so skilfully contrived. 

The meadows produce the celebrated Ursern cheese, and 
the youthful travellers, high in spirits, pronounced very 
tolerable wine not to be sm-passed in order to heighten their 
enjoi nidnt, and to give a more fantastic impulse to their pro- 
jects. 

On the 22nd, at half-past three, we left our quarters, that 
from the smooth Ursern valley we might enter ui)on the stony 
valley of Livincr. Here, too, wc at once missed all vegetation ; 
notliing was to be seen or heard but naked or mossy rocks 
covered with snow, fitful gusts blowing the clouds backwards 
and forwards, the rustling of waterfalls, the tinkling of sump- 
ter-horses in the depth of solitude, where we saw none coming 
and none departing. It did not cost tlie imagination much 
tf) sec dragons’ nests in the clefts. Hut, nevertheless, wc felt 
inspired and elevated by one of the most beautiful and pic- 
turesque waterfalls, sublimely various in all its rocky steps, 
which, being at this time of the year enriched by melted 
snows, and now half hidden by the clouds, now half revealed, 
chained us for some time to the spot. 

Finally, we came to little mist-lakes, as I might call them, 
since they were scarcely to be distinguished from the atmo- 
spheric streaks. Before long, a building loomed towards us 
out of the vapour : it was the Hospice, and we felt great 
satisfaction at the thoughts of sheltering ourselves under its 
hospitable roof. 
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Announced by the low barking of a little dog which ran out 
to meet us, we were cordially received at the door by an 
elderly but active female. She apologised for the iibsence 
of the Pater, who had gone to Milan, but was expected home 
that evening ; and immediately, without any more w^ords, set 
to work to provide for our comfort and wants. We were 
shown into a warm and s])acious room, where bread, cheese, 
and some passable wine were set before us, with the promise 
of a more substantial meal for our supper. The suqirise of the 
day was now' talked over, and my friend was not a little proud 
that all had gone off so well, and tliat wc had passed a day 
the iin])ressions of which neither poctiy nor prose could ever 
reproduce. 

At length with the twilight, which did not here come on till 
late, the venerable father entered the room, greeted his guests 
with dignity but in a friendly and cordial manner, and in a few' 
words ordered the cook to pay all possible attention to our wishes. 
When we expressed Uie wmrider we could not repress, that he 
could like to pass his life up here, in the midst of such a perfect 
wilderness, out of the reach of all society, he assured us that 
society was never w'anting, as our ow'ii welcome visit might 
testify. A lively trade, he told us, was kept up between Italy 
and Germany. This continual traffic brought him into rela- 
tion Avith the first mercantile houses, lie often wTiit down to 
Milan, and also to Lucerii, though not so frequently, from 
which place, however, the houses wdiich had charge of the 
posting on the main route, freipiently sent }’oung people to 
him, Avho, liere at the point of j)assage bctw'ccn the two coun- 
tries, required to be made accpiainted with all the circum- 
stances and cA'ents connected Avith such affairs. 

Amid such varied conATrsation tlie evening passed aAvay, 
and Ave slept a quiet night on someAvhat short sleeping-places, 
fastened to the wall, and more like shelves than bedsteads. 

Rising early, I soon found myself under the open sky, but 
in a narrow space surrounded by t:dl mountain-tops. I sat 
doAvn upon the foot-path Avhich led to Italy, and attempted^ 
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after the manner of dilettanti, to draw wliat could not be 
drawn, still less make a picture, namely, the neaiH'st moun- 
tain-tops, whose sides, with their white furrows and black 
ridges, were gradually made visible by the mi'lting of the 
snow. Nevertheless, that fruitless effort has impressed tlio 
imago indelibly on my memory. 

My companion ste])ped briskly up to me, and began; “ ''.Vhat 
say you of the story of our spiritual host, last evening? Have 
not you as well as myself, ft'It a desire to descend from tliis 
dragon's height into those charming regions below? A ram- 
ble through tliese gorges must be glorious Jind not very toil- 
some ; and when it ends wiili Bellinzona, what a pleasure tliat 
must be ! The words of the good father have again brouglit 
a living imago before my soul of the isles of the Lago Mag- 
giore. AVc have heard and seen so mueli of them since 
Keyssler’s travels, that I cannot resist the temptation.” 

“ Is it not so with you too?” lie resumed; “ you are sitting 
on exactly the rigid spot; I stood there once, but had not 
the courage to jump down. You can go on without cere- 
mony, wait for me at Airolo, I will follow witli tlic courier 
when I have taken leave of the good father and settled every- 
thing.” 

“Such an enterprise,” I replied, “so suddenly undertaken, 
does not suit me.” '•AVliat’s the use of deliberating so much ? ” 
cried lu; ; “ wc have money enough to get to Milan, where we 
shall find credit; through our fair, I know more than one mer- 
cantile friend tlicre.” He grew still more urgent. “Go!” 
said I, “ and make all ready for the departure, then we will 
decide.” 

In such moments it seems to me as if a man feels no reso- 
lution in himself, but is rather governed and determined by 
earlier impressions. Lombardy and Italy lay before me, 
altogether foreign land; while Germany, as a well-known 
dear home, full of friendly, domestic scenes, and where, let me 
confess it, — was that which had so long entirely enchained 
me, and on which my existence was centred, remained even 
now the most indispensable clement, beyond the limits of 
wliich I felt afraid to step. A little golden heart, wliich in 
my happiest hours, I had received from her, still hung love- 
warmed about my neck, suspended by the same ribbon to 
wliich she had tied it. Snatching it from my bosom, I loaded 

K 2 



132 TRUTH AND POETRY; FROM MY OWN LIFE. 

it with kisses. This incident gave rise to a poem, wliieh I 
here insert: — 

Hound my neck, suspended, as a token 
Of those joys, that swiftly pass’d away, 

Art thou here that thou may’st lengthen love’s short day, 
Still binding, when the bond of souls is broken ? 

Lilli, from thee I fly; yet I am doom'd to feel 
Thy fetters still. 

Though to strange vales and mountains I depart, 

Yes, Lilli's heart must yet remain 
Attached to my fond heart. 

Thus tile bird, snapping his string in twain, 

Seeks his wood, — his own, 

Still a mark of bondage bearing. 

Of that string a fragment w'earing. 

The old — the free-born bird — ^lie cannot be again, 

When once a master he has known. 

Seeing my friend with the guide, who carried our knapsack, 
come storming up the heights, I rose hastily and removed 
from the prc'cipice, w'here I had been watching his return, 
lest he should drag me down into the abyss with him. I also 
saluted the pious father, and turned, without saying a word, 
to the path by which we had come. My fripnd followed me, 
somewhat hesitating, and in spite of his love and attachment 
to me, kept for a long time at a distance behind, till at last 
a glorious waterfall brought us again together for the rest of 
our journey, and what had been once decidcxl, W'as from 
henceforth looked upon as the wisest and the best. 

Of our descent I will only remark that we now' found the 
snow-bridge, over which w'e had securely travelled with a 
heavy-laden train a few' days before, all fallen in, and that now, 
as w'e had to make a circuit round the opened thicket, w'e 
w'ere filled with astonislunent and admiration by the colossal 
fragments of that piece of natural architecture. 

My friend could not quite get over his disappointment at 
not returning into Italy; very likeljr he had thought of the 
plan some time before, and with amiable cunning had hoped 
to surprise me on the spot. On this account our return did 
not proceed so merrily as our advance ; but I was occupied all 
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the more constantly on my silent route, with tryinj^ to fix, at 
least in its more comprehensible and characteristic details, 
that sense of the sublime and vast, which, as time advances, 
usually grows contracted in our minds. 

Not without many both new and renewed emotions and 
reflectiwis did we pass over the remarkable heights about the 
Vierwaldstatter Lake, on our way to Kiissnacht, where Hav- 
ing lauded and pursued our ramble, w^c had to greet I'cirs 
chapel, which lay on our route, and to reflect upon that assas- 
sination which, in the eyes of the wdiole world, is so hcroical, 
patriotic, and glorious. So, too, w'c sailed over the Zugcr 
Lake, which w’c had seen in the distance as wt looked dowTi 
from Rigi. In Zug, I only remember some painted glass, 
inserted into the casement of a chamber of the inn, not large 
to be sure, but excelkait in its w'ay. Our route then led over 
the Albis into the Sihl valley, where, by visiting a young 
Hanoverian, Von Lindau, who delighted to live there in soli- 
tude, we sought to mitigate the vexation which he had felt 
some time before in Zurich, at our declining the offer of his 
company not in the most friendly or polite manner. The 
jealous friendship of the worthy Passavant was really th(^ 
reason of my rejecting the truly dear, but inconvenient presence 
of another. 

But Ix'fore we descend again from these glorious heights, 
to the lake and to'the pleasantly situated city, I must make 
one more remark upon my attempts to carry aw^ay some idea, 
of the country by drawing and sketching. A habit from 
youtL upw’ard of viewing a landscape as a picture, led me, 
whenever I observed any picturesque spot in the natural 
scenery, to try and fix it, and so to preserve a sure memorial 
of such moments. But having hitherto only exercised myself 
on confined scenes, I soon felt the incompetency of my art for 
such a world. 

The haste I w^as in at once compelled me to have recourse 
to*a singular expedient: scarcely had I noticed an interesting 
object, and with light and very sketchy strokes drawm the 
outlines on the paper, than I noted down, in words, the par- 
ticular objects which I had no time to catch and fill up with 
the pencil, and, by this means, made the scenes so thoroughly 
present to my mind, that every locality, whenever I afterwards 
wanted it for a poem or a story, floated at once before me and 
was entirely at my command. 
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On returning to Zurich, I found the Stolbergs were gone; 
their stay in this city hud been cut short in a singulai* 
manner. 

It must be confessed that travellers upon removing to a 
distance from the restraints of home, are only too apt to think 
they are stepping not only into an unknown, hut into a per- 
fectly free world ; a delusion which it was the more easy to 
indulge in at this time, as there was not as yet any passports 
to be (‘xaniined by the jmlice, or any tolls and such like checks 
and hindrances on the liberty of travidlcrs, to remind men 
that abroad they are subject to still worse and more painful 
restraints tlian at honu.. 

If the reader will only bear in mind this deeided tendency 
to realize the freedom of nature, he will be able to pardon the 
young spirits who regarded Switzerland as the very place 
in which to “ Idyllize ” the fresli independence of youtli. 
The tender poems of Gessner, as well as his charming sketches, 
seemed decidedly to justify this expectation. 

In fact, bathing in wide waters seems to be one of the best 
(pialifications for expressing such poetic talents. Upon om’ 
journey thus far, such natural exercises had not seemed 
exactly siutablo to modern customs, and we had, in some 
degree, abstained from them. Ihit, in Switzerland, the sight 
of the cool stream, — flowing, running, rushing, then gather- 
ing on the plain, and gradiuilly spreading out to a lake, — 
presented a temptation that was not to be resisted. I can 
not deny that I joined my companions in bathing in tlie clear 
lalic, but wo chose a spot far enough, as we supposed, from 
all human eyes. Hut naked bodies shine a good way, and 
whoever eham'cd to sec us doubtless took offence. 

The good innocent youths who thought it nowise shocking 
to see themselves half naked, like poetic shepherds, or entirely 
naked, like lieatlu-n deities, were admonished by their 
friends to leave off’ all such practices. They were given to 
understand that they were living not in primeval nature, but 
in a land where it was esteemed good and salutary to adhere 
to the old institutions and customs which had been handed 
down from the middle ages. They were not disinclined to 
acknowledge the propriety of all this, especially as the appeal 
was made to the middle ages, which, to them, seemed vener- 
able as a second nature. Accordingly, they left tjie more 
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public lake shores, but when in their walks through the 
mountains, they fell in with the clear, rustlinp;, reli'cshing 
streams, it seemed to them impossible, in the middle of July, 
to abstain from the refreshing exercise. Thus, on their wide 
sweeping walks, they came also to the shady vale, where the 
Sihl, streaming behind the Albis, shoots down to empty itself 
into the Limmat below Zurich. Far from every habiiation, 
and even from all trodden foot-paths, they thouglit there could 
be no objection here to their tlirowing off their clothes and 
boldly meeting the foaming waves. This was not indeed 
done without a shriek, without a wild shout of joy, (excited 
partly by the chill and partly by tlie satisfaction, by which 
they tho\ight to consecrate these gloomy, wooded rocks into 
an Idyllic scene. 

Hut, whether persons previously ill-disposed liad crept after 
them, or whether this poetic tumult called forth adversaries 
even in the solitude, cannot be determined. Suffico it to say, 
stone after stone was thrown at tliem from the motionless 
bushes above, whether by one or more, whether accidentally 
or purposely, they could not tcJl ; however, tliey thought it 
wisest to renounce the quickening element and look after 
their clothes. 

No one got hit; they sustained no injury but the moral one 
of surprise and chagrin, and full of young life as they were, 
they easily shook otf the recollection of this awkward affair. 

But the most disagreeable consequences fell upon Lavater, 
who was blamed for having given so friendly a welcome to 
such saucy youths, as even to have arranged walks with them, 
and otherwise to shew attention to persons whose wild, un- 
bridled, unchristian, and even heathenish habits, had caused 
so much scandal to a moral and well-regulated neighbour- 
hood. 

Our clever friend, however, who well knew how to smooth 
over such unpleasant occurrences, contrived to hush up this 
one also, and after the departure of these meteoric travellers, 
we found, on our return, peace and quiet restored. 

In the fragment of Werther’s travels, which has lately been 
reprinted in the sixteenth volume of my works, I have 
attempted to describe this contrast of the commendable order 
and legal restraint of Switzerland, with that life of nature 
which youth in its delusions so loudly demands. But, as 
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people generally are apt to take all that the poet advances 
without reserve for his decided opinions, or even didactic 
censure, so the Swiss were very much offended at the com- 
parison, and I, therefore, dropped the intended continuation, 
which was to have n'prcsc'iited, more or less in detoil, Wer- 
thcr’s progress up to the epoch of his sorrows, and which, 
therefore, would certainly have heen interesting to those who 
wish to study mankind. 

Arrived at Zurich, I devoted my time almost exclusively 
to Lavater, whose hospitality I again made use of. The Phy- 
siognomy, with all its portraits and monstrous caricatures, 
weighed heavily and with an cvcr-increasing load on the 
shoulders of the Avorthy man. Wc arranged all as well as we 
could under the circumstances, and I promised him, on my 
return home, to continue my assistance. 

I was led to give this promise by a certain youthful un- 
limited confidence in my owm quickness of comprehension, and 
still more by a feeling of my readiness of adaptation to any 
subject ; for, in truth, the w'ay in which Lavater dissected phy- 
siognomies w'as not at all in my vein. The impression wdiich at 
our first meeting, he had made upon me, determined, in some 
degree, my relation to him; although a general wish to oblige 
wdiich wus alw^ays strong, joined to the light-hcartedness of 
youth, had a great share in all my actions by causing me 
to see things in a certain twilight atmosphere. 

LavatcT’s mind was altogether an imposing one; in his 
society it w^as impossible to resist his decided influence, and 1 
had no choice but to submit to it at once and set to w'ork ob- 
serving foreheads and noses, eyes and mouths, in detail, and 
w'eighing their relations and proportions. My fellow observer 
did this fi*om necessity, as he had to give a perfect account of 
wduit he himself had discerned so clearly ; but to me it always 
seemed like a trick, a piece of espionage, to attempt to ana- 
lyse a man into his elements before his face, and so to get 
upon the track of his hidden moral peculiarities. I had more 
pleasure in listening to his conversation, in which he unveiled 
himself at will. And yet, I must confess, I always felt a 
degree of constraint in Lavater's presence ; for, while by his 
art of physiognomy, he possessed himself of our peculiarities, 
ho also made himself, by conversation, master of our thoughts, 
which, with a little sagacity, he w'ould easily guess from our 
variety of phrases. 
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He who feels a pregnant synthesis in himself, has poeu- 
liarly a right to analyse, since by the outward particulars he 
tests and legitimizes his inward whole. How Lavater ma- 
naged in such cases, a single example will suffice to show. 

On Sundays, after the sermon, it was his duty, as an eccle- 
siastic, ter hold the short- handled, velvet, alms- bag before eaelt 
one who went out, and to bless as he received the pious gift. 
Now, on a certain Sunday he proposed to himself, without 
looking at the several persons as they dropped in their offer- 
ings, to observe only their hands, and by them, silently, to 
judge of the forms of their owner. Not only the shape of the 
finger, but its pecidiar action iji dropping the gift, was atten- 
tively noted by him, and he had much to comniunicjite to me 
on the conclusions he had formed. How instructive and 
exciting must such conversations have been to one, who also 
was seeking to qualify himself for a painter of men ! 

Often in my jifter life had 1 occasion to think of Lavater, 
who was one of the best and worthiest men that I ever formed 
so intimate a relation with. These notices of him that I have 
introduced in this work were accordingly written at various 
times. Following our divergent tendencies, we gradually 
became strangers to each other, and yet I never could bring 
myself to part with the favorable idea which his worth had 
left upon my mind. In thought I often brought him before 
me, and thus arose these leaves, which, as they were writ- 
ten without reference to and independently of each other, 
may contain some repetitions, but, it is hoped, no contra- 
dictions. 


By his cast of mind, Lavater w'as a decided realist, and 
knew of nothing ideal except in a moral form ; by keeping 
this remark steadily in mind, you will most readily under- 
stand this rare and singular man. 

His Prospects of Eternity look merely for a continuance of 
the present state of existence, under easier conditions than 
those which we have now to endure. His Physiognomy rests 
on the con\iction that the sensible corresponds throughout 
with the spiritual, and is not only an evidence of it, but 
indeed its representative. 

The ideals of art found little favor with him, because with 
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his sharp look he saw too clearly the impossibility of sud 
conceptions ever being embodied in a living organization, am 
he therefore banished them into the realm of fable, and eve] 
of monstrosity. 

Ilis incessant demand for a realization of the ideal gaine( 
him the reputation of a visionai'y, although he maintained ant 
felt convinced that no man insisted more strongly on th( 
actual than he did; accordingly, ho never could detect th 
error in his mode of thinking and acting. 

Seldom has there been a man who strove more passlonatel; 
than he did for public recognition, and thus he was particu 
larly fitted for a teacher; but if all his labors tended to iht 
intellectual and moral improvement of others, this was by n( 
means their ultimate aim. 

To realize the character of Christ was what he had most a 
heart ; he^nce that almost insane zeal of his to have picturci 
of Christ draum, copied, moulded, one after jinother ; none o 
which, however, as to be expected, ever satisfied him. 

His writings are hard to understand, even now, for it is fix: 
from easy to penetrate into liis ixrecisc meaning. No oiu 
ever wrote so much of the times, and for the times, as Lava- 
ter ; his writings arc veritable journals, which in an especia 
manner recpiire to be explained by the history of the day: 
they, moreover, are written in the language of a coterie 
which one must first acquaint oneself with, before we car 
hold communion with tliem, otherwise many things will 
appear stupid and absurd even to the most intelligent reader, 
Indeed, olxjcctions enoiigli of the kind have been made against 
this author, both in his lifetime and since. 

Thus, for exam j)Ie, with our rage for dramatizing and repre- 
senting under this form all that struck us, and caring for 
no other, we once so warmed his brain with a dramatic 
ardour, tliat, in his Pontius Pilate^ he labored vexy hard to 
show that there is no more dramatic work than the Bible; 
and, especially, that the history of Clirist’s Passion must be 
regarded as the drama of all dramas. 

In this chapter, and indeed throughout the work, Lavater 
appears gi-eatly to resemble Father Abraham of Santa Clara ; 
for into this manner cveiy richly gifted mind necessarily fnlls 
who wishes to work upon his contemporaries. He must 
acquaint himself with existing tendencies and passions, with 
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the Speech and tciminology of the day, and adapt them to 
his ends, in order to approach the mass whom lie seeks to 
influence. 


Since Lavatcr took Christ literally, — as described by the 
Scriptures, and by most commentators, — he let this repi'csi'n- 
tation serve so far for the supplement of his own beinf^, that 
he ideally incorporated the God-maii into his own individual 
humanity, until he Anally was able to imagine himself melted 
into one and united with him, and, indeed, to have become 
the same person. 

This decidedly literal faith had also worked in him a per- 
fect conviction that miracles can be wrought to-day as well 
as heretofore. Accordingly, since in some important and 
trying cmcrgcncucs of his earlier days, ho had by means ot 
earnest and indeed violent prayer, succeeded in procuring an 
instantaneous and favorable turn of the impending eidamity, 
no mere cold objections of the reasoning intellect would make 
him for a moment waver in thi.s faith. Penetrated, more- 
over, by the idea of the greatness and excellence of Humanity 
as restored by Christ, and tlirough Him destined to a blissful 
immortality, but, at the same time, fully sensible of the mani- 
fold rccpiisitions of man's heart and mind, and of his insatiable 
Yearnings after knowledge, and, moreover, feeling in himself 
that desire of expanding himself into the inAnito to which the 
staiTy heavens seem s<j sensibly to invite us, ho wrote under 
these fecHiigs his Prospects of Eternity which must have 
appeared a very strange book indeed to the greater part of 
his contemporaries. 

All this striving, however, all wishes, all undertakings, 
were overborne by the genius for physiognomy, whieli nature 
had bestowed upon him. For, as the touchstone, by its 
blackness and peculiar roughness of sui-face, is eminently 
fitted to distinguish between the metals wliich are applied to 
it; so that pure idea of humanity, which Lavater carried 
within himself, and that sharp yet delicate gift of obser\'ation, 
which at first he exercised from natural impulse occasionally 
only and accidentally, but afterwards with deliberate reflection 
and regularly, qualified him in the highest degree to note the 
peculiarities of individual men, and to understand, distinguish, 
and express them. 
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Every talent which rests on a decided natural gift, seem 
from our inability to subordinate either it or its operations t 
any idea to have something of magic about it. And, in trutl 
Lavater’s insight into the characters of individuals surpassei 
all conception ; one was utterly amazed at his remarks, whei 
in couhdeuce we were talking of this or that person ; nay, i 
was frightful to live near a man who clearly discerned th( 
nicest limits by which natiu*e had been pleased to modify aiK 
distinguish our various personalities. 

Every one is apt to believe that what he possesses himsel 
may be communicated to others; and so Lavater was no 
content to make use of this great gift for himself alone, bu 
insisted that it might be found and called forth in others, na] 
that it might even be imparted to the great mass. The main 
dull and malicious misinterpretations, the stupid jests ii 
abundance, and detracting railleries, this striking doctrin( 
gave rise to, may still be remembered by some men; how 
ever, it must be owned that the worthy man himself was no 
altogether without blame in the matter. For though a higl 
moral sense preserved the unity of his inner being, yet, wit! 
his manifold labors, he was unable to attain to outward unity 
since he did not possess the slightest capacity for philo- 
sophical method, nor for artistic talent. 

He was neither Thinker nor Poet; indeed, not even ai 
orator, in the proper sense of the term. Utterly unable U 
take a comprehensive and methodical view, he neverthelesj 
formed an unerring judgment of individual cases and these hi 
noted down boldly side by side. His great work on Phy- 
siognomy is a striking proof and illustration of this. In him- 
self, the idea of the moral or of the sensual man might form £ 
whole ; but out of himself he could not represent this idea 
except practically by individual cases, in the same way as h( 
himself had apprehended them in life. 

That very work sadly shows us how in the commonesi 
matter of experience so sharp-sighted a man, may go groping 
about him. For after spending an immense sum and employ- 
ing every artist and botcher living, he procured at last draw- 
ings and engravings, which were so far without character, 
that he is obliged in his work to say after each one that it is 
more or less a failure, unmeaning and worthless. True, by 
this means, he sharpened his own judgment, and the judg- 
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ment of others ; but it also proves that his mental bias led 
him rather to heap up cases of experience, than to draw from 
them any clear and sober principle. For this reason he never 
could come to results, though I often pressed him for them. 
What in later life he confided as such to his friends, were 
none to me ; for they consisted of nothing more than a col- 
lection of certain lines and features, nay, warts and freckles, 
with which he had seen certain moral, and frequently im- 
moral, peculiarities associated. There were certainly some 
remarks among them that surprised and riveted your atten- 
tion ; but they fonned no scries, one thing followed another 
accidentally, there was no gradual advance towards any 
gene-ral deductions and no reference to any principles pre- 
viously established. And indeed there was just as little of 
literary method or artistic feeling to be found in his other 
writings, which invariably contained passionate and earnest 
expositions of his thoughts and objects, and supplied by the 
most affecting and appropriate instances, what they could 
not accomplish by the general conception. 

The following reflections, as they refer to those circum- 
stances, may be aptly introduced here. 

No one willingly concedes superiority to anotlier, so long as 
he can in any way deny it. Natural gifts of every kind can 
the least be denied, and yet by the common mode of speaking 
in those times, genius was ascribed to the poet alone. But 
another wmrld seemed all at once to rise up; genius wms 
looked for in the physician, in the general, in the statesman, 
and before long, in all men, who thought to make themselves 
eminent cither in theory or practice. Zimmerman, especially, 
had advanced these claims. Lavater, by his views of Phy- 
siognomy, was compelled to assume a more general distribu- 
tion of mental g^fts by nature; the word genius became a 
universal symbol, and because men heard it uttered so often, 
they thought that what was meant by it, was habitually at 
hand. But then, since every one felt himself justified in 
demanding genius of others, he finally believed that he also 
must possess it himself. The time was yet far distant when 
it could be affirmed, that genius is that power of man wliich 
by its deeds and actions gives laws and rules. At this time 
it was thought to manifest itself only, by overstepping exist- 
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ing laws, breaking established rules, and declaring itself ab 
all restraint. It was, therefore, an easy thing to be a gen: 
and nothing was more natural than that extravagance botl 
word and deed should provoke all orderly men to opp 
themselves to such a monster. 

When anybody rushed into the world on foot, with 
exactly knowing why or whither, it was called a pass 
genius; and when any oiui undei-took an aimless and n 
less absurdity, it was a stroke of genius. Young men, of vi 
cious and true talents, too often lost themselves in the lin 
less ; and then older men of understanding, wanting perh; 
in talent and in soul, found a most malicious gratification 
cx])osing to the public gaze, their manifold and ludiert 
miscarriages. 

For my part, in the development and the expression of 
own ideas, I perhaps experienced lar more hindrance i 
chetiks from the false co-operation and interference of ■ 
like-miTided, than by the opposition of those whose turn 
mind was directly contrary to my own. 

With a strange rapidity, words, epithets, and phras 
which have once been cleverly employed to disparage i 
highest intellectual gifts, spread by a sort of mechanical re] 
tition among the multitude, and in a short time they arc 
be heard everywhere, even in common life, and in the mou 
of the most uneducated ; indeed before long they even cr( 
into dictionaries. In this way the word genius had suffci 
so much from misrepresentation, that it was almost desii 
to banish it entirely from the German language. 

And so the Gennans, with whom the common voice is m( 
apt to ])rcvail than with other nations, would perhaps lu 
sacrificed the fairest flower of speech, the word which, thou 
apparently foreign, really belongs to cvejy people, had i 
the sense for what is highest and best in man, been happ 
restored and solidly established by a profounder philosophy 

In the preceding pages mention has been frequently ms 
of the youthful times of two men, whose memory will nc' 
fade from the history of German literature and morals, 
this period, however, we came to know them as it were oi 
by the errors into which they were misled by a false max 
which prevailed among their youthful contemporaries. Ts 
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tiling, therefore, can be more proper than -with due apprc'cia- 
tion and respect to paint their natural form, their iieeuliar 
individuality, just as it appeared at that time, and as their 
immediate presence exhibited itself to the penetrating eye 
of Lavatcr. Consi'quently, since the heavy and exjuaisive 
volumes of the great work on Physiognomy are prol)ably 
accessible* to a few only of our readers, 1 have no scruole in 
inserting here the remarkable passages of tliat work, wliich 
refer to both the Stolbergs, in the second part and its thirtieth 
fragment, page 224 : 

“ The young men, whose portraits and profiles we have 
here before us, arc the first num who over sat and stood to 
me for jihysiognomieal descrii)tion, as another would sit to a 
painter for his portrait. 

“ I knew them before, the noble ones — and I made the 
first attempt, in accordance with nature and with all my pre- 
vious knowledge, to observe and to describe their character. 

“ Here is the description of the whole man. — 

FIRST, OF THE YOUNGER. 

“ See the blooming youth of 25 ! the lightly -floating, buoy- 
ant, elastic creature! it does not lie; it does not stand; it 
does not lean ; it does not fly; it floats or swims. Too full of 
life, to rest ; too supple to stand firm ; too heavy and too weak, 
to fly. 

“ A floating thing, then, which does not touch the earth! In 
its whole contom' not a single slack line ; but on the other hand 
no straight one, no tense one, none firmly arched or stiffly 
curved ; no sharp entering angles, no rock-like projection of the 
brow; no hardness; no stiflimss; no defiant roughness; no 
threatening insolence; no iron will — all is elastic, Avinning, 
but nothing iron; no stedfast and searching profundity; no 
slow reflection, or prudent thoughtfulness; nowhere the rea- 
soner witli the scales held firmly in the one hand, and the 
sword in the other; and yet not the least formality in look or 
judgment ! but still the most perfect straight-forwardness of 
intellect, or rather the most. immaculate sentiment of truth! 
Always the inward feeler, never the deep thinker ; never the 
discoverer, the testing unfolder of truth so quickly seen, so 
quickly known, so quickly loved, and quickly gnusped. . . . 
Perpetual soarer, a seer; idealizer; beautifier; — that gives a 
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sha])e and form to all his ideas ! Ever the half- intoxicate 
poet, seeing oiily what he will see ; — not the sorrowfully hn 
guishing; not tlie sternly crushing; but the lofty, nobf 
powerful! w'ho with ‘thirst for the sun’ (^Soimendiirsf), hovei 
to and fro in the regions of air, strives aloft, and again- 
sinhs not to earth! but throws himself headlong to eartl 
bather in the floods of the ‘ Rock-stream’ [Fehemtrom), an 
cradles himself ‘ in the thunder of the echoing rocks arounc 
i^hn Bonner dcr ludlcnden Felsen nmher). llis glance — nc 
the fire-glance of the eagle! Ilis brow and nose — not tli 
courage of the lion! his breast — not the stedfastness of th 
steed that neighs for battle ! In the whole, how’cver, there : 
much of the tearing activity of the elephant .... 

“ The projecting upper lip slightly drawn up towards th 
over-hanging nose, which is neither sliarply cut, nor angulu] 
evinces, 'wdth such a closing of the mouth, much taste an 
sensibility; while the lower part of the face bespeaks muc 
sensuality, indolence, and thoughtlessness. The wliole outlin 
of the profile show's openness, honesty, humanity, but at th 
same time a liability to be led astray, and a high degree ( 
that good-hearted indiscretion, wdiich injures no ‘one but hiir 
self. The middle line of the mouth bespeaks in its repos( 
a downright, planless, weak, good-natured disposition ; whe 
in motion, a tender, finely-feeling, exceedingly susceptibh 
benevolent, noble man. In the arch of the eyelids, and i 
the glance of the eyes, there sits not Homer, but the deepesi 
most thorough, and most quick feeling, and comprehension c 
Homer; not the epic, but the lyric poet; genius, which fuses 
moulds, creates, glorifies, hovers, transforms all into a hcroi 
form — which deifies all. The half-closed eyelids, from sue 
an arch, indicate the keenly sensitive poet, rather than th 
slowly laboring artist, W'ho creates after a plan ; the whimsica 
rather than the severe. The full face of the youth is muc, 
more taking and attractive*, than the somewhat too loose, to 
protracted half- face; the fore-part of the face in its slight 
est motion, tells of a higlily sensitive, thoughtful, inventive 
untaught, inward goodness, of a softly tremulous, WTong 
abhorring love of liberty — an eager vivacity. It cannot con 
ccal from the commonest observer the slightest impressioi 
W'hich it receives for the moment, or adopts for ever. Ever 
object, which nearly concerns or interests him, drives th( 
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Wood into the cheeks and nose; where honor ia concerned, 
the most maidenly blush of shame spreads like lightning over 
the delicately sensitive skin. 

“ The complexion is not the pale one of all-creating, ftll-con- 
suming genius ; not the wildly glowing one of tluj contemp- 
tuous destroyer; not the milk-white one of the blond; not 
the olive* one of the strong and hardy; not the brownish one 
of the slowdy plodding peasant; but the white, the red, and 
the \iolct, running one into another, and so expressively, and 
so happily, blended together like the strength and weakness 
of the whole character. The soul of the whole and of each 
single feature is freedom, and elastic activity, which springs 
forth easily and is as easily repulsed. The whole fore-face and 
the way the head is carried, promise magnanimity and upright 
cheerfulness. Incorruptible sensibility, delicacy of taste, purity 
of mind, goodness and nobleness of soul, active power, a feel- 
ing of strength and of weakness, shine out so transparently 
through the whole face, that what w’cre otherwise a lively 
Sqlf- complacency dissolves itself into a noble modesty, and 
most artlessly and unconstrainedly the natural pride and vanity 
of youth melt with the loveliness of twilight into the easy 
majesty of the whole man. The whitish hair, the length and 
awkwardness of form, the softness and lightness of step, the 
hesitating gait, the flatness of the breast, the fair unfiirrow’cd 
brow, and various other features spread over the whole man a 
certain feminine air, by which the inward quickness of action 
is moderated, and every intentional offence and every mean- 
ness made for ever impossible to the heart; but at the same 
time clearly evincing that the spirited and fiery poet, wdth all 
his unafiected thirst for freedom and for emancipation, is 
neither destined to be a man of business, thoroughly persist- 
ent, who steadily and resolutely carries out his plans, or to 
become immortal in the bloody strife. And now, in conclu- 
sion, I remark, for the first time, that I have as yet said 
nothing of the most striking traitr— the noble simplicity, free 
from all affectation ! Nothing of his childlike openness of heart ! 
Nothing of the entire unconsciousness of his outward nobility ! 
Nothing of the inexpressible honhommie with which he accepts 
and bears reproaches or warnings, nay, even accusations and 
wrongful charges. 

“ But who can find an end, who will undertake to tell all 
VoL. II. L 
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that he sees or feels in a good man, in whom there is so much 
pure humanity?” 

DESCRIPTION OF THE ELDER STOLBERO. 

“ What I have said of the younger brother — liow much of 
it may be said also of the elder! The principal tiling I have 
to remark is the following: — 

“ This figure and this character arc more compact and less 
diffuse than the former. There all was longer or flatter ; here 
all is shorter, broader, more arched, and rounded; there all 
was vague; here everything is more precise and sharply 
defined. So the brow; so the nose; so the breast: more 
compressed, more active, less diffuse, more of concen- 
trated life and power! For the rest, the same amiableness 
and honhommie! Not that striking openness, rather more of 
reserve, but in principle, or rather in deed, the same honora- 
ble tone. The same invincible abliorrence of injustice and 
baseness; the same irreconcilable hatred of all that is called 
cunning and trickery; tlie same unyielding o])position to 
tyranny and despotism; the same pure, incorruptible sensi- 
bility to all that is noble, and great, and good; the same 
need of friendship and of freedom, the same sensitiveness and 
noble thirst for glory ; the same catholicity of heart for all 
good, wise, sincere, and energetic men, renowned or unre- 
uowned, known or misunderstood, — and the same light-hearted 
inconsideratenesfl. No! not exactly the same, 'fhe face is 
sharper, more contracted, firmer; has more inward, self- 
developing capacity for business and practical counsels; more 
of enterprising spirit — wliicli is shown especially by the 
strongly prominent and fully iminded bones of the eye- 
sockets. Not the all-blending, rich, pure, lofty poet's feeling 
— not the ease and rapidity of the productive jiower which 
marks tire other — but yet he is, and that in profounder depths, 
vivacious, upright, ardent. Not the airy genius of light float- 
ing away in the raoniing i*ed of heaven, and fasliioning huge 
shapes therein — but more of in ward power, tliough perhaps less 
of expression ! more powerful and tenible — less of elegance 
and finish; though his pencil nevertheless wants neither 
coloring nor enchantment. More wit and riotous hmnoi; 
droll satire; brow, nose, look — all so downward, so over- 
hanging— decidedly what it should be for original and all- 
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A'nlivening wit, which docs not gather from without, but 
brings forth Ifom within. Above all in this character every 
trait more prominent, more angular, more aggressive, iiku’c 
storming! No passive dullness, no relaxation, except in the 
sunken eyes, where, as well as in the brow and nose, pleasure 
evidently sits. In all besides — and even in this very brow, 
this concentration of all — in this look indeed — there is an unmis- 
takable expression of natural, unacquired greatness ; strength, 
impetuosity of manliness; constancy, simplicity, precision!'’ 

After having in Darmstadt conceded to Merk the justice of 
his opinions mid allowed him to triumph, in his having predicted 
my speedy separation I’rom these gay companions, I found 
myself again in Frankfort, well received by every one, 
including my father, although the latter could not conceal liis 
disappointment that I had not descended by the pass to Airolo, 
and announced to him from Milan my arrival in Italy, All 
this was expressed by liis silence rather tlian his words; but 
above all he did not show the slightest sympathy with those 
wild rocks, those lakes of mist, and dragons’ nests. 

At last, however, by an incidental remark, by no means 
intended for a reproach, he gave me to understand how little 
all such sights w'ore worth : he who has not seen Naples, he 
observed, has livt'd to no end. 

On my return I did not, I could not, avoid seeing Lilli ; the 
position we inaintiiined towards each other was tender and 
considerate. I was informed that they had fully convinced 
her in my absence, that she must break off her intimacy with 
me, and that this was the more necessary and indeed more 
practicable, since by my journey and voluntary absence, I had 
given a sufficiently clear intimation of my own intentions. 
Nevertheless, the same localities in town and country, the same 
friends, confidentially ajcquainted with all the past, could 
scarcely be seen without emotion by either of us— still mid 
for ever lovers, although drawn apart in a mysterious way. 
It w'as an accursed state, which in a ceitain sense resembled 
Hades, or the meeting of the happy with the unhappy 
dead. 

There were moments when departed days seemed to revive* 
hut instantly vanished again, like ghosts. 

Some kind people luid told me in confidence, that Lilli, 

L 2 
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when all the oostaclcs to our union were laid before her, had 
declared that for my love she was ready to renounce all pre- 
sent ties and advantages, and to go with me to America. 
America was then perhaps, still more than now, the Eldorado 
of all who found themselves crossed in the wishes of the 
moment. 

But the very thing which should have animated my hopes, 
only depressed them the more. My handsome paternal house, 
only a few hundred steps from hers, offered certainly a more 
tolerable and more attractive habitation than an uncertain and 
remote locality beyond the ocean; still I do not deny, that in 
her presence all hopes, all wishes sprang to life again, and 
irresolution was stirring within me. 

True, the injunctions of my sister were very peremptory and 
precise ; not only had she, with all the shrewd penetration of 
which she was mistress, explained the situation of things to 
me, but she had also, with painfully cogent letters, harped 
upon the same text still more powerfully. “ It were very 
well,” said she, “ if you coidd not help it, then you would 
have to put up with it ; such things one must suffer but not 
choose y Some months passed away in this most miserable of 
all conditions ; every circumstance had conspired against the 
union; in her alone I felt, I knew, lay the power which 
could have overcome every difficulty. 

Both the lovers, conscious of their position, avoided all soli- 
tary interviews ; but, in company, they could not help meet- 
ing in the usual formal way. It Avas now that the strongest 
ti’ial was to be gone tlwough, as every noble and feeling soul 
will acknowledge, when I have explained myself more fully. 

It is generally allowed, that in a new acquaintance, in the 
formation of a new attachment, the lover gladly draws a veil 
over the past. Growing affection troubles itself about no 
antecedents, and as it springs up like genius with the rapidity 
of lightning, it knows nothing either of past or future. It is 
true, my closer intimacy with Lilli had begun by her telling 
me the story of her early youth : how, from a child up, 
she had excited in many both a liking and devotion to herself, 
especially in strangers visiting her father’s gay and lively 
house, and how she had found her pleasure in all this, though 
it had been attended with no further consequences and h^ 
lead to 00 permanent tie. 
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True, lovers consider all that they have felt before only as 
preparation for their present bliss, only as the foundation on 
which the structure of their future life is to bo reared. Past 
attachments seem like spectres of the night, which glide 
away before the break of day. 

But what occurred ! The fair came on, and with it appeared 
the whole swarm of those spectres in their reality; all the 
mercantile friends of the eminent house came one by one, and 
it was soon manifest that not a man among them was willing 
or able wholly to give up a certain claim to the lovely 
daughter. The yomiger ones, without being obtrusive, still 
seemed to claim the rights of familiar friends ; the middle- 
aged, with a certain obliging dignity, like those who seek to 
make themselves beloved, and who in all probability might 
come forward with higher claims. There were fine men 
among them, with the additional recommendation of a sub- 
stantial fortune. 

The older gentlemen, with their uncle's ways and manners, 
were altogether intolerable ; they could not bridle their hands, 
and in the midst of their disagreeable twaddle would demand 
a kiss, for which the check was not refused. It was so natural 
to her, gracefully to satisfy every one. The conversation, too, 
excited many a painful remembrance. Allusion was constantly 
made to pleasiire parties by water and by land, to perils of all 
kinds with their happy escapes, to balls and evening prome- 
nades, to the amusement afforded by ridiculous wooers, and 
to whatever could excite an unconffortable jealousy in the 
heart of an inconsolable lover, who had, as it were, foi a long 
time drawn to himself the sum of so many years. But amid 
all this crowd and gaiety, she did not push aside her friend, 
and when she turned to him. she contrived, in a few words, 
to express all the tenderness which seemed allowable to their 
present position. 

But let us turn from this torture, of which the memory even 
is almost intolerable, to poesy, which afforded, at least, an 
intellectual and heartfelt alleviation of my sufferings. 

“ Lilli's Menagerie" belongs somewhere to this period ; I 
do not adduce the poem here, because it does not reveal the 
softer sentiment, but seeks only, with genial earnestness, to 
exaggerate the disagreeable, and by comical, and provoking 
images, to change renunciation into despair. 
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following song expresses rather the sweeter side of that 
misery, and on that account is here inserted : 

Sweetest roses, ye arc drooping, 
liy iny love ye were not worn ; 

lllooin for one, who past all hoping, 

Feels his soul by sorrow tom. 

Oh, the days still live in thought, love. 

When to thee, iny angel, bound; 

I my gardc'n early sought, love, 

And for thee the young buds found. 

All the flowers and fruits I bore thee, 

And I cast them at thy feet ; 

As I proudly stood before thee, 

Then my heart with hope woidd beat ! 

Sweetest roses, ye are drooping, 

By my love ye were not worn ; 

Bloom for one, who past all hoping, 

Feels his soul by sorrow torn. 

The opera of “ and Elvira^' was suggested by the 
pretty little romaunt or ballad introduced by Goldsmith in his 
“ Vicar of Wakefeldf which had given us so much pleasure 
in our happiest days, when we never dreamed that a similar 
fate awaited us. 

I have already introduced some of the poetical productions 
of this epoch, and 1 only wish they had all been preserved. 
A never failing excitement in the happy season of love, 
heightened by the beginning of care, gave birth to songs, 
wliich throughout expressed no overstrained emotion, but 
alw'ays the sincere feeling of the moment. From social songs 
for festivals, down to the most trifling of presentation- verses 
I — ^all was living and real and what a refined company had 
sympathized in; first glad, then sorrowful, till finally there 
was no height of bliss, no depth of woe, to which a strain was 
not devoted. 

All these internal feelings and outward doings, so far as 
they were likely to vex and pain my father, were by my 
mother’s bustling prudence skilfully kept from him. Although 
his hope of seeing me lead into his house, that first one (wh» 
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had 80 fully realised his ideas of a daughter-in-law) had 
died away, still this “state-lady,” as he used to call her in 
his confideutuil conversations with his wife, would never 
suit him. 

Nevertheless he let matters take their course, and diligently 
occupied himself with his little (Jhaucery, The young juristic 
friend, as well as the dexterous amanuensis, gained contiiundly 
more and more of influence under his Arm. As the absentee 
was now no longer missed there, they let me take my own 
way, and sought to establish themselves flrmly upon a ground 
on wliieli I was not destined to thrive. 

Fortunately my own tend(‘ncies corresponded with the 
sentiments and wishes of my father. He liad so great an 
id(*i of my ])oetic talents, and fidt so piTsonal a pleasure in 
the ap])laus(^ which my earliest etforts had obtained, that he 
often talked to me on the subject of new and fnrtlier attempts. 
On tlie other hand, 1 did not venture to communicate to him 
any of these' social effusions and poems of })assion. 

As, in (fOtz von BcrUchin<jvn, I had in my own way mir- 
rored forth the image of an important epoch of the world, I 
now again carefully looke'd round for another crisis in political 
history of similar inten'st. Accordingly the Kevolt of the 
Netherlands attracted my attention. In Gdtz, I had depicted 
a man of parts and energy, sinking under the delusion that, 
in time's of anarchy, ability and honesty of purpose must have 
their >veight and influence. The design of Fgmont was to 
shew that the most flrmly established institutions cannot 
maintain themselves against a ])owerful and shrewdly cal- 
culating Despotism. I had talked so earnestly with my 
father about Avlnit the piece ought to be, and what I ^vanted 
to do, that it Inspired him wdth an invincible desire to see 
the plan which I had already worked out in my head, fairly 
set down on paper, in order to its being printed and admired. 

In earlier times, while I still hoped to gain Lilli's hand, I 
had applied mysc'lf with the utmost diligence to the study 
and practice of legal business, but now 1 sought to fill the 
fearful gulf which separated me from her, witli occupations 
of more intellect and soul. I therefore set to work in ('arnest 
with the composition of Egmont. Unlike the first Gotz von 
Berlichingen, however, it Avas not Vritten in succession and 
in order; but immediately after the first introduction I went 
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at once to tlie main scenes without troubling myself about 
the various connecting links. I made rapid progress, because 
my father, knowing my fitful way of working, spurred me on 
(literally and without exaggeration) day and night, and seemed 
to believe that the plan, so easily conceived, might as easily 
be executed. 
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And sol g;ot on rapidly with my Egmont and while I 
found in this some alleviation of my wounded pas.sion, the 
society of a clever artist also helped me through many weari- 
some hours. And thus, as had often before been the case, a 
vague desire of practical improvement brought me a secret 
peace of mind, at a time when it could scarcely be hoped for. 

John Melchiok Khaus, who had been born at Frank- 
fort, but educated in Paris, having just returned from a short 
tour to the north of Germany, paid me a visit, and I imme- 
diately felt an impulse and a need to attach myself to him. 
He was a cheerful merry fellow, Mdiosc light joyous disposition 
had found its right sphere in Paris. 

At that time Paris promised a pleasant welcome for Ger- 
mans; Philip Hackert was residing there in credit and 
opulence ; the true German style in which, both in oil and 
water-colors, he faithfully excuted landscapes after nature, 
met with great favor, as contrasted with the formal “man- 
nerimi' into which the French had fallen, Wille, in high 
esteem as a copperplate engraver, supported and made Ger- 
man excellence more widely known. Grimm, already an 
artist of some influence, rejoiced to help his countrymen. 
Pleasant excursions, in order to take original sketches from 
nature were constantly undertaken, in which much of un- 
doubted excellence was either executed or designed. 

Boucher and Watteau, both of them artists born, whose 
works, though fluttering in the style and spirit of the time, 
were always highly respectable, were favorably inclined to 
the new school, and even took an active part in their excur- 
sions, though only for the sake of amusement and experiment. 
Greuze, living quietly by himself in his family circle, and 
fond of representing such domestic scenes, seemed delighted 
with his own works, held an honored and easy pencil. 

All these several styles our townsman Kraus was able to 
take up and blend with his own particular talent ; he formed 
himself in school after school, and was skilful in his portrait- 
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like delineations of family and friendly gatherings; equally 
happy was he in his hxndscaj)c sketehes, which cordially com- 
mended tlu'insdves to tlie eye by their clear outlines, mas- 
sive shadoAvs, and agreeable coloring. Tlie inward sense was 
satisfied by a certain naiv(' truth, while the admirer of artistic 
skill was ('spe(!ially pleased with the tact by wliich he arranged 
and grouped into a picture wliat he had copied singly from 
nature. 

He was a most agrecjible companion ; a cheerful equani- 
mity never failed him; obliging without obsequiousness, 
reserved without pride, ho was everywhere at home, every- 
where beloved, the most active, and, at the same time, the 
most manageable of all mortals. With such talents and of 
such a disposition, he soon won the favor of the higher circles ; 
but he was especially well received at the castle of the Baron 
von Stein, at Nassau on the Lahn, whose accomplished and 
lovely daughter he as.sisted in her artistic studies, and in 
many ways enlivoied the whole circle. 

Upon the marriage of this excellent lady to the Count von 
Werther, the newly wedded couple took the artist with them 
to I'huringia, where the Count possessed a large estate, and 
thus he got to Weimar. His acqxiaintance waas immediately 
sought, his talents were appreciated — and a wish expressed 
that he would fix his permanent abode there. 

Obliging as he was to everybody, upon his return at this 
time to Frankfort, he stimulated my love of art, which had been 
contented Avith merely collecting, and to making practical 
essays, 'I’he neighbourhood of the artist is indispensable to 
the Dih'ttante, for the latter sees all diat is wanting in him- 
self sup})licd by the former ; the wishes of the amateur are 
fulfilled in the artist. 

By a certain natural talent, assisted by practice, I suc- 
ceeded pretty Avell in an outline, and I could give the shape of 
all that 1 saw before' me in nature ; but I wanted the peculiar 
plastic power, the skilful industiy, which lends a body to the 
outline by well-graduated light and shade. My copies were 
rather remote suggestions of the real form, and my figures 
like those light airy beings in Dante's Purgatory, which, 
casting no shadow themselves, fled affrighted at the shadows 
of actual bodies. 

Lavater’s fishing for physiognomical treasures — ^for so we 
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may well dcsic^natc the importunate urgency with which lie 
called upon all men, not only to observe physiognomies, but 
also practically to make, be it artistic or most bimgliug 
attempts at copying faces, led me into the habit of taking 
the portraits of all my friends on grey paper, with black and 
white chalk. The likeness was not to be mistaken, but it 
required the hand of my artistic friend to make them stand 
out from the dark back-ground. 

In turning over and looking through the rich portfolio of draw- 
ings which the good Kraus had taken during his travelH,wo had 
most pleasant talk together when he came to the sketches of 
scenes and persons in and about Weimar. On such paintings I, 
too, was glad to dwt'll, and you may imagine that it must have 
been flattering to the young man, to see in so many pictures 
only the text which was to lead to a circumstantially repc'ated 
exclamation: they would be gl.ad to see him there. With 
much gracHi he would imitate tlie different persons whose ])or- 
traits he had taken and impersonate the greetings and invi- 
tations he had received. One very successful oil-painting 
represent'd tin; chapel- master, Wolf, at the piano, with his 
wife behind him preparing to sing ; and this gave the artist 
opportunity to assure me in earnest terms, of the wann wel- 
come this wortliy pair would give me. Among his sketches 
were several of tlic wood and mountain scenery around Illir- 
gel. Ib're an honest forester, more perhaps to please lus 
pretty daught’rs than Idmself, had by means of bridges, rail- 
ings, and mossy paths, opened pleasant and sociable walks 
through die rough masses of rocks, tliickets, and plantations. 
In one of these beautiful promenades h(i had painted the fair 
damsels in white dresses, and not without their attendant 
cavaliers. In one of tlie.se you immediately recognized licr- 
tuch, whose serious designs upon the oldest daughter were 
openly avowedi and Ivraus was not offended if you ventured 
to refer a second youth to himself, and guessed liis growing 
attachment to the sister. 

Bebtuch, as the pupil of Wieland, had so distinguished 
himself in science and in business, that already ujipointed 
private secretary of the Duke, he had the best possible' pro- 
spects before him. From him we passed to Wieland and 
talked at length of his rectitude, and cheerfulness, and kindly 
disposition ; his fine literary and poetical designs were dwelt 
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upon, and allusions were made to the influence oC the Mercur 
throughout Germany; many otl er names of literary, political, 
or social distinction were also mentioned, and among them. 
Musasus, Kimis, Berendis, and Ludecus. Of women, the 
wife of Wolf, and a widow Kotzebue, with a lovely daughter 
aiid a bright boy, were, among many others, characterized 
and extolled. Everything seemed to point to a fresh and 
active life of literature and art. 

And so, by degrees, wais exhibited all the various elements 
upon which the young Duke was, on his return, to work. 
His mother and guardian had prepared this state of things, 
while, as regarded the introduction of more important 
measures, all tliat, in accordance with the duty of such pro- 
visional governments, was left to the judgment and decision 
of the future sovereign. The sad ruin caused by the burning 
of the palace was already looked upon as furnishing occasion 
for new improvements. The mines at Ilmcnau, which had 
stopped working, but which, it was asserted, might again be 
made profitable by going to the great expense of repairing 
the deep shaft; — the academy at Jena, which was somewhat 
behind the spirit of the age, and was consequently threatened 
'with the loss of some of its most able teachers, — and many 
other matters, roused a noble common interest. Already 
were looks cast around for poisons, who, in the upward 
struggle of Germany, might be qualified to further such 
various designs for good, and the prospect seemed as fresh as 
the vivacity and energy of youth could desire. And if it 
seemed sad to bring a young princess not to a home, of a 
suitable princely dignity, but to a very ordinary dwelling built 
for quite a difterent object; still such beautifully situated and 
well contrived country-houses as Ettenburg, Belvedere, and 
other delightful pleasure-scats, gave enjoyment for the pre- 
sent, and also a hope that the life of nature, thus rendered 
necessary, might lead to profitable and agreeable occupa- 
tions. 

In the course of this biogi-aphy, m'C have circumstantially 
exhibited the child, the boy, the youth, seeking by different 
ways to approach to the Suprascnsible first, looking with 
strong inclination to a religion of nature ; then, clinging with 
love to a positive one ; and, finally, concentrating himself in 
the trial of his own powers, and joyfully giving himself up to 
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the general faith. Whilst he wandered to and fro, spjicc 
which lay intermediate between the sensible and suprasen- 
sible regions, seeking and looking about him, much came in 
his way wliich did not appear to belong to cither, and lie 
seemed to see, more and more distinctly, that it is better to 
avoid all thought of the immense and incomprehensible. 

He thought he could detect in nature — both animate and 
inanimate, with soul or without soul — something which mani- 
fests itself only in contradictions, and which, therefore, could 
not be comprehended under any idea, still less under one 
word. It was not godlike, for it seemed unreasonable ; not 
human, for it had no understanding; nor devilish, for it was 
beneficent; nor angelic, for it often betrayed a malicious 
pleasure. It resembled chance, for it evolved no con- 
sequences ; it was like Providence, for it hinted at connexion. 
All that limits us it seemed to penetrate ; it seemed to sport 
at will witli the necessary elements of o\ir existence ; it con- 
tracted time and expanded space. In the impossible alone 
did it appear to find pleasure, while it rejected the possible 
with oonteaupt. 

To this principle, which seemed to come in between all 
other principles to separate them, and yet to link them 
together, I gave the name of Demonic, after the example of 
the ancients and of those who, at any rate, had perceptions 
of the same kind. I sought to screen myself from this fear- 
ful principle, by taking refuge, according to my usual habits, 
in an imaginary creation. 

Among the parts of history which I had particularly studied 
with some care, were the events which have made the United 
Netherlands so famous. I had diligently examined the origi- 
nal sources, and had endeavoured, as far as possible, to get 
my facts at first hand, and to bring the whole period vividly 
before my mind's eye. The situations it presented appeared 
to me to be in the highest degree dramatic, while, for a prin- 
cipal figure, around whom the others might be grouped with 
the happiest effect, there was Count Egmont, whose greatness 
as a man and a hero was most captivating. 

But for ray purpose it was necessary to convert him into a 
character marked by such peculiarities as would grace a youth 
better than a man in years, and an unmarried man better than 
the father of a family; and one independent, rather than one, 
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who, however freely disposed, is nevertheless restrained by 
the various relations of life. 

Having thus, in my conception of Egniont's character, 
made him youthful, and sot him free from all domestic 
restraints, I ascribed to him unlimited enjoyment of life and 
its ])lcasures, boundless self-reliance, a gift of drawing all men 
to himself, and consequently also of winning the favor of .the 
people, and which, while it inspired a princess with a silent, 
and a young child of nature witli an avowed passion, won for 
him the sympathy of a shrewd statesman, and even the loving 
admiration of the son of his great advcrsaiy. 

The personal courage which distinguishes the hero is the 
foundation upon which his whole character rests, the ground 
and soil from which it sprmig. lie knows no danger, and 
willingly is blind to the greatest when it is close at hand. 
Surrounded by enemies, we may, at any rate, cut our way 
tluough them ; the meshes of state policy are harder to break 
through. The Demonical element, which is in play on both 
sides, and in conflict with which the lovely falls while 
the hated triumphs ; and, above all, the prospect that out of 
this conflict will spring a third element, which will answer to 
tlie wishes of all men ; — this perhaps is what has gained for 
the piece (not, indeed, immediately on its first a})pearancG, 
but later and at the right time), the favor which it now 
enjoys. Here, therefore, for the sake of many beloved read- 
ers, I will anticipate myself, and as I know not whether I 
shall soon have another opportunity, will express a conviction 
which, however, I did not form till a considerable period 
subsequent to that of which I am now writing. 

Although this Demonical element can manifest itself in oil 
corporeal and incorporeal things, and even expresses itseh 
most distinctly in animals, yet, with man, especially docs it 
stand in a most wonderfid connexion, forming in him a power 
which, if it bo not opposed to the moral order of the world, 
nevertheless does often so cross it that one may be regarded 
as the warp, and the other as the woof. 

For the phenomena which it gives rise to there arc innume- 
rable names: for all philosophies ani^eligions have sought 
in prose and poetry to solve this enigma and to read once for 
idl the riddle which, nevertheless, remains still umiddled by 
them. 
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But the most fearful manifestation of the Demonical, is when 
it is seen predominating in some individual character. During 
my life I have observed several instances of tliis, (uther 
more clo.sely or remotely. Such persons are not always the 
most eminent men, either morally or intellectually, and it is 
seldom that they recommend themselves to our afhaUions by 
goodness of heart ; a tremendous energy seems to he seated 
in them, and they exercise a wmnderful power over all crea- 
tures, and even over the elements ; and, indeed, who shall say 
how mucli farther such influence may extend ? All the moral 
powers combined are of no avail against them ; in vain docs the 
more enlightened portion of mankind attempt to throw sus- 
picion upon them as deceived if not deceivers — the mass is 
still drawn on by them. [Seldom if ever do the great men of 
an age find their equals among their cotemporaries, and they 
are to be overcome by nothing but by the universe itself; and 
it is from observation of this fact that the strange, but most 
striking, proverb must have risen; Nvmo contra Deum nisi 
Deus ipse. 

From these lofty reflections I return to the littleness of my 
own life, for whicli strange events, clothed at least with a 
demonical appearance, were in store. Fronr tlio summit of 
Mont Gotthard, I had turned my back upon Italy, and 
returned home, because I could not make up my mind to go 
to a distance from Lilli. An afi(!Ction, which is grounded on 
the hope of possessing for life one dearly beloved, in an inti- 
mate and cordial union, does not die away all at once ; on the 
contrary, it is nourished by a consideration of the reasonable 
desires and honest hopes we are conscious of cherishing. 

it lies in the nature of the thing, that in such cases the 
maiden should be consoled before the youth. To these beau- 
tiful children, as descendants of Pandora, is granted the 
enviable gift to charm, attract, and (more through nature and 
of half purj)08e, than through design or of malice) to gather 
admirers around them; and thus, like the Magician's Appren- 
tice, they are often in danger of being fnghtenod by the crowd 
of Bieir adorers. And then at last a choice must be made 
from among them aK; one must be exclusively preferred; 
one must lead home the bride. 

And how often docs accident determine the choice and sway 
the mind of her who has to make the selection! I had re- 
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nounced Lilli from conviction, but love made me suspect my 
own reason. Lilli had taken leave of me with the same feel- 
ings, an'd I had set out on a beautiful tour in order to distract 
my mind, but it had produced the opposite effect. 

As long as I was absent I believed in the separation, but 
did not believe in the renuneiation. Recollections, hopes, 
and wishes, all had free play. Now I came back, and as the 
re-union of those whose happy love is unopposed, is a heaven, 
so the meeting again of two lovers who are kept apart by cold 
calculations of reason, is an intolerable purgatory, a forecourt 
of hell. When I again entered the circle in which Lilli still 
moved, all the dissonances which tended to oppose our union, 
seemed to have gained double force ; when I stood once more 
before her, the conviction that she was lost to me, fell heavy 
upon my heart. 

Accordingly I resolved at once on flight, and under this 
impression there was nothing which I desired more, than that 
the young ducal pair of Weimar should come from Carlsruho 
to Frankfort, in order that, complying with old and new invi- 
tations, I might follow them to Weimar. Their Highnesses 
had always maintained towards me a gracious and confidential 
manner, for which I on my part returned the warmest thanks. 
My attachment to the Duke from the first moment I saw him; 
my respect for the princess whom by reputation I had so long 
known; a desire to render personally some friendly service to 
Wieland, whose conduct had been so liberal, and to atone 
upon the spot for my half-wilful, half-unintentional impro- 
prieties, were motives enough to induce and even to force the 
assent of a youth, who now had no attachment to detain him. 
Moreover, from Lilli I must fly, whether to the South, where 
my Father’s enthusiasm was daily depicting to me a most 
glorious heaven of Art and Nature, or to the North, whither 
so distinguished a circle of eminent men invited me. 

The joung princely pair now reached Frankfort on their 
way home. The Duke of Mciuingen’s suite was there at the 
same time, and by him, as well as by the Privy Counsellor 
von Diirkheim, who accompanied the young prince, I was 
received in the most friendly manner possible. But now, to 
keep up the fashion of my youth, a strange incident was not 
wanting : a little misunderstanding arose to throw me into an 
incredible but rather laughable perplexity. 
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Their Highnesses of Weimar and Meiningen were living in 
the same hotel. I received one day an invitation to dinner. 
My mind was so preoccupied with the Court of Weimar, that 
I did not think it necessary more particularly to inform myself, 
especially as I had not the presumption to imagine that any 
notice would be taken of me by the Duke of Meiningen. 
Accordingly I go full dressed to the “ Homan Emperors,” and 
making my way to the apartments of the Weimar family 
find them empty; being informed that the Duke and his 
suite are with his Highness of Meiningen, I betake myself 
thither, and am kindly received. Supposing that this is only 
a morning visit, or that perhaps the two Dukes are to dine 
together, I await the issue. Suddenly, however, the W eimar 
suite sets itself in motion, and I of course follow; but instead 
of returning to their own apartments they go straight down 
stairs and into their chariots, and I am left alone in the 
street. 

Now, instead of inquiring into the matter, and adi’oitly 
and prudently seeking some solution of it, I, witli my usual 
precipitancy, went straight home, where I found my parents 
at supper. My father shook his head, while ray mother 
made every possible excuse for me. In the evening she told 
me in confidence, that after I had left the table, my father 
had said, that he wondered very much how I, generally acute 
enough, could not sec that in that quarter they only wished to 
make a fool of me and to laugh at me. But this did not move 
me: for meanwhile I had met with Herr von Durkheim, who 
in his mild way brought me to book with sundiy graceful 
and humorous reproaches. I was now awakened from my 
dream, and had an opportunity to express my most sincere 
thanks for the favor intended me contrary to my hope and 
expectation, and to ask forgiveness for my blunder. 

After I had on good gromids determined to accept theii’ 
friendly offers, the following arrangement was made. A 
gentleman of the Duke’s suite who had stayed behind in Carls- 
ruhe, to wait for a landau which was building in Slrasburg, 
was to be by a certain day in Frankfort, and I was to hold 
myself in readiness to set off directly with him for Weimar. 
The hearty and gracious farewell with which the young 
sovereigns took their leave of me, the friendly behaviour of the 
courtiers, made me look forward most anxiously to this 
VOL. II. M 
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jouraey, for which tlie road seemed so pleasantly to smoothe 
itself. 

But here, too, accidents came in to complicate so simple an 
arrangement, which through my passionate impatience became 
still more confused, and was almost quite frustrated. Having 
announced the day of my departure, I had taken leav^ of every- 
body, and after packing up in haste my chattels, not forget- 
ting my imprinted manuscripts, I waited anxiously for the 
liour whicli was to bring the aforesaid friend in the new 
landau, and to carry me into a new country, and into new 
circumstances. The hour passed, and the day also; and 
since, to avoid a second leave-taking and the being overrun 
with visits, I had given out that 1 was to depart early in the 
morning, I was obliged to keep close to the house, and to 
my own room, and had thus placed myself in a peculiar 
situation. 

But since solitude and a narrow space were always favora- 
ble to me, and I was now compelled to find some employment 
for these hours, I set to work on my “ Egmont,” and brou^it 
it almost to a close. I read over what I wrote to my father, 
who had acquired a peculiar interest in this piece, and wished 
nothing more than to sec it finished and in print, since he 
hoped that it would add to his son’s reputation. He needed 
somctliing of this sort to keep him quiet, and to make him 
consented for he was inclined to make very grave comments 
on the non-arrival of the carriage. lie maintained that the 
whole affair was a mere fiction, would not believe in any new 
landau, and pronounced the gentleman who stayed behind to 
be a phantom of the air. It was, however, only indirectly 
that he gave me to understand all this ; but he only tormented 
himself and my mother the more openly; insisting that the 
whole thing was a mere piece of court pleasantry, which they 
had practised upon me in consequence of my former escapades, 
and in order to sicken and to shame me, had put upon me a 
disgraceful mockery instead of the expected honor. 

As to myself, I held fast to my first faith, and congratulated 
myself upon these solitary hours, disturbed by neither friends 
nor strangers, nor by any sort of social distraction. I there- 
fore wrote on vigorously at “ Egmoftt,” though not without 
inward mortification. And this frame of mind perhaps suited 
well with the piece itself, which, agitated by so many pas- 
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sions, could not very well have been written by one entirely 
passionless. 

Thus passed eight days, and I know not how niany more, 
when such perfect imprisonment began to prove irksome. 
Accustomed for many years to live undt'r the opem sky, and 
to entef int6 society on the most fnink and familiar tc'rms, 
in the neighbourhood too of one dearly beloved, from n horn 
indeed I had resolved to part, but from whom, so long as 1 
was within the circle of her attraction, I found it ditlieult to 
absent myself — all this begun to make me so uneasy, that 
there was danger lest the interest of my tragedy should suffer, 
and my inventive powers be suspended througli my impa- 
tience. Already for several evenings 1 liad found it im])os- 
sible to remain at home. Disguised in a large mantle, I cn^pt 
round the city, passing the houses of my fiiends and aquaint- 
ancos, and not forbearing to walk up to Lilli’s window. Her 
house was a corner one, and the room she usually spent her 
evenings in was on the ground floor; the green shades were 
down, but I could easily remark that the lights stood in their 
usual places. Soon I lieard Jier singing at the piano; it was 
the song, j4h/ why resistless dost than press which I had 
written for her hardly a year before. She s(.‘eniod to mo to 
sing with more expression than ever; I could make out every 
word distinctly; for I had placed my car as close as the 
convex lattice would permit. After she had sung it through, 
I saw by the shadow wliich fell ii])on the curtain that she got 
up and walked backwards and forwards, but I sought in vain 
to catch the outline of her lovely person through the thick 
curtains. Nothing but the firm resolve to tear myself away, 
and not to afflict her with my pn'scnce, but actually to 
renounce her, and the thought of the strange iinj)ression 
which would be made by my re-a])pea ranee, could have 
determined me to leave so dear a neighbourhood. 

Several more days pas.sed away, and my father’s suggestion 
seemed daily to become more probable, since not even a letter 
arrived from Carlsruhe to explain the reasons of the delay. 
I was unable to go on with my poetic labors, and now, in the 
uneasiness with which I was internally distracted, my father 
had the game to himself. He represented to me, that it was 
now too late to change matters, that my trunk was packed, 
and he would give me money and credit to go to Italy ; but I 
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must decide quickly. In such a weighty affair, I naturally 
doubted and hesitated. Finally, hoAvever, I agreed that if, 
by a certain hour, neither can-iage nor message came, I would 
set off, directing my steps first of all to Heidelberg and from 
there over the Alps, not, however, going through Switzerland 
again, but rather taking the route through the Orisons, or the 
Tyrol. 

Strange things indeed must happen, when a planless youth 
who of himself is so easily misled, is also driven into a false 
step by a passionate error of age. But so it is both with 
youth and the whole of life. It is not till the cara})aign is 
over that we learn to see through its tactics. In the ordinary 
course of things such an accident were easy enough to be 
explained; but we are always too ready to conspire with error 
against what is naturally probable, just as we shuffle the cards 
before we deal them round, in order that chance may not be 
deprived of its full share in the game. It is precisely thus 
that the element arises in and upon which the Demonical so loves 
to work; and it even sports with us the more fearfully, the 
clearer are the inklings we have of its approach. 

Tlie last day for my waiting had aiTived, and the next 
morning was fixed for my setting out on my travels; and now 
I felt extremely anxious to sec my friend Passavant again, 
who had just rctunied from Switzerland, and who would really 
have had cause to be offended if, by keeping my plans entirely 
to myself I had violated the intimate confidence which sub- 
sisted between us, I therefore sent him an anonymous note, 
requesting a meeting by night at a certain spot, where I was 
the first to aiTivc enveloped in my mantle ; but he was not 
long after me, and if he wondered at the appointment, he must 
have been still more surprised to meet the person he did. His 
joy, however, was equal to the astonishment; conversation 
and counsel were not to be thought of, he could only wish 
me well through ray Italian journey, and so we parted. The 
next day I saw myself by good time advancing along the 
mountain road. 

I had several reasons for going to Heidelberg ; one was 
very sensible and prudent, for I had heard that my missing 
Weimar friend must pass thi’ough Heidelberg from Carlsruhe; 
and so, when we reached the post-house, I left a note which 
was to be handed to a cavalier who should pass through ia 
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the carriage described ; the second reason was one of passion, 
and had reference to my late attachment to Lilli. In short, 
Mademoiselle Delf, who had been the confidante of our love, 
and indeed the mediator with our respective parents for their 
approval of our marriage, lived there ; and I prized it as the 
greatest happiness to be able, before I left Germany, to talk 
over those happy times with a worthy, patient, and indulgent 
friend. 

I was well received, and introduced into many families; 
among others, the family of the high warden of the forests, Von 

W , particularly pleased me. The parents were dignified 

and easy in their manners, and one of the daughters resembled 
Frederica. It was just the time of vintage, the weather beau- 
tiful, and all my Alsacian feelings revived in the beautiful 
valley of the Ilhine. At this time, however, my experience, 
both of myself and others seemed very strange; it was 
as yet quite vague and undigested in my mind, no deli- 
berate judgment upon life had shaped itself before me, and 
whatever sense of the infinite had been awakened within me 
served only to confuse and perplex me the more. In society, 
nevertheless, I was as agreeable and entertaining as ever, and 
possibly even stUl more so. Here, under this free air of 
heaven, among joyous men, I sought again the old sports 
which never lose their novelty and charm for youth. With an 
earlier and not yet extinguished love in my heart, I excited 
sympathy without seeking it, even though it sought no utter- 
ance of itself, and thus I soon became at home in this circle, 
and indeed necessary to it, and I forgot that I had resolved, 
after talking away a couple of evenings, to continue my 
journey. 

Mademoiselle Delf was one of those persons who, without ex- 
actly intriguing, always like to have some business in hand, and 
to keep others employed, and to carry through some object or 
other. She had conceived a sincere friendship for me ; and 
prevailed the more easily on me to prolong my visit as I lived 
in her house, where she suggested all manner of inducements 
for my stay, and raised all manner of obstacles to my journey. 
When, however, I wanted to turn the conversation to Lilli, 
i^e was not so well pleased or so sympathizing as I had hoped. 
On the contrary, she said that, under the circumstances, 
nothing could be wiser than our resolution to part, and main- 
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taincd that one must submit to what is unavoidable, banish 
the impossible from the mind, and look around for some new 
object of interest in life. Full of plans as she always was, she 
had not intended to leave this matter to accident, but had 
already formed a project for my future conduct, from which I 
clearly saw that her recent invitation to Heidelberg had not 
been so disinterested as it sounded. 

She n'lninded me that the Electoral Prince, Charles Theo- 
dore, who had done so much for the arts and sciences, resided 
still at Manheim, and that as the court was Roman Catholic 
while the country was Protestant the latter party was extremely 
anxious to strengthen itself by enlisting the services of able 
and hopcfid men. I must now go, in God's name, to Italy, 
and tlu-re mature my views of Art ; meanwhile they would 
W'ork for me. It would, on my return, soon be seen whether 

the budding aflfection of Fraulein von W had expanded 

or had been nipped, and whether it would be politic, through 
an alliance with a respectable family, to establish myself and 
my fortunes in a new home. 

All these suggestions I did not, to be siu-e, reject ; but my 
planless nature could not wholly harmonize with the scheming 
spirit of my friend ; I was gratified, however, with the kind 
intentions of the moment, while Lilli’s image floated before 
me, waking and dreaming, and mingled with everything else 
which afforded me pleasure or distraction. But now I sum- 
moned before my soul the serious import of my great travel- 
ling plan, and 1 resolved to set myself free, gently and with 
propriety, and in a few days to make knowm to her my deter- 
mination of taking leave of her, and to resume my route. 

One night Mademoiselle Delf had gone on until late unfold- 
ing to me her plans, and all that certain parties were disposed 
to do for me, and I could not but feel grateful for such sen- 
timents, although the sclieme of strengthening a certain circle, 
through me and my possible influence at court, was manifest 
enough. It was about one o'clock when we separated. I 
soon fell into a sound sleep, but before very long I was 
awakened by the horn of a postilion who was stopping and 
blowing it before the house. Very soon Mademoiselle Delf 
appeared with a light, and a letter in her hands, and coming 
up to my bed-side, she exclaimed, “ Here’s the letter ; read 
and tell me what it says. Surely it comes from the Weimar 
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people. If it is an invitation do not follow it, but call to 
mind our conversation.” I asked her to give me a light and 
leave me for a quarter of an hour to myself. 8he went away 
very reluctantly. 1 remained thinking for some time without 
opening tlie letter. The express then has come from Frank- 
fort, 1 know both the seal and hand; the friend tlnm has 
arrived there ; lie is still true to his invitation, tiiid our own 
want of faith and incredidity had made us act j)rematurely. 
Why could one not wait, in a quiet civilized place, for a man 
who had been aiiiiounced distinctly, but whose arrival might 
be delayed by so many accidents ? The scales fell from my 
eyes. All the kindness, the graciousness, the confidence of 
the past came up livingly before me, and I was almost ashamed 
of the strange wilful step I had taken. I opened the h'tter, 
and found all that had happened ex])laine(l naturally enough. 
My missing guide had waited for the new laudau which was 
to come from Strasburg, day after day, hour after hour, as wo 
had waited for him ; thou for the sake of some business ho 
had gone round by way of Manheini to Frankfort, and to his 
dismay had not found me there, lie sent tlie hasty letter by 
express, proj)osing that now the mistake was explained I 
should instantly return, and save him the shame of going to 
Weimar without me. 

Much as my understanding and mv feeling int'lined mo to 
this side, there was still no lack of weighty arguments in 
favour of my new route. My father had laid out for me a fine 
plan of travel, and had given me a little library, which might 
prepare me for the scenes I was to visit, and also guide me 
on the sj)ot. In my leisure hours 1 had had no otln'r enter- 
tainment than to reflect on it, and, indeed, during my last 
short journey I had thought of nothing else in the coach. 
Those glorious objects which, from my youth up, I had become 
acquainted with, histories and all sorts of tales, gathered before 
my soul, and nothing seemed to me so desirable as to visit 
them, while I was parting from Lilli for ever. 

As these thoughts passed through my mind I had dressed 
myself and was walking up nnd down my chamber. My 
anxious hostess entered. “ What am I to hope?” she cried. 
“ Dearest madam,” I answered ; “ say no more on the subject; 
I have made up my mind to return ; the grounds of that con- 
clusion I have well weighed, and to repeat them .to you would 
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be wasting time. A resolution must be taken sooner or later, 
and who should take it but tlie person whom it most 
concerns ?” 

I was moved, and so was she; and we had an excited 
scene, which I cut short by ordering my servant to engage a 
post-coach. In vain I begged my hostess to calm herself, and 
to turn the mock- departure which I took of the company the 
evening before into a real one ; to consider that it was only a 
temporary visit, a postponement for a short time ; that my 
Italian journey was not given up, and my return that way was 
not precluded. She would listen to nothing, and she disquieted 
her friend, already deeply excited, still more. The coach was 
at the door ; everything was packed, and the postilion gave 
the usual signs of impatience ; I tore myself away ; she would 
not let me go, and with so much art brought up all the argu- 
ments of the present, that finally, impassioned and inspired, 
I shouted out the words of Egmont : 

Child! child! no more! The coursers of time, lashed, as it 
Were, by invisible spirits, hurry on the light car of our destiny, 
and all that we can do is in cool self-possession to hold the 
reins with a firm hand, and to guide the wheels, now to the 
left, now to the right, avoiding a stone here, or a precipice 
there. Whither it is hurrying who can tell.^ and who, 
indeed, can remember the point from which it started ? 


END OF THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 
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LETTERS FROM SWITZimLAND. 

AVlien, a few years ago, the copies of the following letters 
■were first ifiadc known to us, it was asserted that tlu'y had 
been found among Wcrthcr's papers, and it was jireteiuied 
that before his aeipinintancc with Charlotte, he had heim in 
Switzerland. We have never seen the originals: however we 
would not on any account anticipati* the judgment and feel- 
ings of our readers; for whatever maybe their true history, 
it is impossible to read them without sympathy. 


Paiit the First. 

How do all my descriptions disgust me, when I read them 
over. Nothing but your ad\'ico, your command, your in- 
junction could have induced me to attempt anything of the 
kind. How many di'seriptions, too, of these scenes had I not 
read bidore I saw them. Did these, thim, afford me an 
image of them, — or at best but a mere vague notion? In 
vain did my imagination attempt to bring the ohjc'cts before 
it; in vain did my mind try to think upon them. Here I 
now stand contemplating these wonders, and what arc my 
feelings in the midst of them ? I can think of nothing — I can 
feel nothing. — and how willingly would I both think and 
feel. The glorious scene before me excites my soul to its 
inmost depths, and impels me to be doing; and yct what can 
I do— what do I ? I set myself down and scribble and 
describe! — Away with you, ye descriptions — delude ray friend 
^make him believe that I am doing something — that he secs 
and reads something. 


Were, then, these Switzers free? Free, these opulent 
burghers in their little pent-up towns— free, those poor devils 
on their rocks and crags? What is it that man cannot be 
made to believe, especially when he cherishes in his heart the 
memory of some old tale of mar\Tl ? Once, forsooth, they did 
break a tyrant s yoke, and might for tlie moment fancy them- 
selves free; but out of the carcase of the single oppressor the 
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pli wm, ^ Ritfinge ucw birth, has hatched a swarm of 
Aid to now they are ever telling that old tale 
mWimm: tm bean it till one is sick of it. They formerly 
flHdl tlwisidlvn file, and have ever since remained free! 
tad BOW they tit behind their walls, hugging themselves with 
tlieir customs and laws— their philandering and pliilistering. 
And there, too, on the rooks, it is surely hue to talk of liberty, 
when for six months of the year they, like the marmot, 
are bound hand and fbot by the snow. 

Alas! how wretched must any work of man look, in 
the midst of this great and glorious Nature, but espe- 
cially such sorry, poverty-stricken works as these black and 
dirty little towns — such mean heaps of stones and rubbish ! 
Large rubble and other stones on the roofs too, that the 
miserable thatch may not be carried off from the top of them, 
—and then the filth, the dung, and the gaping idiots ! When 
here you meet with man and the wretched work of his hands, 
you ai’o glad to fly away immediately from both. 

That there are in man very many intellectual capacities 
which in this life he is unable to develope, which therefore 
point to a better future, and to a more harmonious state of 
existence : on this point we are both agreed. But further 
than this I cannot give up that other fancy of mine, even 
though on account of it you may again call me, as you have 
80 often done already, a mere enthusiast. For my part, I do 
think that man feels conscious also of corporeal qualities, of 
whose mature expansion he can hav^e no hope in this life. 
This most assuredly is the case with “/ymy . ” How strongly at 
one time used the clouds, as they drove along the blue sky, to 
tempt me to travel with them to foreign lands! and now in 
what danger do I stand, lest they should carry me away with 
them from the mountain peak as they sweep violently by. 
What desire do I not feel to throw myself into the boundless 
regions of the air — to poise over the terrific abyss, or to 
alight on some otherwise inaccessible rock. With what 
a longing do I draw deeper and deeper breath, when, in 
the dark blue depth below, the eagle soars over rocks and 
forests, or in company, and in sweet concord with his mate, 
wheels in wide circles round the eyrie to which he has 



FANCIES AND FEELINGS. 


173 


entrusted his young. Must I then never do more than creep 
up to the summits? Must I always go on clinging to the 
highest rocks, as well as to the lowest plain ; and when I 
have at last, with much toil, reached the desired eminence, 
must I still anxiously grasp at every holding place, shudder at 
tlie thought of return, and tremble at the chance of a fall. 


With what wonderful properties are we not horn, — what 
vague aspirations rise within us ! How rarely do imagina- 
tion hnd our bodily powers work in opposition ! Peculiarities 
of my early boyhood again recur. While I am walking, and 
have a long road before me, my arms go dangling by my 
side, I often make a grasp, as if I would seize a javelin, and 
hurl it I know not at whom, or what ; and then I fancy an 
arrow is shot at me which pierces me to the heart ; I strike 
my hand upon my breast, and feel an inexpressible sweetness ; 
and then after this I soon revert to ray natural state. Whence 
comes this strange phenomenon, — what is the meaning of it ? 
and why does it invariably recur under the same figures, in 
the same bodily movement, and with the same sensation ? 


I am repeatedly told that the people who have met me on 
my journey are little satisfied with me. I can readily be- 
lieve it, for neither has any one of them contributed to my 
satisfaction. I cannot tell how it comes to pass, that society 
oppresses me ; that the forms of politeness arc disagreeable 
to me — that what people talk about does not interest me, — 
that all that they show to me is either quite indifferent, or 
else produces quite an opposite impression to what they 
expect. When I am shown a drawing or painting of any 
beautiful spot, immediately a feeling of disquiet arises within 
me which is utterly inexpressible. My toes within my shoes 
begin to bend, as if they would clutch the ground — cramp- 
like motion runs through my fingers. I bite my lips, and I 
hasten to leave the company I am in, and throw myself down 
in the presence of the majesty of nature on the first scat how- 
ever inconvenient. I try to take in the scene before me 
with my eye — to seize all its beauties, and on the spot I love to 
cover a whole sheet with scratches, which represent nothing 
exactly, but which, nevertheless, possess an infinite value 
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in my eyes, as serving to remind me of the happy moment 
whose bliss even this bunpflin" exercise could not mar. What 
means, then, this stranuje effort to pass from art to nature, 
and then back again from nature to art? If it gives promise 
of an artist, why is steadiness wanting to me ? If it calls me 
to enjoyment, wherefore, then, am I not able to seize it ? I 
lati'ly had a present of a basket of fruit. I was in raptures at 
the sight of it as of something heavenly, — such riches, such 
abundance, such variety and yet such affinity! I could not 
persuade myself to pluck off a single berry — I could not bring 
myself to take a single peacli or a fig. Most assuredly this 
gratification of the eye and the inner sense is the highest and 
most worthy of man ; in all probability it is the design of 
Nature, when the hungry and thirsty believe that she has 
exhausted herself in marvels merely for the gratification of 
their palate. Ferdinand came and found me in the midst of 
these meditations : he did me justice, and then said, smiling, but 
with a deep sigh, “Yes, we are not-worthy to consume these 
glorious products of Nature ; truly it were a pity. Permit 
me to make a present of them to my beloved ?” How glad 
was I to see the basket carried oft*! How did I love Ferdi- 
nand — how did I thank him for the feeling he had excited 
in me — for the prospect he gave me? Aye, we ought to 
acquaint ourselves with the beautiful ; wc ought to contem- 
plate it with rapture, and attempt to raise ourselves up to its 
height. And in order to gain strength for that, wc must 
keep ourselves thoroughly unselfish — wc must not make it 
our own, but rather seek to communicate it : indeed, to make 
a sacrifice of it to those who arc dear and precious to us. 


How sedulously are wc shaped and moulded in our 
youth— how constantly are wc then called on to lay aside 
now this, now that bad feeling! But what, in fact, arc our 
so-called bad feelings but so many organs by means of wliich 
man is to help himself in life. How is not the poor child 
worried, in whom but a little spark of vanity is discovered ! 
and yet what a poor miserable creature is the man who has 
no vanity at all. I will now toll you what has led me to 
make all these reflections. The day before yesterday wc 
were joined by a young fellow, who was most disagreeable to 
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me and to Ferdinand. His weak points were so prominent, 
his emptiness so manifest, and his care for his outward appear- 
ance so obvious, that we looked down upon him as far in- 
ferior to ourselves, yet everywhere he was better received 
than we were. Among other of his follies, he wore a ^vaist- 
coat of rc(l satin, w'hich round the neck was so cut as to look 
like the ribbon of some order or other. We could not 
restrain our jokes at this piece of absurdity, but he let them 
all pass, for he drew a good profit from it, and perhaps 
secretly laughed at us. For host and hostess, coachman, 
waiter and chambermaid, and indeed not a few of our fellow- 
travellers, were taken in by this seeming ornament, and 
showed him greater politeness than ourselves. Not only was 
he always first waited upon, but, to our great hiuniliation, we 
saw that all the pretty girls in the inns bestowed all their 
stolon glances upon him; and then, when it came to the 
reckoning, which his eminence and distinction had enhanced, 
wc had to pay our full shares. Who, then, was the fool in 
the game? — not he, assuredly. 


There is something pretty and instructive about the 
symbols and maxims which one here secs on all the stoves. 
Here you have the drawing of one of these symbols which 
particularly caught my fancy. A horse tethered by his hind 
foot to a stake is grazing round it as far as his tether will 
permit ; beneath is written, “ Allow me to take my allotted 
portion of food.” This, too, will be the case with me, when 
I come home, and, like the horse in the mill, shall have to 
work away at your pleasure, and in return, like the horse 
here on the stove, shall receive a nicely-measured dole for 
my support. Yes, I am coming back, and what awaits me 
was certainly well worth all the trouble of climbing up these 
mountain heights, of wandering through these valleys, and 
seeing this blue sky — of discovering that there is a nature 
which exists by an eternal voiceless necessity, which has no 
wants, no feelings, and is divine, whilst we, whether in the 
country or in the towns, have alike to toil hard to g;iin a 
miserable subsistence, and at the same time struggle to subject 
everything to our lawless caprice, and call it liberty ! 
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Aye, I have ascended the Furca — the summit of S. 
Gotthard. These sublime, incomparable scenes of nature, will 
ever stand before my eye. Aye, I have read the Roman 
history, in order to gain from the comparison a distinct and 
vivid feeling what a thoroughly miserable being I am. 


Never has it been so clear to me as during these last few 
days, that I too could be happy on moderate means — could 
be quite as happy as any one else, if only I knew a trade— 
an exciting one, indeed, but yet one which had no conse- 
quences for the morrow, which required nothing but industry 
and attention at the time, without calling for cither foresight 
or retrospection. Every mechanic seems to me the happiest 
of mortals : all that he has to do is already settled for him, 
what he can do is fixed and known. He has not to rack his 
brains over the task that is set him ; he works away without 
thinking, without exertion or haste, but still with diligence 
and pleasure in his work, like a bird building its nest, or a 
bee constructing its cells. He is but a degree above the 
beasts, and y^‘t he is a perfect man. How do I envy the potter 
at his wheel, or the joiner behind his bench ! 

Tilling the soil is not to my liking — this first and most 
necessary of man’s occupations is disagreeable to me. In it 
mtiii does but ape nature, who scatters her seeds everywhere, 
wliercas man would choose that a particular field should pro- 
duce none but one particular fruit. But things do not go on 
exactly so — 'the weeds spring up luxuriantly — the cold and 
wet injures the crop, or the hail cuts it off entirely. The 
poor husbandman anxiously waits throughout the year to see 
how the ciirds will decide the game with the clouds, and 
determine whether he shall win or lose his stakes. Such a 
doubtful ambiguous condition may be right suitable to man, in 
his present ignorance, while he knows not whence he came, 
nor whither he is going. It may then be tolerable to man to 
resign all his labours to chance ; and thus the parson, at any 
rate, has an opportunity, when things look thoroughly bad, to 
remind him of Providence, and to connect the sins of hit 
flock with the incidents of nature. 
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So then I have nothing to joke Ferdinand about! I too 
have met with a pleasant adventure. Adventure! why do I 
use the silly word? There is nothing of adventure in a gentle 
attraction which draws man to man. Our social life, our false 
relations, those arc adventures, these are monstrosities and 
yet they come before us as well-known and as nearly akin 
to us, as .Uncle and Aunt. 

We had been introduced to Hen* Tiidou, and we found our- 
selves very happy among this family — rich, open -lu'artcd, 
good-natured, lively people, who in the society of tlu’ir 
children, in comfort and without care, enjoy the good wliicli 
each day brings w’itli it — their property and their glorious 
neighbourhood. We young folks were not required, as is too 
often the case, in so many formal households, to sacrifice! our- 
selves at the card-table, in order to humour the old. On the 
contrary, the old people, father, mother, and aunts, gathered 
round us, when for our own amusement, wo got up some little 
games, in which chance, and thought, and wit, bad their coun- 
teracting influence. Eleonora — for I must now at last men- 
tion her name — the second daughter — ^her imago will for ever 
be present to my mind — a slim slight-frame, delicately chi- 
selled features, a bright eye — a palish complexion, which in 
young girls of her age is rather pleasing than disagreeable, 
as being a sign of no very incurable a malady — on the whole, 
her appearance was extremely agreeable. She seemed cheer- 
ful and lively and every one felt at his cuvsc with her. Soon— - 
indeed I may venture to say at once,— -at once, on the very first 
evening she made me her companion ; she sat by my side, and 
if the game separated us a moment, she soon contrived to 
find her old place again. I was gay and cheerful — my 
journey, the beautiful weather, the country— all had contri- 
buted to produce in me an immoderate cheerfulness — aye, I 
might almost venture to say, a state of excitement. I derived 
it from everything and imparted it to everything; even b'er- 
dinand seemed to forget his fair one. We had almost ex- 
hausted ourselves in varying our amusements when we at last 
thought of the “Game of Matrimony.” The names of the 
ladies and of the gentlemen were thrown separately into two 
hats, and then the pairs were dra^vn out one by one. On each 
couple, as determined by the lot, one of the company whose 
turn it might happen to be, had to write a little poem. Every 
VoL. II. N 
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one of the party, father, mother, and aunts, were obliged to put 
their names in the hats; we cast in besides the names of 
our acquaintances, and to enlage the number of candidates for 
matrimony, wc threw in those of all the well-known charac- 
ters of the literary and of the political world. We com- 
menced ])laying, and the first pairs that were di-awii were 
highly distinguished personages. It was not every ,one, how- 
ever, who was ready at once with his verses. Ske^ Ferdinand 
and myself, and one of the aunts who wi’ote very pretty 
verses in French — ^wc sooii divided among ourselves the office 
of secretary, 'fhe conceits were mostly good and the verses 
tolerable. Ilcr’s especially, had a touch of nature about them 
which distinguished them from all others; without being really 
clever thf'y hiid a happy tura; they were playful without being* 
bitter, and shewed good wall towards eveiy one. The father 
laughed heartily, and his face was lit up with joy when his 
daughter's verses were declared to be the best after mine. 
Our unqualified approbation highly delighted him, — wc praised 
as men praise unexpected merit — as wc praise an author who 
has bribed us. At last out came my lot, and chance had 
taken honourable care of me. It was no loss a personage than 
the hlmpress of all the Russias, who was drawn to be my 
partner for life. The company laughed heartily at the match, 
and Fileonora maintained that the whole company must trj" 
their best to do honour to so eminent a consort. AU began 
to try: a few pens were bitten to pieces ; she was ready first, 
but wished to read last; the mother and the aunt could make 
nothing of the subject, and although the father was rather matter- 
of-fact, Ferdinand somewhat humorous, and the aunts rather 
reserved, still, through all you could see friendship and good- 
will. At last it came to her turn ; she drew a deep breath, 
her ease and cheerfulness left her; she did not read but rather 
lisped it out— and laid it before mo to read it to the rest. I 
was astonished, amazed. Thus does the bud of love open in 
beauty and modesty ! I felt as if a whole spring had 
showered upon me all its flowers at once ! Every one was 
silent, Ferdinand lost not liis presence of mind. “Beautiful,” 
he exclaimed, “very beautiful! he deserves the poem as 
little as an Empire.” “ If, only we have rightly understood 
it,” said the father; the rest requested I would read it once 
more. My eyes had hitherto been fixed on the precious 
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words, a shudder ran through me from head to foot , Ferdinand 
who saw my perplexity, took the paper up and read it. She 
scarcely allowed him to finish before she drew out the lots for 
another pair. The play was not kept up long after this and 
refreshments were brought in. 

Shall I* or shall I not ? Is it right of me to hide in silence 
any tiling from him to whom I tell so much — nay, all ? Shall 
I keep back from you a great matter, when I yet weary you 
with so many trifles which assuredly no one would ever read 
but you who have taken so wonderful a liking for me ? or shall 
I keep back anything from you because it might perhaps give 
you a false, not to say an ill opinion of me ? No — you know me 
better than I even know my.self. If I should do anything 
which you do not believe possible I could do, you will amend 
it; if I should do anything deserving of censure, you will not 
spare me, — you will lead me and guide me whenever my pecu- 
liarities entice me off the right road. 

My joy, my rapture at works of art when they are true, 
when they arc immediate and speaking expressions of Natxwe 
afford the greatest delight to every collector, to every dilet- 
tante. Those indeed who call themselves connoisseurs are 
not always of my opinion ; but I care nothing for their con- 
noisscurship when I am happy. Does not living nature vividly 
impress itself on my sense of vision? Do not its images 
remain fixed in my brain ? Do not they there grow in beauty, 
delighting to compare themselves in 'turn with the images 
of art which the mind of others has also embellished and beau- 
tified ? I confess to you that my fondness for nature arises 
from the fact of my always seeing her so beautiful, so lovely, 
so brilliant, so ravishing, that the similation of the artist, 
even his imperfect imitation transports me almost as much, as 
if it were a perfect type. It is only such works of art, how- 
ever, as bespeak genius and feeling that have any charms for 
me. Those cold imitations which confine themselves to the 
narrow circle of a certain meagre mannerism, of mere pains- 
taking diligence, are to me utterly intolerable. You see, there- 
fore, that my delight and taste cannot well be riveted by a 
work of art, unless it imitates, such objects of nature as are 
well known to me, so that I am able to test the imitation by 
my own experience of the originals. Landscape, with all 
that lives and moves therein — ^flowers and fruit-trees, Gothic 
N 2 
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churches, — a portrait taken directly from Nature, all this I 

can recof^nize, feel, and if you like, judge of. Honest W 

amused liimself with this trait of my character, and in such a 
way that I could not be offended, often made merry with it 
at my expense, lie secs much further in this matter, than I do, 
and I shall always prefer that people should laugh at me while 
the^ instruct, than that they should praise me without bene- 
fitting me. He had noticed what things I was most immedi- 
ately pleased with, and after a short acquaintance did not 
hesitate to avow that in the objects that so transported me 
there might be much that was truly estimable, and which 
time alone would enable me to distinguish. 

But 1 turn from this subject and must now, however cir- 
cuitously, come to the matter which, though reluctantly, I 
cannot but confide to you. I can sec you in your room, in 
your little garden, where, over a pipe of tobacco, you will 
probably break the seal and read thivS letter. Can your 
thoughts follow me into this free and motley world ? Will the 
circumstances and true state of the case become clear to your 
imagination? And will you be as indulgent towards your 
absent friend as I have often found you when present? 

When my artistic friend became better acquainted with me, 
and judged me worthy of being gi-adually introduced to better 
pieces of art, he one day, not without a most mysterious look, 
took me to a case, which, being opened, displayed a Danae, of 
the size of life, receiving in her bosom the golden shower. I 
was amazed at the splendour of the limbs — the magnificence 
of the po.sture and arrangement — the intense tenderness and 
the intellectuality of the sensual subject ; and yet I did but 
stand before it in silent contemplation. It did not excite in 
me that rapture, that delight, that inexpressible jdcasure. 
My friend, who went on descanting upon the merits of the pic- 
ture, vtas too full of his own enthusiasm to notice my coldness, 
and was delighted with the opportunity this painting afforded 
/him of pointing out the distinctive excellences of the Italian 
School. 

But the sight of this picture has not made me happy — it has 
^ade me uneasy. IIovv ! said I to myself— in what a strange 
case do we civilized men find ourselves ndth our many conven- 
tional restraints ! A mossy rock, a waterfall rivets my eye sc 
long that I can tell eyerythmg about it— its heights, its cavities. 
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its lights <an(l shades, its hues, its blending tints and reflections 
— all is distinctly present to my mind; and whenever I please,, 
comes vividly before me, in a most happy imitation. But of 
that masterpeice of Nature, the human frame — of the order 
and symmetry of the limbs, of all this I have but a very gene- 
ral notion*— which in fact is no notion at all. My imagination 
presents to me anything but a vivid image of this glorious 
structure, and when art presents an imitation of it, to my eye 
it awakens in me no sensation and I am unable to judge of the 
merits of the picture. No, I will remain no longer in this 
.state of stupidity. I will stamp on my mind the shape of man, 
as well as that of a cluster of grapes or of a peach-tree. 

I sought an occasion and got Ferdinand to take a swim in 
the lake. What a glorious shape has my friend ; how duly 
proportioned are all his limbs: what fulness of form; what 
splendour of youth! What a gain to have enriched my ima- 
gination with this perfect model of manhood ! Now I can, 
people the woods, the meadow, «and the hills, with similar fine 
forms ! I can see him as Adonis chasing the boar, or as Nar- 
cissus contemplating himself in the mirror of the spring. 

But alas! my imagination cannot furnish, as yet, a Venus, 
who holds him from the chace, a Venus who bewails his 
death, or a beautiful Echo casting one sad look more on thC' 
cold corpse of the youth before she vanishes for ever ! I have 
therefore resolved, cost what it will, to sec a female form in 
the state that I have seen my friend. 

When, therefore, we reached Geneva, I made arrangements 
In the character of an artist to complete my studies of the 
nude figure, and to-morrow evening my wish* is to be 
gratified. 

I cannot avoid going to-day with Ferdinand to a grand 
party. It will form an excellent foil to the studies of this, 
evening. Well enough do I know those formal parties where 
the old women require you to play at cards with them, and 
the young ones to ogle witli them ; where you must listen to 
the learned, pay respect to the parson, and give way to the 
noble, where the numerous lights show you scarcely one tole- 
rable form, and that one hidden and buried beneath some 
barbarous load of fi’ippery. I shall have to speak French, 
too, — a foreign tongue — the use of which always makes a 
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man appear silly, whatever he may think of himself, since the 
best he can express in it is nothinj; but common place, and 
the most obvious of remarks, and that, too, only with stammer- 
ing and hesitating lips. For what is it that distinguishes the 
blockhead from the really clever man but the peculiar quick- 
ness and vividness with which the latter discerns the nicer 
shades and proi)rieties of all that come before him, and ex- 
presses himself thereon with facility; whereas the former, 
(just as we all do with a foreign language,) is forced on every 
occasion to have recourse to some ready found and conver- 
sational phrase or other? To-day I will calmly put up with 
the sorry entertainment, in expectation of the rare scene of 
nature which awaits me in the evening. 

My adventure is over. It has fully equalled my expectatior 
— nay, surpassed it ; and yet I know not whether to congra- 
tulate, or to blame myself on account of it. 


Part the Second. 

Munster^ Ovtoher 3, 1797. 

From Basle you will receive a packet containing an accoun 
of my travels up to that point, for we are now continuing h 
good earnest our tours through Switzerland. On our routi 
to Biel we rode up the beautiful valley of the Birsch, and a 
last reached the pass which leads to this place. 

Among tlic ridges of the broad and lofty range of moun 
tains the little stream of the Birsch found of old a channel fo 
itself. Necessity soon after may have driven men t 
clamber wearily and painfully through its gorges. Th 
Romans in their time enlarged the track, and now you ma 
travel through it with perfect ease. The stream, dashing ov^ 
crags and rocks, and the road run side by side, and excej 
at a few points, these make up the whole breadth of the pai 
which is hemmed in by rocks, the top of which is easily reachc 
by the eye. Behind them the mountain chain rose with 
slight inclination ; the summits, however, were veiled by a mis 

Here walls of rock rise precipitously one above anothe: 
there immense strata run obliquely down to the river and tl 
road — here again broad masses be piled one over anothe 
while close beside stands a bne of sharp-pointed crags. Wii 
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clefts run yawning upwards, and blocks, of tlic size of a 
wall, have detached themselves from the rest of tlu' stony 
mass. Some fragments of the rock have rolled to the 
bottom ; others are still suspended, and by their position 
alarm you, as also likely at any moment to come tojtpling down. 

Now rgund, now pointed, now overgrown, now bare arc 
the tops of these rocks among and high above which some 
single bald summit boldly towers, while along the perpendi- 
cular clids aud among the hollows below, tlie weather has 
wont many a deep and winding cranny. 

The passage through this defile raised in me a grand but 
calm emotion. The sublime produces a beautiful calmness 
in the soul whicli entirely possessed by it, feels tis great ns it 
ever can fed. How glorious is such a pure feeling, when it 
rises to the very highest, without ovcrfiowiiig. My eye and 
my soul were both able to take in the objects before me, aud 
as I was pro-occupied by nothing, aud had no false tastes to 
counteract their impression, they had on me their full and 
natural effect. When we comj)arc such a feeling with that 
we arc sensible of, when we laboriously harass ourselves with 
some trifle, and strain every nerve to gain as much as possible 
for it, and as it were, to patch it out, vStriving to furnish joy 
and aliment to the mind from its o>vn creation ; wc then feel 
sensibly what a poor expedient, after all, the latter is. 

A young man, whom we have had for our companion from 
Basle, said his feelings were very far from what they were 
on his first visit, and gave all the honour to novelty. I how- 
ever would say, when we see such objects as these for the 
first time, the unaccustomed soul has to expand itself, and 
this gives rise to a sort of painful joy — an ovcidowing of 
emotion which agitates the mind, and draws from us the 
most delicious tears. By this operation the soul, without know- 
ing it, becomes greater in itself, and is of course not capable 
of ever feeling again such a sensation, and man thinks in con- 
sequence that he has lost something, whereas in fact he has 
gained. What he loses in delight he gains in inward riches. 
If only destiny had bidden me to dwell in the midst of some 
grand scenery, then would I every morning have imbibed 
greatness from its grandeur, as from a lonely valley 1 would 
•extract patience and repose. 

After reaching the end of the gorge I alighted, and went 
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back alone through a part of the valley. I thus called fortli 
another profound feeling — one by which the attentive mind 
may expand its joys to a high degree. One guesses in the 
dark about the origin and existence of these singular forms 
It may have happened, when and how it may, — these masses 
must, according to the laws of gravity and affinity,. have beer 
foriTK'd grandly and simply by aggregation. Whatever revo 
lutions may subsequently have upheaved, rent and dividee 
them, the latter were only partial convulsions, and even th< 
idea of such mighty commotions gives one a deep feeling of th( 
eternal stability of the masses. Time, too, bound by the ever 
lasting law, has had here greater, here less, effect upon them 

Internally their colour appears to be yellowish. The aii 
however, and the weather has changed the surface into 
bluish- grey, so that the original colour is only visible her 
and there in streaks and in the fresh cracks. The stone itsel 
slowly crumbles beneath the influence of the weather, becomin 
rounded at the edges, as the softer flakes wear away. In thi 
manner have been formed hollows and cavities graccfull 
shelving off, which when they have sharp slanting an 
pointed edges, present a singular appearance. 

Vegetation maintains its rights on every ledge, on ever 
flat surface, for in every flssm’e the pines strike root, an 
the mosses and plants spread themselves over the rocks. Oi 
feels deeply convinced that here there is nothing accidental 
that here there is working an eternal law which, howev( 
slowly, yet surely governs the universe, — that there is nothir 
here from the hand of man but the convenient road, by meai 
of which this singular region is traversed. 


Geneva^ October 21^ 1779. 

The great mountain-range which, running from Basle 
Geneva, divides Switzerland from France, is, as you arc a wax 
named the Jura. Its principal heights run by Lausanr 
and reach as far as Rolle and Nyon. In the midst of tl 
summit ridge Nature has cut out — I might almost say washi 
out — a remarkable valley, for on the tops of all these lim 
stone rocks the operation of the primal waters is mai 
fest. It is called La Vallee de Joux, which means t 
Valley of the Rock, since Joux in the local dialect significj 
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rocl(. Before I proceed with the further description of our 
journey, I will give you a brief geographical account of its 
situation. Lengthwise it stretches like the mountain r;mgc 
itself almost directly from south to north, and is locked in on 
the one side by Sept Moncels, and on the other by Dent do 
Vaulion, which, after the Dole, is the highest peak of the 
Jura. Its length, according to the statement of the neigh- 
bourhood, is nine short leagues, but according to our rougli 
reckoning as wc rode through it, six good leagues. The 
mountainous ridge which bounds it Icngthvvise on the north, 
and is also visible from the flat lands, is called the Black 
Mountain (Le Noir Mont). Towards the west the Risou rises 
gradually, and slopes away towards Franclic Comte. France 
and Berne divide the valley pretty evenly between them ; the 
former claiming the upper and inferior half, and tin; latter 
possessing the lower and better portion, which is properly 
called La Vallec du Lac dc Joux. Unite at the upper part 
of the valley, and at the foot of Sept Moncels, lies the Lac des 
Rousscs, which has no single visible origin, but gathers its 
waters from the numerous springs which here gush out of the 
soil, and from the little brooks which run into the lake from 
all sides. Out of it flows the Orbe, which after running 
through the whole of the French, and a great portion of the 
Bernese territory, forms lower down, and towards the 
Dent de Vaulion, the Lac dc Joux, which falls on one side into 
a smaller lake, the waters of which have some subterraneous 
outlet. The breadth of the valley varies ; above, near the 
Lac des Rousses it is nearly half a league, then it closes in to 
expand again presently, and to reach its greatest breath, 
which is nearly a league and a-half. So much to enable you 
better to understand what follows ; while you read it, how- 
ever, I would beg you now and then to cast a glance upon 
your map, although, so far as concerns this country, I have 
found them all to be incorrect. 

October 24^A. In company with a captain and an upper 
ranger of the forests in these parts, we rode first of all up 
Mont, a little scattered village, which much more correctly 
might be called a line of husbandmen’s and vinedressers’ 
cottages. The weather was extremely clear ; when we turned 
to look behind us, we had a view of the Lake of Geneva, 
the mountains of Savoy and Valais, and could just catch 
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lAutemie, and also, through a light mist, the country roui 
Geireva, Mont Blanc, wliich towers above all the moiintai] 
of Faucigni, stood out more and more distinctly. It was 
brilliant sunset, and the view was so grand, that no humt 
eye was equal to it. The moon rose almost at the full, as v 
got continually higher. Through Large pine forestif wo cont 
nned to ascend the Jura, and saw the lake in a mist, and in 
the reflection of the moon. It became lighter and lighte 
The road is a well-made causeway, though it was laid do'w 
merely for the sake of facilitating the transport of the timb( 
to the plains below. We had been ascending for full thrt 
leagues before the road began gently to descend. Wc tliougl 
we saw below us a vast lake, for a thick mist filled the who] 
valley which we overlooked. Presently Ave came nearer 1 
the mist, and observed a white bow which the moon formed i 
it, and were soon entirely enveloped in the fog. The con 
pany of the captain procured us lodgings in a house whei 
strangers were not usually entertained. In its internal ai 
rangemont it differed in nothing from usual buildings of th 
same kind, except that the great room in the et'iitre was u 
once the kitchen, the ante-room, and general gathoring-plac 
of the family, and from it you entered at once into th 
slee])ing-rooms, which wore either on the same floor Math it, o 
had to be approached by steps. On the one side Avas the fire 
which was burning on tlie ground on some stone slabs, Avhili 
a chimney, built durably and neatly of plmiks, received ari( 
carried off the smoke. In the corner Avere the doors of the 
oven ; all the rest of the floor was of wood, with the excep- 
tion of a small piece near the AvindoAV around the sink, which 
AA'as j)aved. MoreoATr, all around, and over head on the 
beams a multitude of domestic articles and utensils were 
arranged in beautiful order, and all kept nice and clean. 

October 25/A. — This morning the weather was cold but clear, 
the meadows covered with hoar frost, and here and there 
light clouds were floating in the air. Wo could pretty nearly 
survey the whole of the lower valley, our house being situated 
at the foot of the eastern side of Noir Mont. About eight we 
set off, and in order to enjoy the sun fully, proceeded on the 
western side. The part of the valley Ave now traversed was 
divided into meadoAvs, Avhich, towards the lake were ratlier 
swampy. The inhabitants either dwell in detached houses 
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built by the side of their farms, or else have gathered closer 
together in little villages, which bear simple names derived 
from their several sites. The first of those that we passed 
through was called “ Le Sentier.” We saw at a distance the 
Dent de Vaulion peeping out over a mist which rested on 
the lake. The valley grew broader, but our road now lay behind 
a ridge of rock which shut out our view of the lake, and then 
through another village called “ Lc Lieu.” The mist arose, and 
fell off highly variegated by the sun. Close hereto is a small 
lake, which apparently has neither inlet nor outlet of its 
waters. The weather cleared up completely as we came 
to the foot of Dent de Vaulion, and reached the northern 
extremity of the great lake, which, as it turns westward, 
empties itself into a smaller by a dam beneath the bridge. 
The village just above is called “ Le Pont.” The situation 
of the smaller lake is what you may easily conceive, as being 
in a peculiar little valley which may be called pretty. At the 
western extremity there is a singular mill, built in a ravine of 
the rock which the smaller lake used formerly to fill. At 
present it is dammed out of the mill which is erected in the 
hollow below. The water is conveyed by sluices to the wheel, 
from which it falls into crannies of the rock, and being sucked 
in by them, does not show itself again till it reaches Valorbe, 
which is a full league off, where it again bears the name of 
the Orbe. Tliese outlets {entomoin) require to be kept clear, 
otherwise the water would rise and again fill the ravine, and 
overflow the mill as it has often done already. We saw the 
people hard at work removing tlic worn pieces of the lime- 
stone and replacing them by others. 

We rode back again over the bridge towards “ Lc Pont,” 
and took a guide for the Dent du Vaulion. In ascending it 
we now had the great Dake directly behind us. To tlie east 
its boundary is the Noir Mont, behind which the bjild pesde of 
the Dole rises up ; to the west it is shut in by the mountain 
ridge, which on the side of the lake is perfectly bare, 'fhe sun 
felt hot; it was between eleven and twelve o'clock. Py 
degrees we gained a sight of the wdiole valley, and were able 
to discern in the distance the “ Lac des Rousscs,” and then 
stretching to our feet the district we had just ridden tlirough 
and the road which remained for our return. During the 
ascent my guide discoursed of the whole range of the country, 
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and i:hc lordships which, he said, it was possible to distinguis 
from the peak. In the midst of such talk we reached th 
summit. But a very different spectacle was prepared for us 
Under a bright and clear sky nothing was visible but the higl 
mountain chain, all the lower regions were covered with a whit 
sea of cloudy mist, which stretched from Geneva northwards 
along the horizon and glittered brilliantly in the sunshine 
Out of it, rose to the east, the whole line of snow and ice 
capt mountains acknowledging no distinction of names o 
either the Princes or Peoples, who fancied they were owners o 
them, and owning subjection oidy to one Lord, and to the glance 
of the Still which was tinging them Avith a beautiful red. Moni 
Blanc, right opposite to us, seemed the highest, next to it wer( 
the ice- crowned summits of Valais and Oberland, and lastly 
came the lower mountains of the Canton of Berne. Towards 
the west, the sea of mist which was unconfined to one spot ; 
on tlie left, in the remotest distance, appeared the mountains 
of Solothurn; somewhat nearer those of Neufchatel, and right 
before us some of the lower heights of the Jura. Just below, 
lay some of the masses of the Vaulion, to which belongs the 
Dent, (tooth) which takes from it its name. To the west, 
Franchc-Comte, with its flat, outstretched and wood-covered 
hills, shut in the whole horizon ; in the distance, towards the 
north west, one single mass stood out distinct from all the rest. 
Straight before us, however, was a beautiful object. This was 
the peak which gives this summit the name of a tooth. It de- 
scends precipitously, or rather with a slight emwe, inwards, and 
in the bottom it is succeeded by a small valley of pine-trees, with 
beautiful grassy patches here and there, while right beyond it 
lies the valley of the Orbe (Val-orbc), where you see this stream 
coming out of the rock, and can trace, in thought, its route 
backwards to the smaller lake. The little town of Valorbe, 
also lies in this valley. Most reluctantly we quitted the spot. 
A delay of a few hours longer, (for the mist generally disperses 
in about that time), would have enabled us to distinguish the 
low lands with the lake — ^but in order that our enjoyment should 
be perfect, we must always have something behind still to be 
wished. As we descended we had the whole valley lying 
perfectly distinct before us. At Le Pont we again mounted 
our horses, and rode to the east side of the lake, and passed 
through I’Abbaye de Joux, which at present is a village, but 
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once was a settlement of monks, to whom the whole valley he- 
lonj2;ed. Towards four, we reached our auberge and found our 
meal ready, of which we were assured by oui’ hostess that at 
twelve o’clock it would have been good eating, and which, 
overdone as it was, tasted excellently. 

Let me now add a few particulars just as they were told 
me. As I mentioned just now, the valley belonged formerly 
to the monks, who having divided it again to feudatories, were 
with the rest ejected at the Reformation. At present it 
belongs to the Canton of Renic, and the mountains around are 
the timber- stores of the Pays de Vaud. Most of the timber 
is private property, and is cut up under supervision, and then 
carried down into the plains. The planks are also made here 
into deal utensils of all kinds, and pails, tubs, and similar 
articles manufactured. 

The people are civil and well disposed. Resides their trade 
in wood, they also breed cattle. Their beasts arc of a small 
size. The cheese they make is excellent. They arc veiy 
industrious, and a clod of earth is with them a great treasure. 
Wc saw one man with a horse and car, carefully collecting the 
earth which had been thrown up out of a ditch, and currying 
it to some hollow places in the same field. I'hey lay the 
stones carefully together, and make little heaps of them. 
Tlicrc arc here many stone -polishers, who work for the Gene- 
vese and other tradesmen, and this business furnishes occu- 
pation for many women and children. The houses are neat 
but dm-able, the form and internal arrangements being de- 
teimined by the locality and the wants of the inmates. Before 
overy house there is a running stream, and everywhere you 
see signs of industry, activity, and wealth. But above all 
things is the highest praise due to the excellent roads, which, 
in this remote region, as also in all the other cantons, are 
kept up by that of Berne. A causeway is carried all round 
the valley, not unnecessarily broad, but in excellent repair, so 
that the inhabitants can pursue their avocations without in- 
convenience, and with their small horses and light carts pass 
easily along. The air is very pure and salubrious. 

26 /A Oct . — Over our breakfast we deliberated as to the 
road we should take on our return. As we heard that the 
Dole, the highest summit of the Jura, lay at no great dista,nce 
from the upper end of the valley, and as the weather promised 
to be most glorious, so that we might to-day hope to enjoy 
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all that chance denied us yesterday, we finally determined to 
take this route. We loaded a p^ide with bread and cheese, 
and butter and wine, and by 8 o’clock mounted our horses. 
Our route now lay along the upper part of the valley, in the 
shade of Noir Mont. It was extremely cold, and there had 
been a sharp hoar-frost. We hud still a good league to ride 
through the part belonging to Bemc, before the causeway 
which there terminates branches off into two ])arts. Through 
a little Avood of pine trees we entered the French temtory. 
Here the scene changed greatly. What first excited o\u' 
attention Avas the wretched roads. The soil is rather stony ; 
eveiywhere you see great heaps of those which luive been 
picked (Aff the fields. Soon you come to a part which is very 
marshy and full of springs. The woods all around you are 
in wretched condition. In all the houses and people you recog- 
nise, I will not say want, but certainly a hard and meagre sub- 
sistence. They belong, almost as serfs, to the canons of S. 
Claude ; they are bound to the soil {glehm astricti), and ai'e 
oppressed vuth imposts [sitjets a la main-morte et au droit de 
la suifd), of which we will hereafter have some talk together, as 
also of a late edict of the king’s repealing the droit de la suite, 
and inviting the owners and occupiers to redeem the main-morte 
for a certain compensation. But still even this portion of the 
valley is well cultivated. The people love their country dearly, 
though they lead a hard life, being driven occasionally to steal 
the wood from the Bernese, and sell it again in the lowlands. 
The first division is called the Bois d’ Amant ; after passing 
through it, we entered the parish of Les Rousses, where we saw 
before us the little Lake des. Rousses and Les Sept Moncelss— - 
seven small hills of different shapes, but all connected together, 
which foiTO the soutlicrn limit of the valley. We soon came 
upon the new road which runs from the Pays de Vaud to Paris. 
Wo kept to this for a mile doAvnwards, and now left entii'ely 
the valley. The bare summit of the Dole was before us. We 
alighted from our horses, and sent them on by the road towards 
S. Cergue while we ascended the Dole. It was near noon ; 
the sun felt hot, but a cool south wind came now and then to 
refresh us. When we looked round for a halting-place, we 
had behind us Les Sept Monccls, we could still see a part of 
the Lac des Rousses, and around it the scattered houses of the 
parish. The rest of the valley was hidden from our eye by 
the Noir Mont, above which we again saw our yesterday’s 
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view of Fran die- Comte, and nearer at hand southwards, the last 
summits and valleys of the Jura. We carefully avoidi'd taking 
advantage of a little peep in the hill, which would have given 
us a glimpse of the country, for the sake of which in reality 
om* asc!cnt was undertaken. I was in some anxiety about the 
mist; however, from the aspect of the sky above, I drew a 
favourable, omen. At Last wc stood on the highest summit, 
and saw with the greatest delight that to-day we were in- 
dulged with all that yesterday had been denied us. The whole 
of the Pays de Vaux and de Gex lay like a plan before us ; 
all the different holdings divided off with green hedges like 
the beds of a parterre. We were so high that the rising 
and sinking of the landscape before us was unnoticeable. 
Villages, little towns, country-houses, vine-covered hills, and 
higher up still, where the foi'ests and Alps begin, the cow- 
sheds mostly painted white, or some other light colour, all 
glittered in the sunshine. The mist had already rolled off 
from Lake Leman. Wc saw the nearest part of the coast on 
our side, quite clear ; of the so-called smaller lake, where the 
larger lake contracts itself, and turns towards Geneva, which 
was right opposite to us, we had a complete view ; and on 
the other side the country which shuts it in was gradually 
clearing. Put nothing could vie with the view of the moun- 
tains covered with snow and glaciers. We sat down before 
some rocks to shelter us from the cold wind, with the sunshine 
full upon us, and highly relished our little meal. We kept 
watching the mist, which gradually retired ; each one disco- 
vered, or fancied he discovered, some object or other. One by 
one we distinctly saw Lausanne, sun ounded with its houses, and 
gardens ; then Bcvfiy, and the castle of Chillon ; the mountains, 
which shut out from our -view the entrance into Valais, and 
extended as far as the lake ; from thence the borders of Savoy, 
Evian, Repaille, and Tonon, with a sprinkling of villages and. 
farm-houses between them. At last Geneva stood clear from 
the mist, but beyond and towards the south, in the neighbour- 
hood of Monte Credo and Monte Vauche, it still hung immove- 
able. When the eye turned to the left it caught sight of the 
whole of the lowlands from Lausanne, as far as Solothum, 
covered with a light halo. The nearer mountains and heights, 
and every spot that had a white house on it, could be closely dis- 
tinguished. The guides pointed out a glimmering which they 
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said was the castle of ChauvaD, which lies to the left of the 
Neuber^er-See. Wc were just able to guess whereabouts it lay, 
but could not distinguish it through the bluish haze. There 
are no words to express the grandeur and beauty of this view. 
At the moment every one is scarcely conscious of what he 
sees: — one does but recall the names and sites of well-know'n 
cities and localities, to rejoice in a vague conjectvrc tliat he 
recognizes them in certain white spots which strike his eye 
in the prospect before him. 

And then tlic line of glittering glaciers was continually draw- 
ing the eye back again to the mountains. The sun made his 
way towards the WTst, and lighted up their great flat surfaces, 
W'hich were turned towards us. How beautifully before them 
rose from above the snow the variegated rows of l)lack rocks : — • 
teeth, — towers,— -walls ! Wild, vast, inaccessible vestibules! 
and seeming to stand there in the free air in the first purity 
and freshness of their manifold variety! Man gives up at. 
once all pretensions to the infinite, while ho here feels that 
neither with thought nor vision is he equal to the finite ! 

Before us wc saw a fruitful and populous plain. The spot 
on which we were standing was a high, bare mountain rock, 
which, however, produces a sort of grass as food for the cattle, 
which are here a great source of gain. This the conceited 
lord of creation may yet make his own: — but those rocks be- 
fore his eyes arc like a train of holy virgins which the spirit of 
heaven reserves for itself alone in these inaccessible regions. 
We tarried awhile, tempting each other in turn to try and 
discover cities, mountains, and regions, now with the naked 
eye, now wdth the telescope, and did not begin to descend till 
the setting sun gave permission to the mist, — his own part- 
ing breath, — to spread itself over the lake. 

With sunset we reached the ruins of the fort of S. Cerguc. 
^Even w'hen we got down in the valley, our eyes were still 
rivetted on the mountain glaciers. The furthest of these, 
lying on our left in Oberland, seemed almost to be melting 
into a light fiery vapour ; those still nearer stood with their 
sides towards us, still glowing and red • but by degrees they 
became white, green, and grayish. There was something 
melancholy in the sight. Like a powerful body over which 
death is gradually passing from the extremities to the heart, 
so the whole range gradually paled away as far as Mont 
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Bkno, whose ampler bosom was still covered all over with a 
d('('p red blush, and even appeared to us to retain a reddish 
1 iiil to the very last, — ^just as when one is wateliing tlie death 
of a dear friend, life still seems to linger, and it is difiieult to 
determine the very moment wlien the pulse ceases to beat. 

'riiis time also we were very loth to depart. We found our 
horses in S.'Cergiie ; and tluit nothing might be wanting to our 
enjoyment, the moon rose and lighted us to Nyon. While on 
the way, our strained and excitt'd feelings were gradually 
calmed, and assumed their wonted tone, so that we wi're able 
with kec'ii gratification to eiijoy, from our inn window, the 
glorious moonlight which was sj)read over the lake, 

At different spots of our travels so much was said of tlie 
remarkable character of the glaciers of Savoy, and wlien we 
reached Geneva we were told it was becoming more and more 
: the fashion to visit them, that the Count'^' was seized with a 
strange desire to bend our course in that direction, and from 
Geneva to cross Cliise and Salenche, and enter the valley of 
Chamouni, and after contemplating its wonderhd obji'cts, 

; to go on by Valorsine and 'J’rent into Valais. This route, 
ho\\'ev('r, wliicii w.as the one usually j)ursued by travellers, was 
thought dangerous in this season of the year. A visit was 
therefore paid to M. de Saussurc at his country-house, 
and liis advice requested, lie assured us that we need not 
hesitate to take that route ; there was no snow as yet on the 
middle-sized mountains, and if on our road wo Avc're attentive 
to the signs of the weather and the advice of the country- 
people, Aviio Avere seldom Avrong in their judgment, we might 
entiu' uj)on this journey Avith perfect safety. Here is the copy 
of the journal of a day's hard travelling. 


Cluse^ in Savoy, Nov. 3, 1779. 

To-day on departing from Geneva our party divided. The 
Count with me and a huntsman took the route to Savoy. 
Friend W. with the horses proceeded through the Pays de 
Vaud for Valais. In a light four-Avhecled cabriolet we pro- 
ceeded first of all to visit libber .at his country-seat, — a man 
out of whom, mind, imagin.ation and imitative tact, oozes at 

* The Duke Charles Augustus of Weimar^ who travelled under the 
title of Count of . 

VoL. IT. 
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every pore, — one of the very few thorough men wo have met 
with, lie saw iis well oti our way, and then we set off with 
the lofty snow-cap])e(l mountains, which we wished to reach, 
before our eyes. l%)m the Lake of (Jeneva tlu' mountain- 
chains ver^t^ towards each otlun’ to the ])oint where lloiineville 
lies, hidf way between tlie Alole, a cousiderabh' moyntain, and 
the Arve. Tlu're we took our dinner. Lehlnd the town the 
valley closes riejlit in. Althous^h not very broad, it lias the 
Arve llowinjj; ^'^'iitly through it, and is on the soutlu'ni side well 
culti\ated, and everywhere the soil is put to some profit, from 
the early morning we had been in fear of its raining some time 
at least before night, but the clouds gradually (piitted the moun- 
tains, and dispersed into tleeces, — ^a sign which has more than 
once in our experience prow'd a favourable omen, dhe air 
was as warm as it usually is iu the beginning of Septemlx'r, 
and the country we travelled through beautiful. Alany of the 
trees being still green ; most of them had assumed a brownish- 
yellow tint, but only ii few wen^ (pdtc bare. The cro])S were 
rich and verdant; the mountains caught from the reel sunset 
a rosy hue, blended with violet ; and all these rich tints 
were eoniln’ned with grand, Ix'autiful, and agreeable forms 
of the lauds('a])C. We talked over much that was good. 
Towards 5 we came towards Cluse, where the valh'y closi's, and 
has oidy one outlet, tlirough which the Arve issues from the 
mountains, and by wliich also we propose to (mter them 
to-morrow. We ascended a lofty eminence, and saw be- 
neath us the city, partly built on the slightly inclined side of 
a rock, but partly on the Hat [)ortion of tin' valley. Our eyes 
ranged with pleasure over the valley, and silting on the 
granite rocks we awaited the coming of niglit in calm and 
varied disco\irse. Towards seven, as wo descended, it ivas 
not at all colder than it is usually in summer about nine. At 
a miserable inn (where, however, the people were ready and 
willing, and by their patois alforded us much ainuseineiit) avo 
are now going, about ten o’clock, to bed, iiitendiiig to set out 
early to-morrow, before the morning shall dawn. 

Sahmche, Nov. 4, 1779. Noon. 

Whilst a dinner is being prepared by very Avilling hands, 
I will attempt to set down the most remarkable incidents of 
om- yesterday’s jommey, which commenced Avith the early 
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raoniiiij:!;. "With break of day \vc set out on foot from ( 'liise, 
taking' tlie road towards Balnic. In tlie valley the air bus 
agTceably fre.sh ; the moon, in her last (quarter, rose bright 
bi’foro the siin, ana charmed ns with the sight, as being one 
which Avc do not often see. Single light vapours rose upwards 
from all tliQ chasms in the rocks. It seemed as if the morning 
air were awakening the young s])irits, who took pleasure in 
meeting the sun -with exjianded bosoms and gilding them in 
his rays. The iqiper heaven v'as p(‘rfectly clear ; except v'hero 
now and then a single elondy streak, which the rising sun lit 
up, SMa'])t lightly across it. Balme is a miserable village, not 
far from the spot when! a rocky gorge runs otf li’oin the road. 
Wc askt'd the ])eoph‘ to guide' us through the cave for which 
the place is famous. 7\t this they kept looking at one 
another, till at lust one said to a second, “Take you the 
ladder, I will caiay tin' ro])e,— come, gentlemen.” This 
strange invitation did not dett'r ns fnmi follouing them. 
Our line of descent passed first of all among fallen massi's of 
limestone rock, whieh by the course of time had been jhled 
up step by ste]) in front of tlu' precipitous wall of rock, and 
were now ovc'rgrown with bushes of hazel and beech. Over 
these you reach at last tln^ strata of the rock itself, whic'li 
YOU liavo to climb u]) slowly and painfully by means of the 
ladder and of the steps cut into the rock, and by lu'lp of 
branches of the nut-trees, whieh hung ()v('r head, or of 
pieces of rope tied to them. After this you find yourself, to 
YOur great satisfaction, in a kind of portal, which has been worn 
out of the rock by the weather, and ovc'rlooks tlie ^'alley and 
the village below. We now prepared for entering the cave; 
lighted our candles and loaded a pistol whieh vu) ])ro])osed to 
h't off. The cave is a long gallery, mostly level and on one 
strand; in parts broad enough for two men to valk abreast, 
in others only jiassable by one; now high ('nough to walk 
upright, then obliging you to stoop, and sometinu's evi'ii to 
crawl on hands and feet. Nearly i\bout the middle a cleft 
runs iipwatrds and forms a sort of a dome. In one corner ano- 
ther goes downwards. Wc threw* several stones down it, and 
counted slow*ly from seventeen to nineteen bcfori' it ri'achcd 
the bottom, after touching the sides many times, but always 
with a different echo. On the walls a stalactite forms its 
various devices; however it is only damp in a very few places, 
0 2 
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and forms for the most part lono- (lro]),s, and not those rich and 
rare shapes whleh are so reinarhahh' in lia\imiann’s cave. We 
penc'trated as far as we could for the water, and as we came 
out let off our pistol, wliich sliook tht^ cave with a strong hut 
dull eclio, so tliat it boomed round us like a bell. It took us 
a ^ 00(1 quarb'r of an liour to ^('t out aj^ain, and on deseend- 
inj^- the rocks, we found our carriat^e and drove* oll^^'ards. 
At Staubbaehs-Art Ave saAV a beautiful waterfall; neither 
its hei<j;'ht was very ^reat nor its volume very large, and yet it 
was extremely intei-(.\stiug\ for the rocks formed around it, 
as it wcu'c, a circular niche in which its waters fell, and the 
pieces of the limestone as they were tumbled one over another 
formed the most rare and unnsnal groups, 

W(5 arrived here at mi<l-day, not (put(' hungry enough to 
relish our dinner, Avhieh consisted of warmed fisli, cow beef, 
a7id very stale bread. In-oin this place there is no road 
leading to the mountains that is passable for so stately an 
equipage as avo have Avith us; it tluuvforo returns to Geneva, 
and I noAV must take my ]eav(‘ of you, in order to pursue my 
route a litth' further. A mule with my luggage Avill folloAv 
us us we pick our Avay oji foot. 


(luc/nount, Nov. 4, 1770. 
Evenmj., ahout 9 o'clock. 

It is only because this letter Avill bring me for awhile nearer 
to yourself that 1 resume my ])en ; otliorwiso it would be 
better for me to give my mind a little rest. 

We left Salenche behind us in a lovely open valley : during 
our noonday's rest the sky bad beeoiiKi overcast Avith Avhit<‘ 
fleecy clouds, about Avhieb I have here a special remark to 
make. We had seen them on a bright day rise equally flju', 
if not still finer, from the glaciers of Berne. Here too it 
again seemed to ns as if the sun, had first of all attracted the 
light mists which evaporated from the tops of the glaciers, 
and then a gentle breeze bad, as it were, combed the fine 
vapours, like a fleece of foam over the atmosphere. I never re- 
member at home, even in the height of summer, (Avheiv such 
phenomena do also occur with us,) to have seen any so trans- 
parent, for here it was a perfect Aveb of light. Before long 
the ice-covered mountains from wliich it rose lay before us; the 
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valley bc^an to close in; the Arvo was gusliin^ out of the 
rock ; we now began to ascend a mountain, and went up higher 
and higher, with the snowy summits right before us. Moun- 
tains and old ])ine forests, either in the hollows below or on 
a level with our track, came out one by one before the eye 
as we proceeded. On our left were the mountain-peaks, bare 
and pointed. We felt that wo ^verc approaching a mightier 
and more massive chain of mountains. We ])assed over a 
dry and broad bed of stones and gravd, which the water- 
courses tear downi from the sides of the rocks, and in turn 
flow among and fill up. This brought us into an agreeable 
^■alley, Hat, and shut in by a circular ridge of rocks, in which 
lies the little village of Serves. There the road runs round 
some very highly variegated rocks, and takes again the direc- 
tion towards the Arve. After crossing the latter you again 
ascend ; the masses become constantly more imposing, nature 
seems to havo begun hero with a light hand, to jmepare 
her enormous creations. Tlie darkness grew deeper and 
deeper as w'O approached the valley of Chumouni, and whoii at 
last wo entered it, nothing but the larger masses were dis- 
cernible. The stars came out one by one, and we noticed 
above the peaks of the summits right before us, a light which 
w’C could not account for. Clear, hut without brilliancy, like 
the milky way, but closer, something like that of the Pleiades; 
it rivetted our attention until at last, as our position changed, 
like a pyramid illuminated by a secret light within, which 
could best be compared to the gleam of a glow-worm, it 
towered high above the peaks of all the surrounding mountains, 
and at last convinced us that it must be the peak of ]\lont 
Blanc. The beauty of this view was extraordinary. For 
while, together with the stars which clustered round it, it 
glimmered, not indetnl with tlic same twinkling light, but in 
a broader and more continuous mass, it seemed to behmg to a 
higher sphere, and one had difficulty iji thought to fix its 
roots again in the earth. Before it we saw a line of snowy 
summits, sparkling as they rested on the ridges covered u ith 
the black pines, while between the dark forests vast glaciers 
sloped down to the valley below. 

My descriptions begin to be irregular and forced; in fact, 
one wants two persons here, one to see and the other to 
describe. 
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Here we are in the middle village of the valley called ‘‘ Lo 
Pricaire,” oomfortahly in a house, wliicli a widow 

caused to be built here in honour of the niaiiy stran;,uTS who 
visited tlie luughbourliood. We are sitting’ close to the 
heartli, redishiug oiir Muscatel wine from the Vallee d’Aost, 
far b('lt('r than the lenten dishes wliicdi were served up for 
our dinner. 


JVor. 5 , 1779 . Ercmiiu/. 

I'o take U]) on(''H pen and write, almost recpiii’cs as great 
an effort as to take a swim in the cold river. At tliis mo- 
ment I liave a great mind to ])ut you off, by referring you to 
the descri])tion of tin? glaeii'rs of Savoy, gi\ en by that enthu- 
siastic (‘limber llourritt. 

Invigorated however by a few glasses of excellent wdne, 
and by the thought that these j)ages will reach you much 
sooiK'r than either the ti-avc'llers or llourritt’s book, I will do 
my best. The valley of Cliamoimi, in which we arc at pre- 
sent, lies very high among the mountains, and, from six to 
seven leagues long, runs pretty lU'arly from south to nortli. 
The characteristic features whicli to my mind distinguish it 
from all others, are its having scarcely any flat ])ortion, but 
the whole tract, like a trough, slo[)es from the Arve gradually 
up the sides of the mountain. Mont lUanc and the line of 
inountaiiis which runs off from it, and the masses of ice which 
fill u]) tlu! immense ravines, make u]) the eastern wall of the 
valh'y, on which, throughout ils entire length, seven glaciers, 
of nhich one, is considerably larger than the others, nui 
down to the bottom of tlu' valley. 

The guides whom we had engaged to show us to the ice-lake 
came to their tinu'. One was a voung active peasant, the 
other much older, who semned to think himself a very shrewd 
personage, who had ludd intercourse; with all learned fo- 
reigners, well acquaint('d with the nature of the ice-moun- 
tains, and a very elevt'r fellow. He assured us that for 
eight and twenty years. — so long had he acted as guide over 
the mountains, — this was the first time that his services had 
been put in recpiisition so late in tlu; year— after All Saints’ 
Day, and yet that we might even now see every object quite 
as well as in June. Provided with wine and food we began to 
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asceiifl Mont Anvort, from wliicli wo wore told tlio view of 
the ice-lake would be quite ravisliino-, Proj)erly 1 should 
call it the icc'-valley or the ic('-streain ; for looking- jit it from 
above, the liu»-e masses of ice force thoinsclvc's out of a deep 
valley in tolerable smootliness. Uie^lit behind it ends a 
sharp-])oii)ted luountaiii, from l)otli sides of which waves of 
ice run frdzen into the priiicij)al stream. Not the slio-htcst 
trace of snow was as yet to be seen on the lai^^’cd surl'accs, 
an 1 the blue crevices ^listcuied bc'autifully. The W('iither by 
degrees I'tecame overcast, and I saw grey wavy clouds, which 
seemed to threaten snow, more tlian it had ever yc't done. 
On the spot wlierc we were standing is a small cabin, 
built of stones, loosely piled together as a. sheltej;;|^r travel- 
lers, which in joke has been named “ The Oastldlj of Mont 
Anvert.*’ An Englishman, of the name of Jllaire, who is 
residing at Geneva, has caused a more spacious one to be built 
at a more convenient spot, and a little higher up, where, 
sitting by a lire-side, you catch through the wiiuh)w a view 
of the whole Ice-Valley. Tlu' peaks of the rocks ov('r against 
you, as also in the valley Ik'Iow, are very poiid('d and rugged. 
These jags are (adled needles, and the Aiguille du l)ru is a 
remarkabh' ]jeak of this kind, right op])osite to Mont Anvert. 
We now wislied to walk u])on the Ice Lake its('lf, and to con- 
sider tliese immense masses elosi^ at hand. Accordingly we 
climbed down the mountain, and took nearly a hundrc'd steps 
round about on the Avave-likt' crystal clitis. It is c('rtainly 
a singular sight, when standing on the ice itself, you see 
before you the masses ])r('ssing upwards, and divided by 
strangely shaped clefts, llowever, we did not like standing 
on this sli])})ery surface, for we had neither coirn^ })re])ared 
with ice-shoes, nor with nails in our usual mu's ; on tlie con- 
trary, those which we ordinarily wore had beconu' smooth 
and rounded with our long rvalk; avo, tliendbre, iiiade our 
way back to the hut, and after a short rest Avere ready for 
returning. We descimded the mountain, and came to the 
spot Avhere the ice-stream, step by step, forces its AAaiy to the 
v.alley beloAV, and avc entert'd the cavern, into Avhich it 
empties its Avater. It is broad, deep, and of tht' most l)cau- 
tiful blue, and in the cave the supjdy of Avater is niorc' inva- 
riable than further on at the mouth, since great pieces of 
ice are constantly melting and dissolving in it. 
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On our road to the Auhorpje wc ])assed the house where there 
were two Albinos, — children between twelve and fourteen, 
with very white coniplexions, rono;h white hair, and with red 
and rc'stless eyes like rabbits. The deep nig’ht which laui^s 
over the valley invib'S me to n'tire early to bed, and I am liardiy 
awake enough to tell you, that we have seen a tame young ibex, 
who stands out as distinctly among the goats as* the natural 
son of a noble prince from the burgher's family, among whom 
h(‘ is privately brought uj) and educated. It does not suit 
witli our discourses, that 1 should speak of anything out of 
its due ordi'r. Besides, you do not take much delight in 
specimens of granite, quartz, or in larch and pine trees, 
yet, most of all, you would d('sire to see some rc-markablc 
fruits oj^;imr botanising. I thiidc 1 am stupid with sleep, — 
I cannot write another lin(‘. 


Chnmrrtmi^ Kov. 6, 1776. Early, 

Content with seeing all that the early season allows us to 
see, we are ready to start again, intending to })enetrate as 
far as Valais to-day. A thick mist covers tlie whole valh'y, 
and reaclu's half way uj) the mountains, and we must wait 
and see what sun and wind will yet do for us. Our guide 
pur[)os('s that wc should take the road over the Col-de-Balmo, 
a lofty eminence, which lies on the north side of the valley 
towards Valais, from the summit of which, if wc are lucky, 
we shall be able to take another survey of the valley of 
Chamouni, and of all its remarkable objects. 

Whilst I am writing a remark.able plienomenon is ])assing 
along the sky. 'I'he mists which are shifting about, and break- 
ing in some places, allow you through their openings as through 
skylights, to catch a glance of the blue sky, while at the. same 
time the mountain peaks, which rising above our roof of 
vapour, are illuminated by the sun’s rays. Even Avithout the 
hope it gives of a beautiful day, this sight of itsidf is a rich 
treat to the eye. 

Wc have at last obtained a standard for judging the heights 
of the mountains. It€S at a considerable height above the 
valley, that the vapour rests on the mountains. At a still 
greater height are clouds, which have floated off upwards 
from the top of the mist, and then far above these clouds 
you see the summits glittering in the sunshine. 
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It is time to i^o. I must bid farewell to this beautiful 
valley and to you. 


Martinac, tn Valais, 
Nov. 6, 1779. Fjvcnivtj. 

We haVe made the passaji^e across without any inislia]), and 
so this adventure is over. The joy of our good luck will keep 
my pen going merrily for a good half hour yet. 

Having packed our luggagi' on a mule, we set out early 
(about 9,) from Prieiire. The clouds shifted, so that the peaks 
were now visible and then were lost again ; at one moment 
the sun’s rays came in streaks on the valley, at the next the 
whole of it was again in shade'. We went up the valley, 
])assing the outh't of the ice-stream, then the glacier 
d’Argentim-e, which is the highest of the five, the top of it 
however was hidden from our view by the clouds. ()ii the 
plain M'o held a counsel, whether we should or not take the 
route over Col do lialnu', and abandon the road over \mlorsine. 
The prospect was not the most ]))'omising ; how(‘^'el^ as here 
there was nothing to lose and much perhaps to gain, we 
took our way boldly towards the dark region of mists and 
clouds. As we approached the Glacier du Tour, tlu' clouds 
parted, and we saw this glacier also in full light. W(' sat 
down awhile and drank a flask of wine, and took something 
to eat. We now mounted towards the sources of the Arve, 
passing over rugged meadows and patches scantily covered 
with t\irf, and came nearer and nearer to the region of mists, 
until at last we ent('red right into it. We went on patiently 
for awldlc till at last as we got up higher, it began again to 
clear above our heads. It lasted for a short time, so we passed 
right out of the clouds, and saw the whole mass of them 
beneath us spread over the valley, and were able to sec the 
summits of all the mountains on the right and left that en- 
closed it, with the exception of Mont lllanc, which was 
covered with clouds. We were able to point them out one 
by one, and to name them. In some we saw the glaciers 
reaching from their summits to their feet, in others we could 
only discern their tracks, as the ice was concealed from 
our view by the rocky sides of the gorges. Beyond the 
whole of the flat surface of the clouds, except at its southern 
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oxiremity, wc could distinctly sec the mountains flittering in 
the sunshiiK'. Why should I ('numerate to you the names of 
summits, peaks, lu'edles, icy and snowy masses, when their 
mere designations can furnish no idea to your mind, either of 
the wliole scene or of its single ohjeets? 

It was (piite singular liow the spirits of the air seemed to 
be waging war beneath us. Scarcely had we stood a few 
minutes enjoying tlu' grand vu'w, when a hostile ferment 
seenu'd to arisen witliin the mist, and it suddenly rose upwards 
and threatened once mon* to envc'lope us. Wc commenced 
stoutly asec'iiding the lu'ight, in the hope of yet awhile escap- 
ing from it, but it outstrip})('<l us and enclosed ns on all 
side's. llowev('i', pc'rli'ctly fresh, we continued to mount, 
and soon there' came to our aid a strong wind, blowing from 
tlu' mountain, blowing over tlu' saddle which connected 
two p('aks, it drove the mist back again into the valley. 
This strange conflict was frecpu'iitly re])eat{'d, and at last, to 
our joy, we reached the Col d(‘ Jkdme. 'J'hc view from it 
was singular, indi'cd unicpie. The sky above the ])eaks was 
overcast with clouds ; below, through the many openings in 
the mist, we saw tlu* whole of Chamouni, and betu’cen these 
two layers of cloud the mountain summits were all visible. 
On the east wc were shut in by rugged inount;iins, on the 
west w(' looked down on wild valk'vs, where, however, on 
every gre{'n })ateh human dwellings wen; visibh', before us 
lay th(' valley of Valais, where at oiu' glance the eye took in 
mountains piled in evr'iy variety of mass one upon another, and 
stretehing as far as Martinac and even beyond it. Surrounded 
on all sid('s by mountains which, further cm towarrds the 
horizon, seemc'd continually to multiply a. id to tower higher 
and liigln'r, ^\'c stood on the eoidines of \'alais and Savoy. 

Somt' contrabandists, who wc'rc ascending the mountains 
with tlu'ir muh's, were alarmed at seeing us, for at this 
season they did not n'ckon on meeting with any one at this 
spot, d'hey fired a shot to intimate that they were armed, 
and one advanced before the rest to reconnoitre. Having 
recognised our guide it^d seen what a harmless figure wo 
made, h(' retunied to liis ])arty, who now approached us, and 
we passed one another with mutual greetings. 

The wind now blew sharp, and it began to snow a little as 
wc commenced our descent, wliich was rough and wild 
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cnoiigli, tlirougli an ancient forest of pines, wliieli liad taken 
root on the faces of tlic gneiss. Torn iq) by tlu' winds, iho 
trunks and roots lay rotting together, and the rocks which 
were loosened at the same time w'erc lying in rough masses 
among them. 

At last we reached the valley ■where the river 'IVent takes 
its rise fi;om a glacier, and })assing the village of Trent, close 
upon our right, W'c followed the windings of tlu; valhy aiong 
a rather inconvenient road, and about six reached lilartinac, 
which lies in the flatter portion of the Valais. Here \v('. 
must refresh ounsclves for further expeditions. 


Martuiae, Nov. 6, 1779. 

Kvoiiiuj. 

Just as our travels proceed uninterruptedly, so my letters 
one after anotlui' kc('p \i]) my conversation with you. Scarcely 
have 1 Ibldt'd and ])ut a.side the conclusion of “ Wanderings 
through S[ivoy,” ere 1 take up another sheet of paper in 
order to acquaint you with all that we have further in con- 
templation. 

It was night when w'c entered a rcgioii about which our 
curiosity IkuI long been excited. As y(‘t we have sc(}ii nothing 
but the peaks of th(‘ mountains, which enclose the valley on 
both sides, and then only in the glimmering of twilight. 
Wc cre})t wearily into our auberge, and saw' from the window 
the clouds shifting. We felt as glad and comfortable to 
have a roof over our heads, as children do when with stools, 
table-leav('S and carpets, they construct a roof near the stove, 
and tlu'i’ein say to one another that outside “ it is raining or 
snowing,'’ in order to ('xcite a. ])lcasant and imaginary shud- 
der in their little souls. It is exactly so with us on this 
autumnal evening in this strange and unknowni region. 

We learn from the maps that w'c arc sitting in the angle of 
an elbow, from which the smaller part of V alais, running 
almost directly from soutli to north, and with the llhoiu', 
extends to the lake of Geneva, wdiile the other and tlu; larger 
portion stretches from w'est to east, and goes up tlu; Khonc 
to its source, the Furca. The prospect of riding through 
the Valais is very agreeable, our only anxiety is how we 
are to cross over into it. First of all, with the view of 
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seeing the lower portion, it is settled that wc go to-morrow 
to S. Maurice, where wc are to meet our friend, who 
with the horses has gone round by the Pays dc Vaud. To- 
morrow evening we think of being here again, and then on 
the next day shall begin to go up the country. If the 
advice of M. dc Saussure prevails, we shall ])erform the route 
to the Furca on horseback, and then back to Brieg over the 
Simplon, where, in any weather, the travelling is good over 
Domo d'Osula, Lago Maggion', ik'llinzona, and then up 
Mount Cottluird. The road is said to b(‘ excellent, and every- 
where j)assahle for horses. AVc should best pn'fer going over 
tlu' Furca to S. Gotthard, ])oth for the sake of the shorter 
route, and also Ix'cause this detour through the Italian pro- 
vinces Avas not Avithin our original plan, but then Avhat could 
Avo do Avilh our horses ; tliey could not be made to descend 
the Furca, for in all probability the path for pedestrians is 
ali’cady blocked up by the suoav. 

With regard to the latter contingency, hoAvover, we axe 
quite at our ease, and hope to be able, as Ave have liitherto 
done, to take counsel, from moment to moment, Avith cir- 
cumstances as they arise. 

The most remarkable object in this inn is a servant-girl, 
Avlio Avith the greatest stupidity gives herself all the airs of 
one of our Avould-be delicate German ladies. Wc had a good 
laugh, Avhen after bathing our Avt'ary feet in a bath of red 
Avine and clay, as recommendc'd by our guide, avc had in the 
affected hoyden to Avipe tlumi dry. 

Our meal has not refreshed us much, and after supper avc 
hope to enjoy our beds more. 


fS. Maurice, Nov. 7, 1779. 

Nearly Noon. 

On the road it is my Avay to enjoy the beautifvd vicAvs, in 
order that I may call in one by one my absent friends, and 
converse with them on the subject of the glorious objects. 
If I come into an inn it is in order to rest myself, to go back 
in memory and to Avrite something to you, Avhen many a time 
my overstrained faculties Avould much rather collapse upon 
themselves, and recover their tone in a sort of half sleep. 

This morning Ave set off at daAvn from Martinac ; a fresh 
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brcozc was stirriiif^ with the dny, and wo soon passed the old 
castle Avhich stands at tlie point where the two arms of Valais 
make a sort of Y. The valley is narrow, shut in on its 
two sides by mountains, hifj^hly diversified in their forms, and 
which without exception are of a peculiar and siddimely 
Ix'autiful character. We came to the spot where the Trent 
breaks into the valley around some narrow and ])erpendicular 
rocks, so that one almost dmd)ts whether the river docs not 
flow out of the solid rock itself. Close by stands the old 
bri(ig-e, which only last year was g-reatly injured by the 
stream, Avhile not tar from it lie immense masses of rock, 
whicli have fiillen very recently from the mountains and 
blocked up the road. The whole ^jjroiip together would make 
an extremely bciiutiful picture. At a short distance from the 
old bri(l<4‘e a new wooden one has been built, and a new road 
been laid down to it. 

W(i were told that wt wore {i;ettin‘^ near the famous water- 
fall of l.hsse Vache, and washed heartily for a ])eep at the 
sim, wTile the shifting clouds gave us a good hope that our 
wish would be gratified. On tlu^ road w(‘ examined various 
pieces of granite and of giu'iss, wdiieh with all their differ- 
ences seem, nevertheless, to have a common origin. At last 
we stood bc'forc! the waterfall, which w('ll desta’vi's its fame 
above all otlicrs. At a considerable height a strong stream 
bursts from a cleft in the rock, falling dowanvard into a basin, 
over which the foam and spray is carried far and wide by 
the wind. The sun at this moment came forth from tlic 
clouds, and made the sight doubly vivid. Below in the spray, 
wherever you go, you have close before you a rainbow. If 
you go higher up, you still witness no less singular a pheno- 
menon. The airy foaming waives of the upper stiaxim of 
water, as with their frothy vapour, they come in contact with 
the angle of vision at which the rainbow is formed, assume 
a fiame-like hue, without giving rise to the pendant form of 
the bow, so that at this point you have before you a con- 
stantly A'arying play of fire. 

We climbed all round, and sitting down near it, wished 
we were able to spend w^holc days and many a good hour of 
our life on this spot. Here too, as in so many other places 
dming our present tour, we felt how impossible is was to 
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oiijo}' and to Le fully impressed with grand objects on a pass- 
ing visit. 

AVe next came to a village where there were some merry 
soldiers, and we drank there some new wine, 8ome of the 
Siime sort had been set bc'foi-e ns yesterday. It look('d like 
soap and water ; however, we had rather drink it than their 
sour tliis year's" and “ hvo years’ old ’ wine. When one 
is thirsty nothing comes amiss. 

We saw S. Maiirica' at a distance; it lies just at the 
point where* tlu* valk'y closes in, so much as to ceas(5 to be 
anything more than a mere pass. Over tile city, on the left, 
v'c saw a small church with a hermitage closer to it, and we 
ho]K' to have an opportunity yi't of visiting them both. 

We found in the inn a note from our Irieiid, who has 
stopped at Ilec, whieli is about three (piarters of a league 
from this iilace ; we have* si'ut a messengx'r to him. The 
( Vniiit is gone out for a walk to see the country before us. I 
shall take a mor.sel to eat, and then set out towards the 
famous bridge and the pass. 


u'ij'trr 1 o'clock. 

I have at last got back from the spot where one could be 
contented to spend whole days together, lounging and loiter- 
ing about without once getting tired, holding converse with 
oneself. 

If i had to advise any oiu? as to the best route into Valais, 
I should recommend the one from the Lake of (leneva up the 
Khone. I have biH'u on the road to Bee over the great bridge, 
from which you step at once into the Bernese territority. 
Here the llhone Hows downwards, and the valley lU'ar the 
lake becomes a little broader. As I turned round again I 
saw that the rocks near S. Maurice pressed together from 
both sides, and that a small light bridge, with a high arch, 
was thrown boldly across from them over the llhone, which 
rushes beneath it with its roaring and foaming stream. The 
numerous angles and turrets of a fortress stands close to the 
bridge, and a single gateway commands the entrance into 
Valais. I went over the bridge back towards S. Maurice, 
and even bepnd it, in search of a view which I had formerly 
seen a drawing of at Huber's house, and by good luck found it. 
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Tlie count is conic buck, lie had tj^ono to meet the liors('s 
and mountinj^ Ids <;rey hud outstripped the rest, lb' says the 
bridg'e is so li^ht and beautiful that it looks like a horse in t!ui 
act of leaping a ditch. Our friend too is comiiifi;, and is cpiite 
contented with Ids tour, lie accomplislu'd the distances from 
the Lake /jf Oeii'eva to Ilec in a few days, and we are all de- 
lis^hted t(j see one another at;;ain. 


Murtinac, towards 9 . 

We were out ridin^- till late at night, and the road seemed 
much longer returning tlian gidng, as in the morning, our atten- 
tion had been constantly attracted I’roin one object to anotlu'r. 
Besides 1 am for tins day, at least, heartily tired of desei-ip- 
tions and redections; Iiowever, 1 must try hastily to jx'r- 
petuate the memory of two beautiful objects. It w;rs <le('p 
twilight m Ik!!! on our return we reached tlu; watc'i’fall of the 
Pissc Vhiche. The mountains, the valley, and the heav('n.s 
themselves were dark and dusky. By its grc'yish tint and 
unceasing murmur you could distinguish the falling sli’t'am 
from [dl other objc'cts, though you could scarcely discern the 
slightest motion. Smhh'uly tlu' summit of a very liigh peak 
glowi'd just lik(' molten brass in a furnace, and abovt' it rose 
a red smoke. This singular phenomenon was the etfect of 
th(‘ setting sun wliich illuminated the snow and the mists 
wliich ascended from it. 


Sion, Nov. 8, 1779. 
about 8 o' elocli. 

This morning wc missed our way riding, and were delayed 
in consequence, three hours at least. Wc set out from 
JMartinac before dawn, in order to reach Sion in good time. 
'Ihe weatlu'r 'was extraordinarily beautiful, only that the sun 
being low in the heavens was slmi out by the mountains, so 
that the road, as we pa.ssed along, was entirely in the shade, 
I'he view, however, of the marvellously beautiful valley of 
\hdais brought up many a good and cheerful idea. W e had 
ridden for full three hours along the high road with the 
Rhone on our left, when we saw 8ion before us ; and ive were 
begiiming to congratulate ourselves on the prospect of soon 
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orderiiio- our noon-day’s moal, when wc found that the bridge 
we ouglit to cross had been carried away. Nothing remained 
for us, we were told by the people who were busy repairing 
it, but either to leave our horses and go by .a foot-path which 
ran across the rocks, or else to ride on for about three miles, 
and then cross the Rhone by some other bridges. ^Ve chose 
the latter; and avc would not sulfer any ill -humour to get 
l)OSsession of us, but determined to ascribe' tin's mischance to 
the interposition of our good genius, who inte'iided to take us 
a slow ride through this interesting region with the advantage 
of good day-light. IRcrywhere, indeed, in this luirrow 
district, tlie Rhone makes sad havoc. In order to reach the 
other bridges wc were obliged, for more than a league and a 
half, to ride over sandy ])atches, which in the various inunda- 
tions are constantly shifting, and are useful for nothing but 
ahh'r and willow beds. At last we came to the bridges, 
whit'R were wretched, tottering, long, and composed of rotten 
timbers. Wc had to lead our liorses over one by one, and 
with extreme caution. We Avere now on the left side of the 
Valais and had to turn backwards to get to Sion. The road 
itself was for the most j)art wretched and stony ; every step, 
however, opened a fresh view, wiiicli was well worth a 
painting. One, however, was particularly remarkable. The 
road brought us up to a castle, below which there was spread 
out the most lovely scene that wc had seen in the whole road. 
The mountains nearest to us run down on both sides slantingly 
to the level ground, and by their shape gave a kind of per- 
spective elfect to the natural landscape. Beneath us was the 
Valais in its entire breadth from mountain to mountain, so 
that thq eye could easily take it in ; the Rhone, with its ever- 
varying windings and bushy banks uns flowing past villages, 
meudoAvs, and richly cultivated highlands ; in the distance you 
saw the Castle of Sion, and the various hills which begin to 
rise behind it; the farthest horizon was shut in, amphitheatre 
like, Avith a semicircular range of snoAv-capped mountains Avhich, 
like all the rest of the scene, stood glittei'ing in the sun’s 
meridian splendour. Disagreeable and rough was the road 
we had to ride over; aa'c therefore enjoyed the more, perhaps, 
the still tolerably green festoons of the vines Avhich over-arched 
it. The inhabitants, to Avhom every spot of earth is precious, 
plant their grape-vines close against the walls which divide 
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their little ho]din'j;s from the road, where they grow to an 
extraordinary thickness, and by means of stake’s and trc'llises 
are trained across tlie road so as almost to form oiu' eou- 
tinuous arbour. The lower grounds wc'rc prinei])ally nu’a- 
dows: in the nenghbourhood of Sion, however, we noticed 
some tillage. Towards this town the scenery is extrc’mely 
diversified by a 'variety of hills, and we wished to be ahh' to 
make a longer stay in ordi’r to enjoy it. But tlu' hideoiisness 
of the town and of the jieoph’ fearfully disturb the ])leasant 
impression which the scenery lc:ive.s. The most frightful 
goitres put me altogether out of humour. WT cannot well 
put our horses any further to-day, and therefore we think of 
going on foot to Seyters. Ib're in Sion tlie inn is disgusting, 
and the whole town has a dirty and revolting a])pi’aranee. 


^vijtcrs, Nov. 8, 1770. 
Nl(jht. 

As evening liad begun to fall Ix'foro we set out from Sion, 
we reaclu'd heia.’ at night, \vith the sky above us ch'ar and 
starry. We luive conscspiently lost many a good view — that 
I know well. Particularly we should have liked to have 
ascended to the Casth’ of 'rourbllloii, which is at no great 
distance from Sion; the vi(‘W' from it must be uncommonly 
beautiful. A guide whom w(^ took wdth ns skilfully guided 
us through some wretched low^ lands, where the water w^as 
out. We soon reached th(‘ heights, and had the Khone below 
us on our right. By talking over some astronomical nuittcu’s 
we shortened our road, and have taken up our abode here 
with some very worthy people, who are doing their best to 
<‘ntertain us. When w^e think over what wm liave gone 
through, so busy a day, with its many incidents and sights, 
seems almost equal to a wdiole W'cek. I begin to be (juite 
sorry that I hav(’. neither time nor talent to sketch at least 
the outlines of the most remarkable objects ; for that w'ould 
be much better for the absent than all descriptions. 


Setters, Nov, 9, 1779. 

Before we set out I can just bid you good morning. The 
Count is going with me to the mountains on the left, towards 
VoL. II. p 
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Leukcrhad ; our friend will, in the meantime, stay here with 
the horses, and join us to-morrow at Leak. 


Leukcrhad, Nov. 9, 1779. 

At the Foot of Mount Gemnii. 

In a little wooden house whi're we have been friendlily 
received by some very worthy people, we are sittiiip; in a 
small, low room, and tryin*^ how much of to-day's hig;hly 
intereslinji- tom* can be communicated in words. Startinpj 
from Seyters vc'ry early wo proceeded for three leagues up the 
mountains, after havinjj; ])assed lar^e districts laid wastt' by 
the mountain torrents. One of tlu.'se streams will suddenly 
rise and desolate an extent of many miles, covering with 
fragments of rock and gravel the fudds, meadows, and gardens, 
wliieh (at least wherever possible) the pc'ople laboriously set 
to Avork to clear, in order within two generations, ])erliaps, to 
b(' again laid waste. W(! have had a grc'}' day, Avith every 
noAv and then a glimpse of sunshine. It is impossible to 
describe how infinitely variegated the Valais here again 
becomes; the laudsca])e bends and changes every moment. 
Looking around you all the objects seem to lie close together, 
and } et they arc se])arated by great ravines and hills. Gene- 
rally Avc had had the open part of the valley beloAV us, on the 
right, Avlum suddenly we came u])ou a spot which commanded 
a most beautiful vi('w ov(t tlie mountains. 

In order to render more clear Avhat it is I am attempting to 
describe, I must say a few words on the geogra})hical position 
of the district in which avc are at present. Wo had now for 
three hours been ascending the mountainous region Avhich 
separah's Valais from Berne. This is, in tact, the great track 
of mountains Avliich runs in one continuous chain from the 
Lake of Geneva to Mount S. Gothard, and on Avhich, as it 
passes through Berne, rest the great masses of ice and snow. 
Here ahove and beloio arc but the relati\’e terms of the moment. 
I say, for instance, beneath me lies a village — and in all pro- 
bability the level on Avhich it is built is on a precipitous 
sumnut, Avhich is far higher above the valley beloAv, than I am 
above it. 

As we turned an angle of the road and rested awhile at a 
hermitage, we saw beneath us, at the end of a lovely green 
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meadowland, which stretched along the brink of an enor- 
mous chasm, the village of Inden, with its white church 
exactly in the middle of the landscape, and built altogether 
on the slope of the hill-side. Beyond the chasm anotiier line 
of meadow lands and pine forests wont upwards, ^Yhile right 
behind the tillage a vast cleft in the rocks ran up the sum- 
mit. On the left hand the mountains came right down to 
us, while those on our right stretched far away into the 
distance, so that the little hamlet, with its white church, 
fornuKl as it were the focus towards which tlic many rocks, 
raviiu's, and mountains all converged. The road to Inden is 
cut out of the ])recipitous side; of the rock, which, on your 
left going to the village, lines the amphitheatre. It is not 
dangerous although it looks frightful enough. It goes domi 
on the slope of a rugg(‘d mass of rocks, separated from the 
yawning abyss on the right, by nothing but a few ])oor 
planks. A j)easant with a mule, who was descending at tlie 
same time as ourselves, whenever he came to any dangerous 
points caught liis beast by the tail, lest the stec']) descent 
should cause him to slij), and roll into the rocks Ix'low. At 
last we ri'ached Inden. As our guide was well known tlu're, he 
easily managed to obtain for us, from a good-natured dame, 
some bread and a glass of red wine, for in these parts there 
are no regular inns. 

We now ascended the high ravine behind Inden, where we 
soon s.aw before us the Gemmiberg (of which we had heard 
such frightful descriptions), with Leukerbad at its foot, lying 
betweem two lofty, inaccessible, snow-covered mountains, as 
if it were in the hollow of a liand. It was three o’clock, 
nearly, when we arrived there, and our guide soon procured 
us lodgings. There is properly no inn even here, but in con- 
secpience of the many visitors to the baths at this place, all 
pco])le have good accommodations. Our hostess had been 
put to bed the day before, but her husband with an old 
mother and a servant girl, did very creditably the honours of 
the house. We ordered something to eat, and we nt to see 
the warm springs, which in several places burst out of the 
earth with great force, and are received in very clean 
reservoirs. Out of the village, and more towards the moun- 
tains, there are said to be still stronger ones. The water has 
not the slightest smeU of sulphur, and neither at its source 
P 2 
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nor in its channel docs it make the least deposit of ochre or 
of any other earth or mineral, but like any other clear spring 
water it leaves not the slightest trace behind it. As it comes 
out of the earth it is extremely hot, and is famous for its good 
qualities. We had still time for a walk to the foot of the 
Gemmi, which ap])eared to us to be at no great distance. I 
must here repeat a reimirk that has been made so often 
already; that when one is surrounded with mountain scenery 
all objects appear to be extremely near. We had a good 
league to go, amongst fragments of rock which had fallen from 
the lu'ights, and over gravel brought down by the torrents, 
before we reached the foot of the Gemmi, where the road 
asccaids along the pia'cipitous crags. This is the only pass 
into the canton of Berne, and the sick have to be transported 
along it in sedan chairs. 

If the season did not bid us hasten onwards, in all ])roba- 
bilitv we might make an attempt to-morrow to ascend this 
remarkable mountain; as it is, however, we must content 
ourselve s with the simjde view of it. On our redurn we saw 
the clouds brewing, which in these j)arts is a highly interesting 
sight. The weather we have hitherto enjoyed has made 
us forget almost entirely that it is in November that we arc; 
besides too, as they foretold us in Berne, the autumn here is 
very delightful. The short days, how'cvcr, and the clouds 
which threaten snow, warn us how' late it is in the year. I'hc 
strange drift which has been agitating them this evening was 
singularly beautiful. As we (tame back from the foot of the 
Gemmi, we sm.v light mists come up the ravine from inden, 
ami move with gn'at rapidity. They eontinually changed 
their direction, going now^ f)rward.s, now backwards, and at 
last, as they ascended, they came so near to Leukerbrnl tliat 
we saw clearly that we must double our steps if we would not 
before nightfall be enveloped in the clouds. Wc' reached our 
quarters, however, without accident, and wdiilst I write this it 
is snowing in earnest. This is tlu' first fall of snow that we 
have yet had, and when we call to mind our warm ride 
yesterday, from Martinach to Bion, beneath the vine-arbours, 
which were still pretty thick with leaves, the change does 
appear sudden indeed. I have been standing s(nne time at 
the door, ob.scrving the character and look of the clouds, 
which are beautiful beyond description. It is not yet night, 
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but at intervals the clouds veil the whole sky and make it 
quite dark. They rise out of the deep ravines until they reach 
the highest summits of the mountains ; attracted by these they 
appear to thicken, and being condensed by the cold they fall 
down in the shape of snow. It gives you an inexpressible 
feeling of loneliness to find yoiuvself here at this height, as it 
were, in a*sort of well, from which you scarcely can suppose 
that th(U‘e is even a footpath to get out by, except dou ii tlic 
precipice before you. The clouds which gather here in this 
valley, at one time completely hiding the immense rocks, 
and absorbing them in a waste impenetrable gloom, or at ano- 
ther letting a part of them be seen like huge spectres, give to 
the people a cast of melancholy. In the midst of such 
natural phenomena the people are fall of presentiments and 
forebodings. Clouds — a phenomenon remarkable to every 
mtin from his youth \q)— are, in tin; plain countries, generally 
looked upon at most as something foreign — something super- 
terrestrial. People regard them as strangers, as birds of 
passage, which, hatched under a different climate, visit tliis 
or that country for a moment or two in passing — as splendid 
pieces of tapestry wherewith the gods part off their pom]) and 
splendour from human eyes. But here, where they are 
hatched, man is inclosed in them from the very first, and the 
eternal and intrinsic energy of his nature feels itself at every 
nerve moved to forebode and to indulge in presentiments. 

To the clouds, which, with us even produce these effects, 
we pay little attention ; moreover as they are not pushed so 
thiclvly and directly before our eyes, their economy is the 
more difficult to observe. With regard to all such })henomena 
one's only wish is to dwell on them for a while, and to be 
able to tarry several days in the spots where they are obscr^'- 
able. If one is fond of such observations the desire becomes 
the more vivid the more one reflects that every season of the 
year, every hour of the day, and every change of weather 
produces new phenomena which we little looked for. And as 
no man, not even the most ordinary character, was ever a 
witness, even for once, of great and unusual events, without 
their leaving behind in his soul some traces or otlu'r, and 
making him feel himself also to be greater for this one little 
shred of grandeur, so that he is never weary of telling the 
whole tale of it over again, and has gained at any rate a little 
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treasure for liis whole life; just so is it with the man who has 
seen and become familiar with the grand phenomena of nature. 
He who manages to preserve these impressions, and to combine 
them with other thoughts and emotions, has assuredl}^ (i trea- 
sury of sweets wherewith to season the most tast('less parts of 
life, and to give a pervading relish to tlu; >vhole of existence. 

I observe that in my notes I make very little ii'ention of 
human beings. Amid these grand objects of nature, they are 
but little worthy of notice, ('sp(;cially where they do but come 
and go, I doubt not but that on a longer stay we should 
meet u ith many worthy and iiiteresting people. One fiu't 1 
tliink I have everywhere observed; the farther one moves 
from the highroad and tlie busy marts of men, tin' moio 
jjcople are shut in by the mountains, isolated aiul confined to 
the siiujdest wants of life, the more they draw tlieir main- 
tenance from sim])le, humble, and uncliangeable ])ursuits : so 
much the better, the more obliging, the more friendl)', unsel- 
fish, and liospitable are they. 


Leukerhad, Nov. 10, 1779. 

We arc getting ready by candle-light, in order to descemd 
the mountain again as soon as day breaks. I hav(i had 
rather a rc'stless night. Sc^arcc'ly had I got into bed before I 
felt as if I was attacked all o\ er with the lU'ttle rash. I sooii 
found, however, tlnit it was a swarm of crawling insects, W'ho, 
ravenous of blood, had fallen upon the new comer. These 
insects breed in great numbers in these wooden house's. The 
night ap[)eared to me extremely long, and 1 was heartily glad 
when in the morning a light was brought in. 


Lciik.., ahoiU 10 o'clock. 

We have not much time to spare; however, Ix’fore we set 
out, I will give you an account of the remarkable breaking up 
of our company, which has here taken place, and also of the 
cause of it. We set out from Leukerbad with daybreak this 
morning, and had to make our way over the meadow's through 
the fresh and slii)pery snow'. We soon came to Inden, where, 
leaving above us on our right the ])recipitous road which we 
came down yesterday, w'e descended to the meadow lands 
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alon|T the ravine which now lay on our left. It is extremely 
wild and overgrown with trees, but a very tolerable road runs 
down into it. Through the clefts in the rock the water which 
comes down from Leukerbad has its outlets into the Valais. 
High up on the side of the hill, Avhich yesterday we descended, 
we saw an aqueduct skilfully cut out of the rock, by ^vhieh a 
little streajn is conducted from the mountain, then through a 
hollow into a neighbouring village. 

Next we had to ascend a steep height, from which we soon 
saw the open country of Valais, with the dirty town of A’^alais 
lying beneath us. These little towns arc mostly stuck on the 
hill side's ; the roofs inelegantly covered with coarsely split 
planks, which within a year become black and overgro^vn with 
moss; and when you enter tliem, you are at once disgusted, 
for everything is dirty; want ;md hardship arc everywhere 
apparent among tlu'se highly privileged aiirl free burghers. 

We found hei'o onr friend, who l)rought the unfavourable 
report that it was beginning to be injudicious to j)roceed 
further with the horses. The stables were everywhei't' small 
and narrow, being built only for mules or sump ter horses ; 
oats too were rarely to be procured ; iiuh'cd he was told that 
higher up among tlu' mountains there \vere none to be had. 
Accordingly a council was held. Our friend with the horses 
was to descend the Valais and go by Ilec, llevay, Lausanne, 
Freiburg, and Berne, to Lucerne, while the Count and I 
})ursued our course uj) the Vidais, and endeavoured to pene- 
trate to Blount Cotthard, and then through the Canton of 
Uri, and by the lake of the Fon'st Towns, likewise make for 
Lucerne. In the.se parts you may anywhere procure mules, 
which are Ijettcr suited to these roads than horses, and to go 
on foot invariably proves the most agreeable in the end. Our 
fric'iid is going and our portmanteaus packed on the b;i(‘k of 
a mule, and so we are now ready to set olF and make our 
way on foot to Brieg. The sky has a motley appi'arauce, 
still 1 hope that the good luck which has- hitherto attended 
us, and attracted us to this distant spot, will not abandon us 
at the very point where we feave the most need of it. 
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Briccj, Xov. 10, 1770. 

Evcnimj. 

Of to-day’s expedition I have little to tell you, unless you 
would like to be entertained with alonj^ circumstantial account 
of the weather. About 11 o'clock wo set otf from fjcuk., in 
company with a Simbian butcher's boy, who had run away 
hither, and had found a place where he served somewliat in 
the capacity of llanswurst (Jack-Puddin<>;), and'witli our 
lu^^a<j;e packed on the back of a mule, whicli its master u’as 
driving; b('fore him. Behind us, as far as the eye could reach, 
thick snow clouds, which came driving- up the lowlands, 
covered everytliin^. It had really a threatenini; as])('et. Witli- 
oiit expressiii{ 4 ' my fears I felt an.xious lest, even t]iou;:;’li riglit 
before us it looked as clear as it could do in tlie land of 
Goshen, the clouds might ncvertlH'Ic.ss ovei’take us, and liert', 
perhaps in the territory of the \'alai.s, shut in on both sides 
by mountains, ua* might be cov(Ted with the clouds, and iri 
one night siio\v('d uj). Thus whis])erial alarm which got 
2 )ossession almost entirely of one ear ; at the other good 
courage was speaking in a confuhmt tone, and la'proving nu' 
for want of faitli, kept reminding me of the past, and called 
my attention to the j)hcnomena of the atmosphere before 
us. Our road went continually on towards the fine weather. 
Up the Khonc all was clear, and as a strong west wind kept 
driving the clouds behind us, it was little likely that they 
would reach us. 

The following was the cause of this. Into the valley of 
Valais there are, as I liave so often remarked already, many 
ravines running down from the neighbouring mountain- 
chains, which fail into it like little brooks into a great stream, 
as indeed all their waters How otf into the Rhone. Ojit of 
each of these openings rushes a current of wind, which has 
been forming in the inner valleys and nooks of the rocks. 
When now the principal drift of the clouds up the valley 
reaches one of these ravines, the current of the wind does 
not allow the clouds to pass, but contends with them, and 
with the wind which is driving them, and thus (lehiins them, 
and disputes with them for whole hours the passage up the 
valley. This conflict we often witnessed, and when we be- 
lieved wc should surely be overtaken by the clouds, an ob- 
stacle of this kind would again arise, and after we had gone 
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a good league, we found they had scarcely stirred from the 
sjjot. 

Toward - evening the sky was uncommonly beautiful. As 
wo arrived at Brieg, the clouds got there almost as soon as 
we did; however, as the sun had set, and a dri\'iiig east 
wind blew against them, they were obliged to come to a 
halt, and formed a huge crescent from mountain to moun- 
tain across the valley. The cold air had greatly eoiidensed 
them, and where their edge stood out against the blue sky, it 
presented to the eye many beautiful, light, and eh'gant forms. 
It was quite (‘lear that they were heavy with snow; however, 
the fresli air seemed to us to promise tliat much would not 
fall during tlu^ night. 

Ilciv wo are in a very comfortable inn, and wliat greatly 
tends to me.ke us contented, wo have found a roomy chamber 
witli a stove in it, so that we can sit by the fire- side and take 
counsel together as to our future travels. Through Brieg 
runs the usual road to Italy over the Simplon ; should we, 
therefore, giv(i up our })lan of going over the Turca to Mont 
IS. Gothard, we shall go with hired horses and mules to Domo 
d'Ossula, Margozro, pass up Lago Maggiore, and then to 
Bellinzona, and tlum on to S. Gotthard, and over Airolo to 
the momistery of the Capuchins. This road is passable all 
the winter through, and is good travelling for horses ; how- 
ever, to our minds it is not very inviting, especially as it 
was not in our original plan, and will not bring us to Lucerne 
till five days after our friend. Wo wish rather to sec the 
whole of the Valais up to its extreme limit, whither we hope 
to come by to-morrow (‘vening, and, if fortune favours, we 
shall be sitting by about the same time next day in Realp, in 
the canton of Uri, which is on Mont Gotthard, and very 
near to its highest summit. If we then find it impossible to 
cross tlie Furca, the road back to this spot will still be open 
to us, and then we can take of necessity the route which of 
free choice we are disinclined to. 

You can well believe that 1 have here closely examined the 
people, whether they bclicvc'that the passage over the Furca 
is opcai, for that is the one idea with which I rise up, and lie 
down to sleep, and occupy myself all day long. Ilitherto 
our route may be compared to a march to meet an enemy, 
and now it is as if we were ajiproaching to the spot where 
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he has ontrcnehcd himself, aiid avo must give liim battle. 
Besides our mule two horses arc ordered to be ready by the 
evening. 


11 , 1779 . 

Evening, 6 o'doek. 

Again ayc Iirat had a pleasant and prosperous day. This 
morning as avc set out t'arly and in good time from Brieg 
our host, when avc were already on the road said, “ If the 
mountain (so they call the Furea here,) should prove too 
fearful, you can easily come back and take another route.” 
With our two horses and mule avc soon came u])on some 
pleasant mcadoAVs, Avhere tlie valley becomes so narrow that 
it is scarcely some gun-shots wid(‘. Here are some beautiful 
pasture lands, on Avhich stand large trees, Avhile ])i('ces of 
rock lie scattered about Avhich have rolled doAvn from the 
jielghboiiring mountains. The valley gradually groAvs nar- 
roAver, and the traA'eller is forced to ascend along the side of 
the mountain, having the AAdiile the Khone below liim in a 
rugged ravine on his left. Above him, hoAvcA’er, the land i.s 
beautifully spread out ; on the variously undulating hills ai’O 
verdant and rich meadows and pretty hamh'ts, Avhieh, Avith 
their dark-brown wooden houses, ])ee]) out pi-cttily from 
among the snow. We tiAwelled a good deal on foot, and Ave 
did so in turns to aecommodate one another. For although 
riding is safe (mough, still it excites one’s al.arin to see 
anotlu'r lading before you along so narroAv a track, and on so 
Aveidv an animal, and just on the brink of so rugged a preci- 
pice ; and as too there are no cattle to be seen on the mea- 
dows, (for the ])eople here shut them all up in sheds at this 
season,) such a la'gion looks lonely, and the thought that 
one is continually being hemmed in closer and closer by the 
vast mountains, fills tlie imagination Avith sombre and disa- 
greeable fancies, enough to make you fall from your seat, 
if you arc not veiy firm in the saddle, Man is never perfectly 
master of himself. As he lives in utter ignorance of the 
future, as indeed Avhat the next moment may bring forth is 
hidden from him, consequently, Avhen anything unusual falls 
beneath his notice, he has often to contend AAith involuntary 
sensations, forebodings, and dream-like fancies, at which 
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r-sliorlly aftcnvanls he may laiig'Ii outriglit, but wliieh at the 
decisive moment arc often extremely 0})})ressive. 

In our noonday quarters we met with some amusement. 
We had taken up our lodpjin^s witli a woman in whose house 
everythinjE^ looked neat and orderly. Her room, after the 
lashion of the country, was wainscotted, the befls oniameutcd 
with carving; the cupboards, tables, and all tlu* other little 
repositories which were fastened aj^ainst the walls or to the 
corners, had pretty ornaments of turner’s work or carvin«^. 
From the portraits which hunfj^ around the room, it v as easy 
to see that several members of the family had devoted them- 
selves to the clerical profession. We also observed a collec- 
tion of bound books oveu* the door, which we took to be the 
endowment of one of these reverend personage's. Wc took 
doTi’ii the Legends of the Saints, and read it while our meal 
was preparing. On one occasion of our hostess entering the 
room, she asked us if we had ever read the history oi’ S. 
Alexis? We said no, and took no further notice of her 
question, but went on reading the chapter wc each had 
begun. When, however, we had sat down to table, she 
])laced herself by our sid<‘s, and began again to talk of 
S, Alexis. We ask('d her whether he was the ])atrou saint of 
•herself, or of her family ; which she denied, affirming at the 
same time, however, that this saintly person had uiuh'rgone 
so much for the love of God, that his Instory alwa3's afiected 
her more than any other's. When she saw that we knew 
nothing about him, she began to narrate to us his history. 

S. Alexis,” she said, “ was the son of noble, rich, and 
God-fearing ])arents in Home, and in the practice of good 
works he delighted to follow their example, for they did 
extraordinary good to the poor. All this, however, did not 
appear enough to Alexis; but secretly in his own heart he 
devoted himself entirely to God’s service, and look a vow to 
( Frist of perpetual virginity. When, then, in the course 
of time, his parents wished to marry him to a lovely and 
amiable maiden, he did not oppose their will. When, how- 
ever, the marriage ceremony was concluded, instead of retiiiiig 
to his bed in the nuptial chamber, he went on board a vessel 
which he found ready to sail, and with it passed over to Asia. 
Here he assumed the garb of a wretched mendicant, and 
became thereby so thorouglily disguised that the servants of 
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Ins father who luid been sent after liim failed to recognise 
him. Here he posted liimself near the door of the principal 
church, invariably attending the divine services, and sup- 
porting himself on the alms of the fiiithful. After two or 
three years various miracles took place, betokening the special 
favour of the Almighty. The bishop heard a voice in the 
church, bidding him to summon into the sacred temple that 
man whose ])rayer was most acceptable to God, and to keep 
him by his side wliile he celebrated divine worship. As the 
bishop did not at once know who could be meant, the voice 
went on to point out to him the beggar, whom, to the great 
astonishment of the people, he immediately fetched into the 
church. The saintly Alexis, embarrassed by having the 
attention of the people directed towards himself, quietly and 
silently departed thence, also on ship-board, intending 
proceed still further in foreign lands. But by a tempest and 
otlier circumstances he was comjielled to land in Italy, The 
saint sceiTig in all this the finger of God, was rejoiced to meet 
with an opportunity of exercising self-denial in the , highest 
degree*. He therefore set off direct for his native town, and 
placed himself as a beggar at the door of his parents’ house. 
With their usual pious benevolence did they receive him, and 
commanded one of their servants to furnish him with lodging 
in the castle and with all necessary sustenance. This servant, 
annoyed at the trouble he was put to, and displeased with his 
mastc'f’s benevolence, assigned to this seeming beggar a 
miserable hole under some stone steps, where he threw to him, 
as to a dog, a sorry pittance of food. The saint instead of 
suffering liimself to be vexed thereat, first of all thanked God 
sincerely for it in his heart, and not only bore with patient 
meekness all this which he might easily have altered, but with 
incredible and siqierhumaii fortitude, endured to witness the 
lasting grief of his ])arents and his wife for his absence. 
For he heard his much-loved parents and his beautiful spouse 
invoke his name a hundred times a day, and pray for his 
return, and he saw them wasting their days in sorrow for his 
supposed absence.” At this passage of her narrative our 
good hostess could not refrain her tears, while her two daugh- 
ters, who during tin* story had crept close to her side, kept 
steadily looking up in their mothers face. “But,” she con- 
tinued, “ great was the reward which the ^Umighty bestowed 
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on his constancy, giving him, at his death, the greatest pos- 
sible proofs of his favoiu’ in the eyes of the faithful, l^or 
after living several years in this state, daily frequenting the 
service of God with the most fervent zeal, he at last fell sick, 
without any particular heed being given to his condition by 
any one. One morning shortly after this, while the pope war; 
himself celebrating high mass, in presence of the emperor and 
all the nobles, suddenly all the bells in theM'holc city of Home 
began to toll as if for the passing knell of some distinguished 
personage. AVhilst every one was full of amazement, it was 
revealed to the pope that this marvel was in honour of the 
death of the holiest person in the whole city, who had but 
just di(;d in the house of the noble Patrician. — 'fhe father 
of Ah'xis being interrogated, thought at once of the beggar, 
lie" went home and found him beneath the .stairs quite dead. 
In his folded hands the saintly man clutched a papt'r, Avhich 
his old father sought in vain to take from him. Ib; returned 
to the church and told all this to the em])<n'or and the pope, 
who thereupon, with their courtiers and clergy, set otf to 
visit the corpse of the saint. Wlien they rcxudicd the spot, 
the holy fatlicr took it without difiiculty out of the hands of 
the dead man, and handed it to the emjjcror, who thereupon 
caused it to be read aloud by his chancellor. The paper con- 
tained the history of the saint. Then you should have seen 
the grief of his parents and wife, which now became excessive, 
to think that they had had near to them a son and husband 
so dear; for whom there was nothing too good that they 
would not have done; and then too to know how ill he had 
been treated ! They fell upon his corpse and wept so bitterly 
that there was not one of the bystanders who could refrain 
from tears. Moreover, among the multitude of the people 
who gradually Hocked to the spot, there were many sick, who 
were brought to the body and by its touch ^vere made 
whole.” 

Our fair story-teller affirmed over and over again, as she 
dried her eyes, that she had never heard a more touching 
history, and I too was seized with so great a desire to weep 
that I had the greatest difficulty to hide and to suppress it. 
After dinner I looked out the legend itself in Father C.’ochem, 
and found that the good dame had dropped none of the pur ely 
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liuman traits of tlio story, w^liilc she had clean forgotten al 
the tasteless remarks of this writer. 

Wi! keep going continually to the window watching tin 
weather; and are at present very near olh'ring a prayer te 
the winds and clouds. Long evenings and universal stillness 
are tlie eh'ments in whicli writing thrives right nverrily, and I 
am coiivinced that if, for a few months only, I could contrive, 
or were obliged, to stay at a spot like this, all my unfinished 
dramas Mauild of necessity he completed one aft('r anotlier. 

AVe have' already had several people before us, and questioned 
them Avith regaid to the ])ass over the Furca ; but even here 
we have been unable to gain any precise information, although 
the moiintalii is only two or three' leagues distant. We must, 
hoAveve']’, rest contentt'd, and we shall s('t out ourselves at break 
of day to reconnoitre, and st'e how destiny will decide for us. 
HoAV('A'er, in general, I may be disposed to take things as they 
go, it would, I must confess, be highly annoying to me if wc 
slioidd be forced to n'trace our steps again. If we are fortu- 
nate we shall be by to-mori'ow cvc'uing at Ilealp or S. 
Gotthard, and by noon the next day among the Ca])uchins at 
the summit of the' mountain. If things go unfortunately we 
have two roads open for a retn'at. Lack thi'ough the whole 
of \bdais, and by the well-known road over Berne to Lucerne; 
or back to Lrieg, and then by a M’ide di'tour to S. Gotthai’d. 
I think in this short letter I have told you that three times. 
Eut in fact it is a matter of great importance to us. The 
issue will deeide whicli was in the right, our courage, which 
gave us a conhdence that wc must succeed, or the prudence of 
certain persons who were very earnest in trying to dissuade 
us from attempting this route. This much, at any rate, is 
certain, that both piaidcnce and courage must own chance to 
be ovi'r them botli. And now that we have once more 
examined the Aveather, and found the air to be cold, the sky 
bright, and Avithout any signs of a tendency to snow, we shall 
go calmly to bed. 


Mttmier, Nov. 12, 1776. 
Early, 6 o'clock. 
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two Ica^ios to Obcrwald, and from there the usual reckonin'; 
makes six leagues to Realp. Our mule is to follow us with 
the baggage as far as it is possible to take him. 


Rcalp, Nov. 12^ 1779. 

Evening. 

We reached this place just at nightfall. We liave sur- 
mounted all difficulties, and the knots which entangled our 
path have been cut in two. Refoiai 1 tell you where we are 
lodged, and before I describe to }'ou tlie character of our 
hosts, allow me the gratification of going over in thoiiglit the 
road that we did not sec before us without anxiety, and whicli, 
however, we have left beliind us without accident, though not 
without difficulty. About seven wc started from Munster, 
and saw before us the snow- covered amphitheatre of mouidain 
aummits, and took to be the Furca, the mountain which in 
the baclvground stood obliquely before it. Rut as we after- 
wards learned, wc made a mistake; it was conccah'd from 
our view by the mountains on our left and by high clouds. 
Tiic east wind blew strong and fought with some snow- clouds, 
chasing the drifts, now over the mountains, now up the valley. 
Rut this only made the snow drifts dt'cper on the ground, and 
caused us several times to miss our way ; although shut in as 
wc were on both sides, we could not fail of reaching Obcrwald 
eventually. About nine wo actually got there, and dropping 
in at an auberge, its inmates were not a little surprised to 
see such characters appearing tlu're this time of the year. 
Wc asked whether the pass over the Furca were still practi- 
cable, and they answered that their folk crossed it for the 
greater part of the winter, but whether wc should be able to 
get across they coidd not tell. We immediately sent to seek 
for one of these persons as a guide. There soon appeared a 
strong thick-set peasant, whose very look and shape inspired 
confidence. With him we immediately began to treat : if be; 
thought the pass was practicable for us, let him say so ; and 
then take one or more comrades and come with us. After a 
short ])ause he agreed, and went away to get ready himself 
and to fetch the others. In the meantime we paid our 
muleteer the hire of his beast, since we could no longer make 
any use of his mule j and having eaten some bread and cheese 
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and drank a glass of red wine, felt full of strength and spirits, 
as our guide came back, followed by another man wlio looked 
still bigger and stronger than himself, and seeming to have all 
the strength and courage of a hors(', he quickly shouldered om* 
portmanteau. And now we set out, a party of through 
the village, and soon reached the foot of the mountain, which 
lay on our left, and began gradually to ascend it. At first we 
had a beat('u track to follow which came down from a neigh- 
bouring Alp; soon, however, this came to an end, and we 
liad to go up the mountain side through the snow. Our 
guides, with great skill, tracked their way ameng the rocks, 
around which the usual path winds, although the deep and 
smooth snow had covered all alike. Next our road lay 
through a forest of pines, while the Rhone tlowcd beneath us 
in a narrow unfruitful valley. Into it we also, after a little 
while, had to descend, and by crossing a little foot-bridge we 
came in sight of the glacier of the Rhone. It is the hugest 
we liave as yet had so full a view of. Of very great breadth, 
it occupies the whole saddle of the mountain, and descends 
uninterruptedly down to the point where, in the valley, the 
Rhone flows out of it. At this source the people tcdl us it 
has for several years been decreasing ; but that is as nothing 
compared with all the rest of the huge mass. Although 
everything u-as full of snow, still the rough crags of ice, on 
which the wind did not allow the snow to lie, w^ere visible 
with llieir glass blue fissun s, and you could see clearly wiiere 
the gkicier ended and the snow-covered rock began. To this 
point, which lay on our left, we came very close. Presently 
w^e again reached a light foot-bridge over a little mountain 
stream, which flowed through a barren trough-shaped valley 
to join the Rhone. After passing the gliicier, neither on the 
right, nor on the left, nor before you, w'as there a tree to be 
seen, all was one desolate waste ; no rugged and jnominent 
rocks — nothing but long smooth valleys, slightly inclining 
eminences, which now, in the snow which levelled all inequa- 
itics, presented to us their simple unbroken surfaces. 4 urning 
low to the left we ascended a mountain, sinldng at every 
;tep deep in the snow. One of our guides had to go first, 
ind boldly treading down the snow break the way by which 
,ve were to follow. 

It was a strange sight, when turning for a moment your 
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attention from the road, you directed, it to yourself and your 
fellow travellers. In the most desolate region of the world, 
in a boundless, monotonous wilderness of mountains enveloped 
in snow, where for three leagues before and behind, you 
would not expect to meet a living soul, while on both sides 
you had the deep hollows of a web of mountains, you might 
see a line of men wending their way, treading etich in the 
deep footsteps of the one before him, and where, in the 
whole of the wide expanse thus smoothed over, the eye 
could discern nothing but the track they left behind them. 
The hollows as we left them lay behind us gray and bound- 
less in the mist. The changing clouds continually passed 
over the pale disc of the sun, and spread oN cr the whole 
scene a perpetually moving veil. I am convinced that any 
one who, while pursuing this route, allowed his imagination 
to gain the mastery, would even, in the absence of all imme- 
diate danger, fall a victim to his o^vn apprehensions and 
fears. In reality, there is little or no risk of a fall here; the 
great danger is from the avalanches, when the snow has be- 
come deeper than it is at present, and begins to roll. 
However our guide told us that they cross the mountains 
throughout the winter, carrying from Valais to S. Gotthard 
skins of the chamois, in which a considerable trade is here 
carried on. But then to avoid the avalanches, they do not 
take the route that we did, but remain for some time longer 
in the broad valley, and then go straight up the mountain. 
This road is safer, but much more inconvenient. After a march 
of about three hours and a-half, we reached the saddle of the 
Furca, near the cross which marks the boundary of Valais 
and Uri. Even here we could not distinguish the double 
peak from which the Furca derives its name. We now 
hoped for an easier descent, but our guides soon announced 
to us still deeper snow, as we immediately found it to be. 
Our march continued in single file as before, and the fore- 
most man who broke the path often sank up to his waist in 
the snow. The readiness of the people, and their light way 
of speaking of matters, served to keep up our courage ; and 
I will say, for myself, that I have accomplished the journey 
without fatigue, although I cannot say that it was a mere 
walk. I'he huntsman Hermann asserted that he had often 
before met with equally deep snow in the forests of Thu- 
VOL. 11. Q 
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ringia, but at last he could not help bursting out with a loud 
exclamation, “ The Furca is a •” 

A vulture or laminergeier swept over our heads with 
incredible rapidity : it was the only living thing that we had 
met with in this waste. In the distance we saw the moun- 
tains of the Ursi lighted up with the bright sunsliine. Our 
guides Avished to enter a shepherd’s hut which liad been 
abandoned and snowed up, and to take something to eat, but 
we urged them to go onwards, to avoid standing still in the 
cold. Here again is another groupe of valleys, and at last we 
gained an open vicAv into the valley of the Ursi. 

We now proceeded at a shorter ])acc, and after travelling 
about three leagues and a-half from the Cross, we saw the 
scattered roofs of Kealp. We had several times qiu'stioncd 
our guides as to what sort of an inn, and what kind of wine 
we were likely to find in Realp. The hopes they gave us 
were anything but good, but they assured us that the 
Capuchins there, although they liad not, like those on the 
summit of S. Gotthard, an hospice, were in the habit of 
entertaining strangers. With them we should get some good 
red Avine, and better food than at an inn. We therefore 
sent one of our party forAvards to inform the Capuchins of our 
arrival, and to procure a lodging for us. We did not loiter 
long behind, and arrived very soon after liim, when Ave were 
received at the door by one of the fathers — a portly, good- 
looking man. With much friendliness of manner he invited 
us to enter, and at the threshold begged that we Avould put up 
with such entertainment they could alone offer, as at no time 
and least of all at this season of the year, were they prepared 
to receive such guests. He therefore led us into a Avarm 
room, and Avas very diligent in waiting upon us, while we 
took off our boots, and changed our linen. He begged us 
once for all to make ourselves perfectly at home. As to our 
meat, we must, he said, be indulgent, for they Avere in the 
middle of their long fast, which would last till Christmas-day. 
We assured him that a warm room, a bit of bread, and a glass 
of red wine would, in oiur present circumstances, fully satisfy 
all our wishes. He procured us what we asked for, and we had 
scarcely refreshed ourselves a little, ere he began to recount to 
us all that concerned the establishment, and the settlement of 
himself and fellows on this waste spot. “ We have not,” he 
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said, “ an hospice like the fathers on l\font S. Gotthard,— 
we arc here in the capacity of pjirish priests, and tlierc are 
three of us. The duty of preachin|j^ falls to niy lot; the 
second father has to look after the school, and the brother to 
look after the household.” He went on to describe their 
hardships and toils ; here, at the furthest end of a lonely 
valley, separated from all the world, and M’^orking hard to 
very little profit. This spot, like all others, was formerly 
provided with a secidar priest, but an avakmche having 
buried half of the village, the last one had run away, and 
taken the pix with him, whereupon he was suspended, and 
they, of whom more resignation was expected, were sent 
there in his place. 

In order to write all this I had retired to an upper room, 
which is warmed from below by a hole in the floor; and 1 
have just received an intimation that dinner is ready, which, 
notwilhstanding our luncheon, is right welcome news. 


Ahoiit 9. 

The fathers, priests, servants, guides and all, took 
their dinner together at a common table; the brother, how- 
ever, who superintended the cooking, did not make his 
appearance till dinner was neatly over. Out of milk, eggs, 
and flour he had compounded a variety of dishes, which wc 
tasted one after another, and found them all very good. Our 
guides, who took a great pleasure in speaking of the suc- 
cessful issue of our expedition, praised us for our uncommon 
dexterity in travelling, and assured us that it was not every 
one that they would have undertaken the task of being guides 
to. They even confessed also that this morning, when their 
services were required, one had gone first to reconnoitre, and 
to see if we looked like people who would really go through all 
difficulties with them ; for they were particularly cautious how 
they accompanied old or weak people at this time of the year, 
since it was their duty to take over in safety every one they had 
once engaged to guide, being bound in case of his falling sick, 
to carry him, even though it shoidd be at the imminent risk 
of their own lives, and if he were to die on the passage, not to 
leave his body behind. This confession at once opened the 
flood-gates to a host of anecdotes, and each in turn had his 
story to tell of the difliculties and dangers of wandering over 
Q 2 
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the mountains amidst which the people had here to live as in 
their proper element, so that with the greatest indifference 
they speak of mischances and accidents to which they them- 
selves are daily liable. One of them told a story of how, on 
the Candcrstcg, on his way to Mount Gcmmi, he and a com- 
rade with him (he is mentioned on every occasion with both 
Christian and sur-namc) found a poor family in the deep 
snow, the mother dying, her boy half dead, and the father in 
that state of indifference which verges on a total prostration 
of intellect. Ho took the woman on his back, and his com- 
rade her son, and thus laden, they had driven before them 
the father, who was unwilling to move from the spot. 

During the descent of Gcmmi the woman died on his back, 
but he brought her dead as she was to Lcukerbad. When 
we asked what sort of people they were, and what could have 
brought them at such a season into the mountains, he said 
they were poor people of the canton of Berne, who, driven 
by want, had taken to the road at an unseasonable period of 
the year, in the hope of finding some relations either in 
Valais or the Italian canton, and had been overtaken by a 
snow-storm. Moreover, they told many anecdotes of what 
had happened to themselves duiing the winter journeys over 
the Furca with the chamois-skins, on which expeditions, 
however, they always travelled in companies. Every now 
and then our reverend host would make excuses for the 
dinner, and we redoubled our assurances that we wished for 
nothing better. We also found that he contrived to bring 
back the conversation to himself and his own matters, 
observing that he had not been long in this place. He began 
to talk of the office of preaching, and of the dexterity that a 
preacher ought to have. He compared the good preacher to 
a chapman who cleverly puffs his wares, and by his pleasant 
words makes himself agreeable to his customers. After 
dinner he kept up the conversation, and, as he stood with his 
left hand leaning on the table, he accompanied his remarks 
with his right, and while he discoursed most eloquently on 
eloquence, appeared at the moment as if he wished to con- 
vince us that he himself was the dexterous chapman. We 
assented to his observations, and he came from the lecture to 
the thing itself. He panegjTized the Boman (Catholic reli- 
gion. “We must,” he said, “ have a rule of faith ; and the great 
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•vTilue of it consists in its being fixed, and as little liable as 
possible to change, We,” he said, “had made Scripture the 
foundation of our faith, but it was insufficient. We ourselves 
Avould not venture to put it into the hands of common men ; 
for holy as it is, and full as every leaf is of the Spirit of God, 
still the worldly-minded man is insensible of all this, and 
finds rather perplexities and stumbling-blocks throughout. 
What good can a mere layman extract from the histories of 
sinful men, which are contained therein, and which the Holy 
Ghost has there recorded for the strengthening of the faith 
of the tried and experienced children of God? What benefit 
can a common man draw from all this, when he is unable to 
consider the whole context and connection? How is such a 
person to see his way clear out of the seeming contradictions 
which occasionally occur? — out of the difficulties which arise 
from the ill arrangement of the books, and the differences of 
style, when the learned themselves find it so hard, and while 
so many passages make them hold their reason in abeyance? 
What ought we therefore to teach? A rule of firith founded 
on Scripture, and proved by the best of commentaries? But 
who then is to comment upon the Scripture ? Who is to set 
up this rule? I, perhaj)s, or some other man? By no 
means. Every man has his own way of taking and seeing 
things, and represents them after his own ideas. That 
would be to give to the people {is many systems of doctrines 
as there arc are heads in the world, imd to produce inex- 
plicable confusion as indeed had already been done. No, it 
remains for the Holy Church alone to interpret Scripture to 
determine the rule of fiiitli by which the souls of men are to 
be guided and governed. And what is the church ? It is not 
any single supreme head, or any particular member alone. 
No ! it is all the holiest, most learned, and most experienced 
men of all times, who, with the co-operation of the Holy 
Spirit, have successively combined together in building up 
that great, universal,and agi*ceing body, which has its great 
councils for its members to communicate their thoughts to 
one another, and for mutual edification; which banishes error, 
and thereby imparts to our holy religion a certainty Jind 
€*1 stability such as no other profession can pretend to, and 
gives it a foundation and strengthens it with bulwarks 
which even hell itself cannot overthrow. And just so is it 
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also with the text of the sacred scriptures. Wc have,” he 
said, “ the Vulgate, moreover an approved version of the 
Vulgate, and of every sentence a commentary which the 
church itself has accredited. Hence arises that uniformity of 
ourtcacliing which surprises every one. Whether,” he con- 
tinued, “ you hear me preaching in this most remote corner of 
the Avorld, or in the great capital of a distant country are 
listening to the dullest or cleverest of preachers, all will hold 
one and the same language; a f/utholic (diristian will always 
hear the same doctrine; every where will he be instructed and 
edified in the same manner. And this it is which constitutes 
the certainty of our faith; which gives us the peace and con- 
fidence by wliicli each one in life liolds sure communion 
with his brother Catholics, and at death can calmly part in 
the sure hope of meeting one another again.” 

In his speech, as in a sermon, he let the subjects follow in 
due order, and spoke more from an inward feeling of satisfac- 
tion that he was exhibiting himself under a favourable aspect 
than from any bigotted anxiety for conversion. During the 
delivery he would occasionally change the arm he rested upon, 
or draw them both into the arms of his gown, or let them rest 
on his portly stomach ; now and then he would; with much grace, 
draw his snuff-box out of Ills capote, and after using it 
replace it with a careless ease. We listened to him atten- 
tively, and he seemed to be quite content with our way of 
receiving his instructions. How greatly amazed would he 
have been if an angel had revealed to him, at the moment, 
that ho was addressing his peroration to a descendant of 
Frederick the Wise. 


November 13, 1779. 

Among the Capuchins, on the summit of Mont S. Gotfhard, 
Morning, about 10 d clock. 

At last we have fortunately reached the utmost limits of our 
journey. Here it is determined wo shall rest awhile, and 
then turn our steps towards our dear fatherland. Very strange 
are my feelings here, on this summit, where four years ago I 
passed a fewdays with very different anxieties, sentiments, plans, 
and hopes, and at a very different season of the year, when, 
without any foreboding of my future fortunes, but moved by 
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I know not what, I turned my back upon Italy, and igno- 
rantly went to meet my present destiny. I did not even 
recognise the house again. Some time ago it was greatly 
injm-ed by an avalanche, and the good fathers took advantage 
of this opportunity, and made a collection throughout the canton 
for enlarging and improving their residence. Both of the 
two fathers who reside here at present are absent, but, as I hear, 
they are still the same that I met four years ago. Father 
Scraphin, who has now passed fourteen years in this ]mst is 
at present at Milan, and the other is expected to-day from 
Airolo. In this clear atmos])herc the cold is awful. As soon 
as dinner is over I will continue my letter ; for, I see clearly 
we shall not go hir outside the door. 


ylfter dimier. 

It becomes colder and colder; one does not like to stir 
fi’om tlie stove. Indeed it is most delightful to sit upon it, 
which in this country, where the stoves arc made of stone- 
tih'S, it is very easy to do. First of all, therefore, we will 
tell you of our departure from Kealp, and then of our joiumey 
hither. 

Yesterday evening before we retired to our beds, the good 
father would shew us his .sleeping cell, where everything was 
in nice order, in a very small space. His bed, whicdi con- 
sisted of a bag of straw, witli a woollen coverlid, did not 
appear to us to be anything very meritorious, as we ourselves 
had often put up with no better. With great pleasure and 
internal satisfaction he showed us everything — his bookcase 
and all other things. We praised all that we saw, and part- 
ing on the best terms with each other, we retired for the night. 
In funiishing our room, in order that two beds might stand 
against one wall, both had been made unusually small. This 
inconvenience kept me long awake, until I thought of reme- 
dying it by placing four chairs together. It was quite broad 
daylight before we awoke this morning. When we went 
down we found nothing but happy and friendly faces. Our 
guides, on the point of entering upon their return over yes- 
terday's beautiful route, seemed to look upon it as an epoch, 
and as a history with which hereafter they would be able to 
entertain other strangers, and as they w^ well paid the idea 
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of an adventure became complete in their minds. After this 
ive made a capital breakfast and departed. 

Our road now lay through the valley of the Uri, which is 
remarkable as having, at so great an elevation, such beautifnl 
meadows and pasturage for cattle. They make here a cheese 
which I prefer to all other's. No trees, however, grow here. 
Sally bushes line all the brooks, and on the mountains little 
shrubs grow thickly together. Of all the countries that I 
know, this is to me the loveliest and most interesting, — whe- 
ther it is that old recollections make it precious to me, or that 
the perception of such a long chain of nature’s wonders 
excites within me a secret and inexpressible feeling of enjoy- 
ment. I take it for granted that you boar in mind that the 
whole country through which I am leading you is covered 
with snow, and that rock and meadow alike are snowed over, 
lire sky has been <piitc clear, without a single cloud ; the 
hue far dee|KT than one is acciLstomed to see in low and flat 
countries, and the white mounhiin ridges, which stood out in 
strong contrast to it, were either glittering in tlie sunshine, 
or else to<jk a greyish tint in the shade. 

In a hour and a half wc reached Ilbpital,— a little village 
within the canton of Uri, which lies on the road to S. Oott- 
hard. Here at last I regained the track of my fonner tour. 
We entered an inn, and though it was as yet morning, or- 
dered a dinner, and soon afterward began to ascend the sum- 
mit. A long train of mules with their bells enlivened the 
whole region. It is a sound which awakens all one's recol- 
lections of mountain scenery. The greater part of the train 
was in advance of us, and with their shar]) iron shoes had 
pretty well cut up the smooth icy road. We also saw some 
labourers who were employed in covering the slippery ice with 
fresh earth, in order to render it passable. The wish which I 
formerly gave utterance to, that I might one day be per- 
mitted to see this part of the world under snow, is now at 
last gratified. The road goes up the Reuss as it dashes down 
over rocivs all the way, and forms everywhere the most beautiful 
waterfalls. We stood a long while attracted by the singular 
beauty of one which in considerable volume was dashing over a 
succession of dark black rocks. Here and there in the cracks, 
and on the flat ledges pieces of ice had formed, and the water 
seemed to be rmmiig over a variegated black and white 
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marble. The masses of ice glistened like veins of crystal 
in the sun, and the water flowed pure and fresh between 
them. 

On the mountains there is no more tiresome a fellow- 
traveller than a train of mules ; they have so unequal a pace. 
With a strange instinct they always stop a while at the bot- 
tom of a steep ascent, and then dash oft’ at a quick ])ace up it, 
to rest again at the top. Very often too they will stop at 
the level spots which do occur now and then, until they are 
forced on by the drivers or by other beasts coming up. Arid 
so the foot passenger, by keeping a steady pace, soon gains 
upon them, and in the narrow' road has to push by them. If 
you stand still a little while to observe any object, they in 
their turn will pass by you, and you are pestered with the 
deafening sound of their bells, and hard brushed with their 
loads, which project to a good distance on each side of them. 
In this way we at lust reached the summit of the mountain, 
which you can form some idea of by fancying a bald skull 
surrounded with a crown. Here one finds oneself on a })er- 
fi'Ct flat .surrounded with j)eak8. Far and near the I've fiills 
on nothing but bare and mostly snow'-covered peaks and 
crags. 

It is scarcely possible to keep oneself warm, especially as 
they have here no fuel but brush w'ood, and of that too they 
are obliged to be very sparing, as tliey have to fetch it up the 
mountains, from a distance of at least three leagues, for at 
the summit, they tell us, scarcely any kind of wood grow'S. 
The reverend father is returned from Airolo, so frozen that on 
his arrival he could scarcely utter a word. Although hero 
the Capuchins are allowed to clothe themselves a little more 
comfortably than the rest of their order, still their style of 
dress is by no means suited for such a climate as this. All 
the way up from Airolo the road was frozen perfectly smooth, 
and he had the wind in his face ; his beard was quite frozen, 
and it was a long while before he recovered himself We 
had some conversation together on the hardships of their 
residence here; he told us how they managed to get through 
the year, their various occupations, and their domestic cir- 
cumstances. He could speak nothing but Italian, and so we 
had {in opportunity of putting to use the exercises in this 
language which we had taken during the spring. Tow'ards 
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evening we went for a moment outside the house-door that the 
good hither might point out to us the peak which is considered 
to be the highest summit of ISIont Gotthard; but we could 
scarcely endure .to stay out a very few minutes, so searching 
and pincliing was the cold. This time, therefore, we shall 
remain close shut up witliin doors, and shall have time enough 
before we start to-morrow, to travel again in thought over all 
the most remarkable parts of this region. 

A brief gi'ographical description will enable you to under- 
stand how remarkable the point is at which we are now 
sitting. S. Gothard is not indeed the highest mountain of 
Switzerland ; in SaA’oy, Mont lllanc has a far higher elevation 
and yc't it maintains above all others the rank of a king of 
mountains, because all the great chains converge together 
around him, and all rest upon him as their base. Indeed, 
if I do not make a great mistake, I think I was told at Berne, 
by Herr Wyttenbach, who, from its highest summit, had seen 
the peaks of all the others, that the latter all leaned towards 
it. The mountains of Schweitz and Unterwalden, joined by 
those of Ilri range from the north, from the east those of the 
Grisons, from the south those of the Italian cantons, while 
from the east, by means of tlic Furca, the double lino of 
mountains which enclose Valais, presses upon it. Not far 
from tills house, there arc two small lakes, one of which sends 
forth tlie Ticino through gorges and valleys into Italy, while 
from the other, in like manner, the Keuss proceeds till it empties 
itself in the Lake of the Forest towns.''^ Not far from this 
spot are the sources of the Bhine, which pursue an easterly 
course, and if then we take in the Ilhonc which rises at the 
foot of the Furca and runs westward through Valais, we 
shall find ourselves at the point of a cross, from which 
mountain ranges and rivers proceed towards the four cardinal 
points of, heaven. 


* Lake Lucerne. 
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FROM CARLSBAD TO THE BRENNER. 

September 3, 1786. 

As early as 3 o'clock in the morning I stoic out of Carlsbad, 
for otherwise I should not have been allowed to depart quietly. 
Tlic band of friends who, on the 28th of August, rejoiced to 
celebrate my birthday, had in some degree acquired a I’ight 
to detain me. However, it was impossible to stay here any 
longer. Having packed a portmanteau merely, and a knaj)- 
sack, I jumped alone into a post-chaise, and by half jiast 8, 
on a beautifully calm but foggy morning, I arrived at 
Zevoda. The upper clouds were streaky and fleecy, the lower 
ones hea\ 7 . This appeared to me a good sign. I hoped 
that, after so wretdied a summer, we shoidd enjoy a fine 
autumn. About 12, 1 got to Egra, under a wann and shining 
sun, and now, it occurred to me, that this place had the same 
latitude & my own native town, and it was a real pleasure to 
me once more to take my midday meal beneath a bright sky, 
at the fiftieth degree. 

On entering Bavaria one comes at once on the monastery of 
Waldsassen, with the valuable domain of the ecclesiastical lords, 
who were wise sooner than other men. It lies in a dish-like, 
not to say cauldron-like, hollow, in a beautiful wheat- ground, 
inclosed on all sides by slightly ascending and fertile heights. 
This cloister also possesses settlements in the neighbouring 
districts. The soil is decomposed slate-clay. The marl, 
which is found in this mineral formation, and which, as yet 
imdecomposed, slowly crumbles, makes the earth loose and 
e.\tremely fertile. The land continues to rise until you come 
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to Tirsclicnreutli, and the waters flow af^ainst you, to fall into 
the E"ra and the hllbe. From Tirschcnrcuth it descends 
southwards, and the streams run towards the Danube. I can 
fonn a pretty rapid idea of a country as soon as I know by 
examination which way even the least brook runs, and can 
deterrainc the river to whose basin it belongs. By this means, 
even in those districts which it is impossible to take a survey 
of, one can, in thought, form a connection between lines of 
mountains and valleys. From the last-mentioned place begins 
an excellent road 1‘ormed of granite. A better one cannot be 
conceived, for, as the decomposed granite consists of gravelly 
and argillaceous earths, they bind excellently together, and 
form a solid foundation, so as to make a road as smooth as a 
threshing floor. The country through which it runs looks so 
much the worse ; it also consists of a granite-sand, lies very 
flat and marshy, and the excellent road is all the more 
desirable. And as, moreover, the roads descend gradually 
from this plane, one gets on with a rapidity that strikingly 
contrasts with the general snail's pace of Bohemian ti’a veiling. 
The inclosed billot will give you the names of the diflerent 
stages. Suflice it to say, that on the second morning I was 
at llatisbon, and so I did these twenty-four milos'^‘ and a half 
in thirty-nine hours. As the day began to dawn I found 
myself between Schwondorf and Begenstauf, and I observed 
here a change for the better in the cultivation of the land. 
The soil was no longer the mere debris of the rock, but a 
mixed alluvial deposit. The inundation by which it was 
deposited must have been caused by the ebb and flood, from 
the basin of the Danube into all the valleys which at present 
drain their water into it. In this way were formed the 
natural bolls [polder), on which the tillage is carried on. 
This remark applies to all lands in the neighbourhood of large 
or small streams, and with this guide any observer may form 
a conclusion as to the soils suited for tillage. 

Katisbon is, indeed, beautifully situated. The country 
could not but invite men to settle and build a city in it, and 
the spiritual lords have shown their judgment. All the land 

* A German mile is exactly equal to four English geographical, and 
to rather more than four and a quarter ordinary miles. The distance in 
the text may, therefore, be roughly set down as one hundred and four 
miles English, [A. J. W. M.] 
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around the town belongs to them; in the city itself eliurchcs 
crowd churches, and monastic buildings arc no less thick. 
The Uanubc reminds me of the dear old Main. At Frank- 
fort, iiuh'cd, the river and bridges have a better appearance ; 
here, however, the view of the northern suburb, Stadt-am-hof, 
looks very pretty, as it lies before you across the river, 
Immedifitely on my .arrival I betook myself to the College 
of the Jesuits, whore the annu.al play wjis being acted by the 
pupils. I saw the end of the opera, and the beginning of the 
tragedy. They did not act Avorse than many an unexperienced 
company of amateurs, and their dresses were beautiful, almost 
too superb. This public exhibition also served to convince 
me still more strongly of the worldly prudence of the Jesuits. 
They neglect nothing that is likely to produce an effect, and 
contrive to practise it Avith interest and care. In this there 
is not merely j)rudence, such as avo inuh'rstand the term 
abstractedly; it is associatc'd Avith areal pleasure in the matter 
in hand, a sympathy and a fellow feeling, a taste, such as arises 
from the experience of life. As this great society has among 
its members organ builders, sculptors, and gilders, so assuredly 
there are some Avho patronise the stage with learning and 
taste; and just .as they decorate their churches Avith appro- 
priate ornaments, these clear-sighted men take advantage of 
the Avorld’s sensual eye by an imposing theatre. 

To-day I am writing in latitude forty-nine degrees. The 
Avcatlier promises fair, and catu here the people complain of 
the coldness and Avet of the past summer. The morning Avas 
cool, but it w.as the beginning of a glorious and temjjorate 
day. The mild atmosphere which the mighty river brings 
with it is something quite peculiar. The fruits .are nothing 
very surprising. I have tasted, indeed, some excellent pears, 
but I am longing for grapes and figs. 

My attention is rivetted by the actions and principles of 
the Jesuits. Their churches, toAvers, and buildings, have a 
something great and perfect in their plan, which imposes all 
beholders with a secret uavc. In the decor.ation, gold, silver, 
metal, and polished marble, are accumulated in such splen- 
dour and profusion as must dazzle the beggars of all ranks. 
Here and there one fails not to meet with something in bad 
taste, in order to appease and to attract humanity. This is 
the general character of the external ritual of the Roman 
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Catholic Church ; never, however, have I seen it applied with 
so much shrewdness, tact, and consistency, as among the 
Jesuits. Here all tends to this one end ; unlike the members 
of the other spiritual orders, they do not continue an old 
worn-out ceremonial, but, humouring the spirit of the age, 
continually deck it out with fresh pomp and splendour, 

A rare stone is quarried here into blocks. In appearance 
it is a species of conglomerate ; however, it must be held to 
be older, more primary, and of a porphyritic nature. It is of 
a greenish color, mixed with quartz, and is porous; in it are 
found large pieces of very solid jasper, in which, again, are 
to be seen little round pieces of a kind of Breccia. A speci- 
men would have been very instructive, and one could not help 
longing for one ; the rock, however, was too solid, and I had 
taken a vow not to load myself with stones on this journey. 


AUinlch, September 6, 1786. 

At half past 12, on the 5th of September, I set off for 
Katisbon. At Abbacli the country is beautiful, while the 
Danube dashes against limestone rocks as far as Saal. The 
limestone, somewhat similar to that at Osteroda, on the 
Ilartz, close, but, on the whole, porous. By 6 a.m. I was in 
Munich, and, after having looked about me for some twelve 
hours, I will notice only a few points. In the Sculpture 
Galh'ry I did not find myself at home. I must practise ray 
eye first of all on paintings. There are some excellent things 
here. The sketches of Reubens from the Luxembourg Gal- 
lery caused me the greatest delight. 

Ilere, also, is the rare toy, a model of Trajan's Pillar, 
The material Lapis Lazuli, and the figures in gilt. It is, at 
any rate, a rare piece of workmanship, and, in this light, one 
takes pleasure in looking at it. 

In the Hall of the Antiques I soon felt that my eye was 
not much practised on such objects. On this account I was 
unwilling to stay long there, and to waste my time. There 
was much that did not take my fancy, without my being able 
to say why. A Drums attracted my attention ; two Anto- 
nines pleased me, as also did a few other things. On the 
whole, the arrangenient of the objects was not happy, alBiough 
there is an evident attempt to make a display with them, and 
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tlie hall, or rather the museum, would have a good appearance 
if it were kept in better repair and cleaner. In the Cabinet 
of Natural History I saw beautiful things from the Tyrol, 
which, in smaller specimens, I was already acquainted with, 
and, indeed, possessed. 

I was met by a woman with figs, which, as the first, tasted 
lelicious. * But the fruit in general is not good considering 
'.he latitude of forty-eight degrees. Every one is coinplaiiiing 
lerc of the wet and cold. A mist, which might well be called 
i rain, overtook mo this morning early before I reached 
Vlunich. Throughout the day the wind has continued to 
jIow cold from off the Tyrolese mountains. As I looked 
o wards them from the tower I found them covered, and the 
vholc heavens shrouded with clouds. Now, at setting, the 
am is shining on the top of the ancient tower, 'Nvhicli stands 
iglit opposite to my window. Pardon me that I dwell so 
nuch on wind and weather, llu' traveller by land is almost 
IS much dependent upon tlnmi as the voyager by sea, and it 
vould be a sad thing if my autumn in foreign lands should be 
,s little favoured as my summer at home. 

And now straight for Tnnspruck. What do I not pass 
ver, both on my right and on my left, in order to carry out 
he one thought which has become almost too old in my soul. 


Miticlwald^ September 7, 1786. 

It seems as if my guardian-spirit had said “ Amciv’ to my 
Credo,” and I thank him that he has brought me to this 
lace on so fine a day. My last postilion said, with a joyous 
xclamation, it was the first in the whole summer. I cherish 
TL quiet my superstition that it will long continue so ; how- 
ver, my friends must pardon me if again I talk of air and 
louds. 

As I started from Munich about 5 o’clock, the sky cleared 
p. On the mountains of the Tyrol the clouds stood in huge 
lasses. The streaks, too, in the lower regions did not move, 
he road lies on the heights over hills of alluvial gravel, 
bile below one sees the Isar flowing slowly. Here the 
ork of the ipundations of the primal oceans become con- 
dvable. In many granite-rubbles I found the counterparts 
VoL. II. n 
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of the specimens in my cabinet, for which I haye to thank 
Knebel. 

The mists from the river and the meadows liunj]^ about for 
a time, but, at last, they, too, dispersed. Between these 
gravelly hills, Avhich you must think of as extending, 
both in length and breadth, for many leagues, is a highly 
beautiful and fertile region like that in the bas’in of the 
Ilegen. Now one comes again u])on the Isar, and observe, 
in its channel, a precipitous section of the gravel hills, at 
least a hundred and fifty feet high. I arrii ed at Wolfraths- 
hausen and reached the eiglit-and-fortieth degree. The sun 
Avas scorching hot ; no one relies on the line Aveather ; every 
one is complaining of the past year, and bitterly Aveeping 
over the arrangements of I’rovidence. 

And noAv a new Avorld opened upon me. I Avas approach- 
ing the mountains which stood out more and more distinctly. 

ilenedietbeuern has a glorious situation and charms one at 
the first sight. On a fertile ])lain is a long and broad Avhitc 
building, and, behind it, a broad and lofty ridge of rocks. 
Next, one ascends to the Kochel-see, and, still higher on the 
mountains, to the Walchen-sec. Here I grcet'^l the first 
snoAv-capt summit, and, in the midst of my admiration at 
being so near the snowy mountains, I Avas informed that 
yesterday it had tlnmdcred in tliese ])arts, and that snow 
had fallen on the lu'ights. From tlu'se meteoric tokens 
peo])le draAV hopes of better Aveather, and from this early 
snow, anticipate change in the atmosphere. The rocks around 
me are all of limestone, of the oldest formation, and contain- 
ing no fossils. These limestone mountains extend in vast, 
unbroken ranges from Dalmatia to Mount St. Gothard. 
Hacquet has travelled OA*cr a considerable portion of the 
chain. They dip on the primary rocks of the quartz and 
clay. 

I reached the Wallen-sec about half past 1. About threo 
miles from this place I met A\uth a pretty adventure. A 
harper came before mcAvith his daughter, a little girl, of about 
eleven years, and hegg('d me to take up his child. He went 
on with his instrunu’ut ; I let her sit by my side, and she very 
cai’efully ])laccd at her feet a large new box. A pretty and 
accomplished creature, and already a great traveller over the 
Avorld. She had been on a pilgyimage on foot Avith her 
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mother to Maria Einsiedel, and both had determined to ji^o 
upon the still longer journey to S. Jago of Compostella, when 
her mother was carried off by death, and was unable to fulHl 
her vow. It was impossible, she thought, to do too much in 
honor of the Mother of God. After a great fire, in which a 
whole house was burnt to the lowest foundation, she herself 
had se(m the image of the Mother of God, which stood over the 
door beneath a glass frame — image and glass both iminjm'ed 
— which was surely a palpable miracle. All her journeys she 
had taken on foot; she had just played in Munich before the 
Elector of liavaria, and altogether her performances had been 
witnessed by one-and-twenty princely personages. She quite 
entertained me. Pretty, large, hazel eyes, a proud forehead, 
which she frequently wrinkled by an elevation of the brows. 
She was natural and agreeable when she spoke, and especially 
when she laughed out loud with the free laugh of childhood. 
When, on the other hand, she was silent, she seemed to have 
a meaning in it, and, with her upper lip, had a sinister 
expression. I 8])okc with her on very many subjects, she 
was at home with all of them, and made most pertinent 
remarks. Thus she asked me once, what tree one we came 
to, was. It was a huge and beautiful maple, the first I had 
seen on my whole joimncy. She narrowly observed it, and 
was quite delighted when several more appeared, and she was 
able to recognize this tree. She was going, she told me, to 
Eotzen for the fair, where she guessed I too was hastening. 
When she met me there I must buy her a fairing, which, of 
course, I promised to do. She intended to put on there her new 
coif which she had had made out of her earnings at Munich. 
She would show it to me beforehand. So she opened the 
bandbox and I could not do less than admire the head-gear, 
with its rich embroidery and beautiful ribbons. 

Over another pleasant prospect we felt a mutual plea- 
sure. She asserted that we had fine weather before us. 
For they always earned their barometer with them and that 
was the harp. When the treble-string twanged it was sure 
to bo fine weather, and it had done so yesterday, I accepted 
the omen, and we parted in the best of humours, and with the 
hope of a speedy meeting. 
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On the Br earner ^ September 8, 1786, 
Evening, 

Hurried, not to say driven, here by necessity, I have 
reached at last a resting-place, in a calm, quiet spot, just such 
as I could wish it to be. It has been a day which for many years 
it will be a pleasure to recall. I left Mittelwald about 6 in 
the morning, and a sharp wind soon ])erfectly cleared the 
sk”. The cold was such as one looks for only in February. 
Buu now, in the splendour of the setting sun, the dark fore- 
ground, thickly planted with fig-trees, and peeping between 
them the grey limestone rocks, and behind all, the highest 
summit of the mountain covered with snow, and standing 
out in bold outline against the deep blue sky, furnish pre- 
cious and ever-changing images. 

One enters the Tyrol by Scharnitz. The boundary line is 
marked by a wall which bars the passage through the valley, 
and abuts on both sides on the mountains. It looks well: on 
■one side the rocks are fortified, on the other they ascend per- 
pendicularly. From Scefeld the road continually grew more 
interesting, and if from Benedietbeuem to this place it went 
on ascending, from height to height, while all the streams of 
■the neighbouring districts were making for the Isar, now one 
caught a sight over a ridge of rocks of the valley of the Inn, 
and Iiizingen lay before us. The sun was high and hot, so 
that I was obliged to throw off some of my coats, for, indeed, 
with the varying atmosphere of the day, I am obliged fre- 
quently to change my clothing. 

At Zierl one begins to descend into the valley of the Inn. 
Its situation is indescribably beautiful, and the bright beams 
of the sun made it look quite cheerful. The postilion went 
faster than I wished, for he had not yet heard mass, and was 
anxious to be present at it at Innspruck, where, as it was the 
festival of the Nativity of the Virgin Mary, he hoped to be a 
^devout participant. Accordingly, we rattled along the banks 
of the Inn, hurrying by Martinswand, a vast, precipitous, 
w'all-like rock of limestone. To the spot where the Emperor 
Maximilian is said to have lost himself, I ventured to 
descend and came up again without a guide, although it is, 
in any case, a rash undertaking. 

Innspruck is gloriously situated in a rich, broad valley, 
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between high rocks and mountains. Everybody and every- 
thing was decked out in honour of the Virgin’s Nativity. At 
first I had some wish to stop there, but it promised neither 
rest nor peace. For a little while I amused myself with the 
son of my host. At last the people who were to attend to me 
came in one by one. For the sake of health and prosperity to 
the flocks, they had all gone on a pilgrimage to Wilden, a 
place of worship on the mountains, about three miles and 
a half from the city. About 2 o’clock, as my rolling carriage 
divided the gay, merry throng, every one was in holiday gab 
and promenade. 

From Iiinspruck the road becomes even still more beauti- 
ful ; no powers of description can equal it. The most fre- 
quented road, ascending a gorge which empties its waters into, 
the Inn, offers to the eye innumerable varieties of scenery. 
While the road often runs close to the most rugged rocks — 
indeed is frequently cut right through them — one sees the other 
side above you slightly inclining, and cultivated with the most 
surprising skill. On the high and broad-ascending surface 
lie valleys, houses, cottages, and cabins, whitewashed, glitter- 
ing among the fields and hedges. Soon all changed; the land 
becomes available only for pasture, until it, too, terminates 
on the precipitous ascent. I have gained some ideas for my 
scheme of a creation; none, however, perfectly new and un- 
expected. I have also dreamed much of the model I have so 
long talked about, by which I am desirous to give a notion of 
all that is brooding in my own mind, and which, in nature 
itself, I cannot point out to every eye. 

Now it grew darker and darker; indivielual objects were 
lost in the obscurity; the masses became constantly vaster 
and grander ; at last, as the whole moved before me like some 
deeply mysterious figure, the moon .suddenly illuminated the 
snow-capt summits; and now I am waiting till morning shall 
light up this rocky chasm in which I am shut up on the 
boundary line of the north and south. 

I must again add a few remarks on the weather, which, 
perhaps, favours me so highly, in return for the great attention 
I pay to it. On the lowlands one has good or bad weather 
when it is already settled for either ; on the mountains one is 
present with the beginning of the change. I have so often 
experienced this when on my travels, or walks, or hunting , 
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excursions, I have passed days and nights between the cliifs in 
the inoimtaiii forests. On sucli occasions, a conceit occurred 
to me, which I give you as uothinf^ better, but which, however, 
I cannot get rid of, as indeed, generally, such conceits are, of 
all things, most difficult to get rid of. I altogether look upon 
it as a truth, and so I will now give utti'rauce to it, especially 
as I have idrc'ady so often liad occasion to prove ftie indul- 
gence of my friends. 

When we look at the mountains, either closely or from a 
distance, and sec their summits above us at one time glittering 
in the suns] o' no, at another enveloped in mist, swept round with 
strong clouds, or blackened with showers, we are disposed to 
ascribe it all to tluj atmosphere, as we can easily with the eye 
sec and discern its movements and changes. The moirn- 
tains, on the other hand, with their glorious shapes lie before 
our outward senses immoveable. We take them to be dead 
because they are rigid, and we beli('ve them to be inactive 
because they are at rest. For a long while, however, I can- 
not put off the impulse to ascribe, for the most part, to their 
imperceptible and sc'cret influence the changes which arc 
observable in the atmosphere. For instance, I believe that 
the mass of the earth generally, and, therefore, also in an 
especial way its more considerable continents do not exercise 
a constant and in^'ariable force of attraction, but that this 
attractive force manifests itself by a certain pulse Mffiich, 
according to intrinsic, necessary, and probably also acci- 
dental, external causes, increases or decreases. Though all 
attempts by other objects to determine this oscillation may be 
too limit(‘d and rude, the atmosphere furnishes a standard 
both d(dicate and large enough to test their silent operations. 
When this attractive force decreases never so little, immedi- 
ately the decrease in the gravity and the diminished elasticity 
of the air indicates this effect. The atmosj)here is now 
unable to sustain the moisture which is diffused throughout it 
cither chemically or mechanically; the clouds lower, and the 
rain falls and passes to the lowlands. When, however, the 
mountains increase their pow(‘r of attraction, then the elas- 
ticity of the air is again restored, and two important pheno- 
mena result. First of all, the mountains collect around their 
summits vast masses of clouds ; hold them fast and firm above 
themselves like second heads, until, as determined by the 
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contest of electrical forces >vitliiii them, they pour down 
as tlmnder-sliowers, rain or mist, and then, on all that 
rc'mains the electricity of the air operat(\s, which is now 
restored to a capacity of retainini;' more water, dissolving: and 
elaborating it. I saw quite clearly the dispersion of a cloudy 
mass of tliis kind. It was hanging on the very highest pc ak ; 
the red tiilts of the setting sun still illmninatcd it. Slowly 
and slowly pieces detached themselves from cither end. 
Some fleecy nebulie were drawn off and carried iij) still 
higher, and then disapj)oared, and in this manner, by degrc'cs, 
the w’hole mass vanished, whiles before my c'yc's there was 
spread, as it were, a garment by invisible hands. 

If my friends are dis])os('d to laugh at the itinerant meteor- 
ologist and his strange theories. I shall, perha])s, give them 
more solid cause for laughter by some other of my rem.'ii-ks, 
for I must confess that, as my journey was, in fact, a flight 
from all the unsha])('ly things which tormemted me in latitude 
dl"", I hoped, hi 48"', to mc'ct Avith a true Goshen. But I 
found myself disappointed; for latitude alone does not make 
a climate and line weatluT, but the mountain-cluiins — esjieci- 
ally such as intersect the land from east to west. In tliesc, 
great changes are constantly going on, and the lands wliich 
lie to the north have most to suffer from them. 'I'lms, fur- 
ther north, the weather throughout the summer was deter- 
mined by the great Alpine range on which I am now writing. 
Here, for the last fcAv months, it has rained incessantly, AAdiilc 
a south-east or south-west Aviud carried the showers north- 
wards. In Italy they are said to have had line weather, 
indeed, a little too dry. 

And now a fenv Avords on a kindred .subject — the A'egetable 
world, Avhich, in so many Avays, depends on climate and 
moistm'c, and the height of the mountain-ranges, lime, too, 
I have noticed no remarkable change, but still an improve- 
mont. In the valley before Innspruck, apples and peurs are 
abundant, while the peaches and grapes arc brought from the 
Welsh districts, or, in other Avords, the Soutlu'rn Tyrol. 
Near Innspruck they grow a great deal of Indian corn “and 
buck wheat, which they call blende. Gn the Brenner 1 first 
saw the larch, and near Schemberg the pine. \\h)idd the 
harper’s daughter have questioned me about them also? 

As regards the plants, I feel still more how perfect a tyro 
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I am. Up to Munich I saw, I believed, none but those I 
was well accustomed to. In truth, my hurried travelling, by 
day and night, was not favorable to nicer observation on such 
objects. Now, it is true, I have my Linneens at hand, and his 
Terminology is well stamped on my brain; but whence is the 
time and quiet to come for analysing, which, if I at all know 
myself, will never become my forte? I, therefore, sharpen 
my eye for the more general features, and when I met with 
the first Gentiaua near the Walchensce, it struck me that it 
was always near the water, that I had hitherto noticed any 
new plants. 

Wliat made me still more attentive was the influence which 
the altitude of the mountain region evidently had on plants. 
Not only did I meet there with new specimens, but I also 
observed tliat the growth of the old ones was materially 
altered. While in the lower regions branches and stalks were 
stronger and more sappy, the buds stood closer together, and the 
leaves broader; the higher you got on the mountains the stalks 
and branches became more fragile, the buds were at greater 
intervals, and the leaves thinner and more lanceolate. I 
noticed this in the ease of a Willow and of a Gcntiana, and 
convinced myself that it was not a case of different s})ecics. 
So also, near the Walchensce, I noticed longer and thinner 
rushes than anywhere else. 

The limestone of the Alps, which I have as yet travelled 
over, has a greyish tint, and beautiful, singular, iiTcgular 
fonns, although the rock is divisible into blocks and strata. 
But as irregular strata occur, and the rock in general does 
not crumble equally under the influence of the weather, the 
sides and the peaks have a singular appearance. This kind 
of rock comes up the Brenner to a great height. In the 
region of the Upper Lake I noticed a slight modification. 
On a micaceous slate of dark green and grey colours, and 
thickly veined with quartz, lay a white, solid limestone, 
w'hich, in its detritus, sparkled and stood in great masses, with 
numberless clefts. Above it I again found micaceous slate, 
which, however, seemed to me to be of a softer texture than 
the first. Higher up still there was to be seen a peculiar 
kind of gneiss, or rather a granitic species which approxi- 
mated to gneiss, as is in the district of Ellbogen. flere at; 
the top, and opposite the Inn, the rock is micaceous slate. 



GEOLOGY. — MY EELLOW TRAVELLERS. 


219 


The streams which come from the mountains leave deposits of 
nothin" but this stone, and of the grey limestone. 

Not far from here must be the granitic base on which all 
rests. The maps show that one is on the side of the true 
great Brenner, from which the streams of a wide surrounding 
district take their rise. 

The following is my external judgment of the people, 
Tliey are active and straightforward. In form they are pretty 
generally alike; hazel, well-opened eyes; with the women 
brown and well-defined eyebrows, but with the men light and 
thick. Among the grey rocks tlic green hats of the men 
have a cheerful appearance. The hats are generally orna- 
mented with ribbons or broad silk-sashes, and with fringes 
which arc prettily sewn on. On the other hand, tlie women 
disfigure themselves with white, undressed cotton caps of a 
large size, very much like men’s nightcaps. These give them 
a very strange appearance ; but abroad, they wear the green 
hats of the men, wliich become them very much. 

I have opportunity of seeing the value the common class of 
people put upon peacock’s feathers, and, in general, how 
every variegated feather is prized. He who wishes to travel 
through these mountains will do well to take with him a lot 
of them. A feather of this kind produced at the proper 
moment will serve instead of the ever- welcome “ something 
to drink,” 

Whilst I am putting together, sorting, and arranging these 
sheets, in such a way that my friends may easily take a 
review of my fortunes up to this point, and that I may, at the 
same time, dismiss from my soul all that I have lately thought 
and experienced, I have, on the other hand, cast many a 
trembling look on some packets of which I must give a good 
but brief account. They are to be my fellow travellers ; may 
they not exercise too great an influence on my next few 
days. 

I brought with me to Carlsbad the whole of my MSS. in 
order to complete the edition of my works, which Goschen 
has undertaken. Tlie unprinted ones I had long possessed in 
beautiful transcripts, by the practised hand of Secretary 
V ogel. This active person accompanied me on this occasion, 
in order that I might, if necessary, command his dexterous 
services. By this means, and with the never-failing co-opew 
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ration of Herder, I was soon in a condition to send to the 
printer the first four volumes, and was on the point of doing 
the same with the last four The latter consisted, for the 
most part, of mere unfinished sketches, indeed of fragments; 
for, in truth, my perverse habit of beginning many plans, and 
then, as the interest waned, laying them aside, luid gradually 
gained sti’ength with increasing years, occupLttions, and 
duties. 

As I had brought these scraps with me, I readily listened to 
the requests of the literary circles of Carlsbad, and read out 
to them idl that before had remained unknown to the world, 
which already was bitter enough in its com])laiuts that much 
with which it had entertained itself still remained unfinished. 

The celebration of my birthday consisted mainly in sending 
me several poems in the name of my commenced but un- 
finished works. Among these, one was distinguished above 
the rest. It was called the Binh, A deputation of these 
happy creatures being sent to a true friend earnestly entreat him 
to found at once and establish the kingdom so long promised 
to them. Not less obvious and playful were the allusions to 
my other unfinished ])ieccs, so that, all at once, they again 
possessed a living interest for me, and I related to my friends 
the designs I had formed, and the entire plans. This gave 
rise to the ex]jression of wishes and urgent requests, and gave 
the game entirely into Herder's hands, while he attempted 
to induce me; to take back these papers, and, above all, to 
bestow u{)on the Iphufcnia the pains it well deserve d. The 
fragment which lies before me is rather a sketch than a 
finished piece; it is written hi poetical prose, which occa- 
sionally fidls i]ito a sort of lambical rhythm, a] id even 
imitates other syllabic metres. This, indeed, does great 
injury to the effect unless it is read well, and unless, by skil- 
ful turns, this defect is carefully concealed. He ])ressed this 
matter on me very earnestly, and as I concealed from him as 
well as the rest the gi*eat extent of my intended tour, and as 
he believed I had nothing more in view than a mountain trip, 
and as he was always ridiculing my geographical and mine- 
rological studies, he insisted I should act much wiser if, 
instead of breaking stones, I would put my hand to this work. 
I could not but give way to so many and well-meant remon- 
fitrances ; but, as yet, I have had no opportunity to turn my 
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attention to those matters. I now detach IpUigenia from the 
bundle and take her with me as my fellow-traveller into tlu; 
beautilid and wann country of the South. The days are so 
long', and there will be nothing to disturb refletUion, M'hile 
th() glorious objects of the surrounding scenery by no means 
depress the poetic nerve ; indeed, assisted by movement and 
the free air* they rather stimulate and call it forth more 
quickly and more vividly. 


FROM THE RRENNJ^R TO VERONA. 

Trmi, moniimj of the \ lih Sept. 
After full fifty hours, passed in active and constant occupa- 
tion, I reached here about 8 o'clock yesterday evening, and 
soon after retired to rest, so that I now find myself in condi- 
tion to go on with my narrative. On the evcaiing of the 9th, 
when I had closed the first portion of my diary, I tlioiight I 
would try and draw the inn and post-house on the Rrenner, 
just as it stood. My attem])t was unsuccessful, for I missed 
the character of tlie jdace; I went liome therefore in somewhat 
of an ill-humor. Mine host asked me if 1 would not depart, 
telling me it was moon-light and the best travelling. Although 
I knew perfectly well that, as he wanted his horses (‘arly in 
the morning to cany in the after-crop {Grummet), and wished 
to have them home again in time for that purpose, his ad\icc 
was given with a view to his own interest, I nevertheless 
took it, because it accorded with my o^^m inclination. The 
sun rcappi'ared, the air was tolerabh', I packed up, and started 
about 7 o’clock. The blue atmosphere triumphed over the 
clouds, and the evening was most beautiful. 

The postilion fell asleep, and the horses set off at a quick 
trot down-hill, always taking the well-known route. AVdicn 
they came to a village they went somewhat slower. Then 
the driver would 'wakc up, and give them a fresh stimulus, 
and thus we descended at a good pace with high rocks on both 
sides of us, or by the banks of the rapid river I'ltsch. The 
moon arose and shed lier light upon the massive objects 
around. Some mills, which stood between priinieval pine- 
trees, over the foaming stream, seemed really everlasting. 

When, at 9 o'clock, 1 had reached Sterzingen, they gave me 
clearly to understand, that they wished me ofl* again. Arriving 
in Mittelwald, exactly at 12 o’clock, I found everybody asleep 
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except the postilion, and we were obliged to go on to Brixen, 
where I was again taken off in like manner, so that at the dawn 
of day I was in Colraan. Tlie postilions drove so last that there 
was neither seeing nor hearing, and although I could not help 
being sorry at travelling through this noble country with 
such frightful rapidity ; and at night, too, as though I was 
flying the place, I nevertheless felt an inward joy, that a 
favorable wind blew behind me, and seemed to hurry me 
towards the object of my wishes. At day-break I perceived 
the first vineyard. A woman with pears and peaches met 
me, and thus we went on to Teutschen, where I arrived at 
7 o’clock, and then was {igain hurried on. After I had 
again travelled northwards for a while, I at last saw in the 
bright sunshine the valley where Botzen is situated. . Sur- 
rounded by steep and somewhat high mountains, it is open 
towards the south, and sheltered towards the north by the 
Tyrolese range. A mild, soft air pervaded the spot. Here 
the Etsch again winds towards the south. The hills at the 
foot of the mountain are cultivated with vines. The vinestocks 
are trained over long but low arbourwork; the purple grapes 
arc gracefully suspended from the top, and ripen in the 
warmth of the soil, which is close beneath them. In the 
bottom of the valley, which for the most part consists of nothing 
but meadows, the vine is cultivated in naiTOW rows of similar 
festoons, at a little distance from each other, while between 
grows the Indian corn, the stidks of which at this time arc 
high. I have often seen it ten feet high. The fibrous’ male 
blossom is not yet cut off, as is the case when fructification 
has ceased for some time. 

I came to Botzen in a bright sunshine. A good assem- 
blage of mercantile faces pleased me much. Everywhere one 
sees the liveliest tokens. An existence full of pui’pose, and 
highly comfortable. In the square some fruit-women were 
sitting with round flat baskets, above four feet in diameter, in 
which peaches were arranged side by side, so as to avoid 
pressure. Here I thought of a verse, which I had seen 
written on the window of the inn at Ratisbon : 

Comme les peches et les melons 

Sont pour la bouche d'un Baron, 

Ainsi les verges et les batons 

Sont pour les fous, dit Salomon, 
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It is obvious that this was wi-itten by a northern baron, and 
no less clear is it that if he were in this country, he would 
alter his notions. 

At the Botzen fair a brisk silk-trade is carried on. Cloths 
are also brou^^ht here, and as much leather as can be procured 
from the mountain districts. Several merchants, hoAvevor, 
came chiefly’ for the sake of depositing their money, taking 
orders, and opening noAV credits. I felt I could have taken 
great delight in examining the various products that were 
collected here; but the impulse, the state of disquiet, which 
keeps urging me from behind, would not let me ri'st, and I 
must at once hasten from the s])ot. For my consolation, 
however, the whole matter is jirinted in the statistical |);q)ers, 
and wo can, if we require it, get such instructions from 
books. I have now to deal only with the sensible impres- 
sions, which no book or picture can give. In fact, I am again 
taking interest in the world, I am testing my faculty of obser- 
vation, and am trying how far I can go with my science 
and my acquirements, how far my eye is clear and sharp, how 
much I can take in at a hasty glance, and whether those 
wrinkles, that arc imprinted upon my heart, are ever again 
to be obliterated. Even in these few days, the circumstance 
that I have had to wait upon myself, and have always been 
obliged to keep my attention and presence of mind on the 
alert, has given me quite a new elasticity of intellect. I must 
now busy myself with the currency, must change, pay, note 
down, write, while I formerly did nothing but think, will, 
reflect, command, and dictiitc. 

From Botzen to Trent the stage is nine leagues and runs 
through a valley, which constantly increases in fertility. All 
that merely struggles into vegetation on the higher moun- 
tains, has here more strength and vitality: the sun shines 
with warmth, and there is once more belief in a Deity. 

A poor woman cried out to me to take her child into my 
vehicle, as the hot soil was burning its feet. I did her this 
little service out of honour to the strong light of heaven. The 
child was strangely decked out, but I could get nothing 
from it in any way. 

The Etsch flows more gently in these parts, and it 
makes broad deposits of gravel in many places. On the land, 
near the river and up the hills, the planting is so thick and 
close, that one fancies one thing will sufibcate the other, It 
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is a regular tliicket of vineyards, maize, mulberry trees, apples, 
pears, quinces, and nuts. 4’ho danewort thrives luxu- 

riantly on tlio walls. Ivy with solid stems runs up the rocks, 
on which it spreads itself; the lizards glide through the 
interstices, and whatever has life or motion here, reminds one 
of tlie most charming works of art. The braided top-knots of 
the women, the bared breasts and light jackets of the men, 
the fine oxen which you see driven home from market, the 
laden asses, — all combine to produce one of Heinrich Roos’s 
animated pictures. And when ('veiling draws on, and through 
the calmness of the air, a few clouds rest upon the mountains, 
ratlier standing than running against the sky, and, as imme- 
diately after sunset, tlic chirp of tlio grasshoppers begins to 
grow loud, one feels quite at home in the world, and not a 
mere exile. I am as reconcih'd to the place as if I were born 
and bred in it, and had now just returned from a whaling 
expedition to Greenland. Even the dust, which here as in 
our fatherland often plays about my wheels, and which has 
so long remained strange to me, I welcome as an old friend. 
The bell-like voice of the cricket is most piercing, and far 
from unpleasant. A cheerful elfect is produced, when playful 
boys whistle against a field of such singers, and you almost 
fancy that the sound on each side is raised by emulation. The 
evening here is perfectly mild no less than the day. 

If any one who lived in the South, or came from the South, 
heard my enthusiasm about these matters, lie would consider 
me very childish. Ah, what I express here, I long ago was 
conscious of, while ruffling under an unkindly sky ; and now 
1 love to experience as an exception the happiness which I 
hope soon to enjoy as a regular natural necessity. 


Trcnt^ the evening of the Sept. 

I have wandered about the city, which has an old, not to 
say a very primitive look, though there are new and well-built 
houses in some of ‘the streets. In the church there is a picture 
in which the assembled council of the Jesuits is represented, 
listening to a sermon delivered by the general of the order. I 
should like to know wdiat he is trying to palm upon them. The 
church of these fathers may at once be recognised from the outside 
by pilasters of red marble on the facade. The doors are covered 
by a heavy curtain, which serves to keep off the dust. I raised 
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it, and entered a small vestibule. The church itself is parted 
off by an iron grating, but so that it can be entirely overlooked. 
All was as silent as the gi’ave, for divine service is no longer 
performed here. The front door stood open, merely because 
all churches must be open at the time of Vespers. 

While 1 stood considering the architecture, which was, I 
found, similar to other Jesuit churches, an old man stepped in, 
and at oiice took off his little black cap. Ilis old faded black 
coat indicated that he was a needy priest. He knelt down 
before the grating, and rose again after a short prayer. When 
he turned round, he said to himself half-aloud: “ Well, they 
have driven out the Jesuits, but they ought to have paid them 
the cost of the church. I know how many thousands Avere 
spent on tlic church and the seminary.” As lie uttered this 
he left the spot, and the curtain fell beliind him. I, however, 
lifted it again, and kept m} self cpiiet. He I'cmained a while 
standing on the topmost step, and said : “ The Emperor did 
not do it; the Pope did it.” With his face turned towards 
the street, so that he could not observe me, he continued: 
“ First the Spaniards, then we, then the French, The blood 
of Abel cries out against his brother Cain!” And thus he 
went down the steps and along the street, still talking to him- 
self. I should conjecture he is one who, having been main- 
tained by the Jesuits, has lost his wits in consequence of the 
tremendous fall of the order, and now comes every day to 
search the empty vessel for its old inhabitants, and, after a 
short prayer, to pronounce a curse upon their enemies. 

A young man, whom I questioned about the remaikablc 
sights in the toAvn, shoAved me a house, Avhich is called the 
“• Devil’s house,” because the devil, Avho is generally too 
ready to destroy, is said to have built it in a single night, with 
stones rapidly brought to the spot. However, Avhat is really 
remarkable about the house, the good man had not observed, 
namely, that it is the only house of good taste that I have yet 
seen in Trent, and Avas certainly built by some good Italian, 
at an earlier period- At 5 o’clock in the evening I again set 
off. The spectacle of yesterday*^ evening Avas rejx’ated, aiifl 
at sun-set the grasshoppers again began to sing. For about 
a league the journey lies between vi'alls, above which rh(^ 
grape-espaliers are visible. Other walls, Avhich are not high 
enough, have been eked out with stones, thorns, &c., to 
prevent passengers from plucking off the gnqies. Many 
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omicrs sprinkle the foremost rows with lime, which renders 
the grapes uneatable, but does not hurt the wine, as the pro- 
cess of fermentation drives out the heterogeneous matter. 


Evening of Septeniher 1 1 . 

I am now at Roveredo, Avherc a marked distinction of lan- 
guage begins ; hitherto, it has fluctuated between German and 
Italian, I have now, for tlie first time, had a thoroughly 
Italian postilion, the inn-keeper does not speak a word of 
German, and I must put my own linguistic powers to the 
test. How delighted I am that the language I have always most 
loved now becomes living — the language of common usage. 


Torhole^ \2th September {after dinner). 

How much do I wish that my friends were with me for a 
moment to enjoy the ])rospect, which now lies before my eyes. 

I might have been in Verona this evening but a magnificent 
natural phenomenon was in my vicinity — Lake Garda, a splen- 
did spectacle, which I did not want to miss, and now I am 
nobly rewarded for taking this circuitous route. After 5 o'clock 
I started from Roveredo, up a side valley, which still pours its 
waters into the Etsch. After ascending this, you come to an 
immense rocky bar, which you must cross in descending to the 
lake. Here appeared the finest calcareous rocks for pictorial 
study. On descending you come to a little village on the 
northern end of the lake, with a little port, or rather landing- 
place, which is called Torbole. On my way upwards I was con- 
stantly accompanied by fig-trees, and, descending into the rocky 
atmosphere, I found the first olive-tree full of fruit. Here 
also, for the first time, I found as a common fruit those little 
white figs, which the Countess Lanthieri had promised me. 

A door opens from the chamber in which I sit into the 
court-yard below. Before this I have placed my table, and 
taken a rough sketch of the prospect. The lake may be seen 
for its whole length, and it is only at the end, towards the 
left, that it vanishes from jour eyes. The shore, which is 
inclosed on both sides by hill and mountain, shines with a 
countless number of little hamlets. 

After midnight the wind blows from north to south, and he 
who wishes to go down the lake must travel at this time, for 
a few hours before sunset the current of air changes, and 
moves northward. At this time, the afternoon, it blows strongly 
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against me, and pleasantly qualifies the burning heat of the 
sun. Volkmann teaches me that this lake was formerly called 
“ Benacus,” and quotes from Virgil a line in which it was 
mentioned: 

“ Fluctibus et fremitcr rcsonans, Benacc, marino.” 

This is the first Latin verse, the subject of which ever stood 
visibly before me, and now, in the present moment, when the 
wind is blowing stronger and stronger, and the lake casts 
loftier billows against the little liarbour, it is just as true as it 
was hundreds of years ago. Much, indeed, has changed, but 
the wind still roars about the lake, the aspect of which gains 
even greater glory from a line of Virgil’s. 

The above was written in a latitude of 45° 50'. 

I went out for a walk in the cool of the evening, and now I 
really find myself in a new country, surrounded by objects 
entirely strange. The people lead a careless, sauntering life. 
In the first place, the doors are without locks, but the host 
assured me that I might be quite at ease, even though all I 
had about me consisted of diamonds. In the second place, 
the windows are covered with oiled paper instead of glass. In 
the third place, an extremely necessary convenience is want- 
ing, so that one comes pretty close to a state of nature. 
"V^en I asked the waiter for a certain place, he pointed 
down into the court-yard: “ Qui, abasso puo servirsi!” 
“Dove?” asked I. “Da per tutto, dove vuol,” was the 
friendly reply. The greatest carelessness is visible every- 
where, but still there is life and bustle enough. During 
the whole day there is a constant chattering and shrieking of 
the female neighbors, all have something to do at the same 
time. I have not yet seen an idle woman. 

The host, with Italian emphasis, assured me, that he felt 
great pleasure in being able to serve me with the finest trout. 
They are taken near Torbole, where the stream flows down 
from the mountains, and the fisli seeks a passage upwards. 
The Emperor farms this fishery for 10,000 gulden. 'Ihe fish, 
which are large, often weighing fifty pounds, and spotted over 
the whole body to the head, are not trout, properly so called. 
The flavour, which is between that of trout and salmon, is 
delicate and excellent, 
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But my real delight is in the fruit, — in the figs, and in the 
pears, which must, indeed, be excellent, where citrons iu*e 
already growing. 


Evening of September 13. 

At 3 o’clock this morning I started from Torhole, with a 
couple of rowers. At first the wind was so favorable tliat we 
put up a sail. The morning was cloudy but fine, and perfectly 
calm at day-break. Wc passed Limona, the mountain -gar- 
dens of which, laid out terrace-fashion, and planted with 
citron-trees, have a neat and rich appearance. The whole 
garden consists of rows of square white pillars placed at some 
distance from each other, and rising up the mountain in steps. 
On these pillars strong beams arc laid, that the trees planted 
between them may be sheltered in the winter. The view 
of these pleasant objects was favored by a slow passage, 
and we had aheady passed Malsesine when the wind sud- 
denly changed, took the direction usual in the day-time, and 
blew towards the north. Bowing was of little use against this 
superior power, and, therefore, we were forced to land in 
the harbour of Malsesine. This is the first Venetian spot on 
the eastern side of the lake. When one has to do with water 
we cannot say, “ I will be at this or that particular place to- 
day.” I will make my stay here as useful as I can, especially 
by making a drawing of the castle, which lies close to the 
water, and is a beautiful object. As I passed along I took a 
sketch of it. 


Sept nth. 

llie wind, which blew against me yesterday, and drove me 
into the harbour of Malsesine, was the cause of a perilous 
adventure, which I got over with good humour, and the re- 
membrance of which I still find amusing. According to my 
plan, I went early in the morning into the old castle, whicli 
having neither gate nor guard, is accessible to everybody. 
Entering the court-yard, I seated myself opposite to the old 
tower, which is built on and among the rocks. Here I had 
selected a very convenient spot for drawing;*— a carved stone 
seat in the wall, near a closed door, raised some three or four 
feet high, such as we also find in the old buildings in our own 
countiy. 
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I had not sat long before several persons entered the yard, 
and walked backwards and forwards, looking at me. The mul- 
titude increased, and at last so stood as comj)letcly to suiTOund 
me. I remarked that my drawing had excited attention; 
however, I did not allow myself to be disturbed, but quietly 
continued my occupation. At last a man, not of the mos^ 
prepossessing appearance, came up to me, and asked me what 
I was about. I replied that I was copying the old tower, 
that I might have some remembrance of Malsesine. He said 
that this was not allowed, and that I must leave off. As he 
said this in the common Venetian dialect, so that 1 under- 
stood him with difficulty, I answered, that 1 did not understand 
him at all. With true Italian coolness he took hold of my 
paper, and tore it, at the same time letting it remain on the 
pasteboard. Here I observed an air of di.ssatisfaction among 
the by-standers; an old woman in particular said that it was 
not right, but that the podesta ought to be called, who was 
the best judge of such matters. 1 stood u})right on the steps, 
having my back against the door, and surveyed the assembly, 
which was contimuilly incretisin^. The fixed eager glances, 
the good humom’cd expression of most of the faces, and all 
the other characteristics of a foreign mob, made the most 
amusing impression upon me. I fancied that I could see 
before me the chorus of birds, which, as Treufreimd, 1 had 
often laughed at, in the Ettersburg theatre. This put me in 
excellent humour, and when the podesta came up with his 
actuary, I greeted him in an open manner, and when he asked 
me why I was drawing the fortification, modestly replied, that 
I did not look upon that wall as a fortification. I called the 
attention of him and the people to the decay of the to were and 
walls, and to the generally defenceless position of the place, 
assuring him that I thought I only saw and drew a ruin. 

I was answered thus: “ If it was only a ruin, what could 
there be remarkable about it?” As I wished to gain time 
and favour, I replied very circumstantially, that they must 
be well aware how many travellers visited Italy, for the sake 
of the ruins only, that Rome, the metropolis of the world, 
having suffered the depredations of barbarians, was now full 
of ruins, which had been drawn hundreds of times, and that 
all the works of antiquity wero not in such good preservation 
as the amphitheatre at Verona, which I hop^ soon to see. 
s 2 
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The podesta, who stood before me, though in a less elevated 
position, was a tall man, not exactly thin, of about thirty 
years of age. The flat features of his spiritless face perfectly 
accorded with the slow constrained manner, in which he put 
his questions. Even the actuary, a sharp little fellow, seemed 
as if he did not know what to make of a case so new, and so 
unexpected. I said a great deal of the same sort ; dhe people 
seemed to take my remarks good naturedly, and on turning 
towards some kindly female faces, I thought I could read 
assent and approval. 

When, however, I mentioned the amphitheatre at Verona, 
which in this country, is called the “ Arena,” the actuary, 
who had in the meanwhile collected himself, replied, that this 
was all very well, because the edifice in question was a Homan 
building, famed throughout the world. In these towers, how- 
ever, there was nothing remarkable, excepting that they marked 
the boundary between the Venetian domain and Austrian 
Empire, and therefore espionage could not be allowed. I 
answered by explaining at some length, that not only the 
Great and Roman antiquities, but also those of the Middle- 
Ages were worth attention. They could not be blaraeil, I 
granted, if, having been accustomed to this building from 
their youth upwards, they could not discern in it so many 
picturesque beauties as I did. Fortunately the morning sun, 
shed the most beautiful lustre on the tower, rocks, and walls, 
and I began to describe the scene with enthusiasm. My 
audience, however, had those much lauded objects behind them, 
and as they did not wish to turn altogether away from me, 
they all at once twisted their heads, like the birds, which we 
call “wry necks” (Wendehalse), that they might see with 
their eyes, what I had been lauding to their ears. Even the 
podesta turned round towards the picture I had been describ- 
ing, though with more dignity than the rest. This scene 
appeared to me so ridiculous that my good humour increased, 
and I spared them nothing — least of all, the ivy, which had 
been sufiered for ages to adorn the rocks and walls. 

The actuary retorted, that this was all very good, but the 
Emperor Joseph was a troublesome gentleman, who certainly 
entertained many evil designs against Venice; and I might 
probably have been one of his subjects, appointed by him, to 
act as a spy on the borders. 
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^‘Far from belonging to the Emperor,” I replied, “lean 
boast, as well as you, that I am a citizen of a republic, which 
also governs itself, but which is not, indeed, to be compared 
for power and greatness to the illustrious state of Venice, 
although in commercial activity, in wealth, and in the wisdom 
of its rulers, it is inferior to no state in Germany. I am a 
native of Frankfort-on-tlic-Main, a city, the name and fame 
of which has doubtless reached you.” 

“Of Frankfort-on-thc-Main ! ” cried a pretty young woman, 
“then, Mr. Podesta, you can at once see all about the 
foreigner, whom I look upon as an honest man. Jjct Gre- 
gorio be called; he has resided there a long time, and will be 
the best judge of the matter.” 

The kindly faces had already increased around me, the first 
adversary had vanished, and w’hen Gregorio came to the spot, 
the whole affair took a decided turn in my favor. He was a man 
upwards of fifty, with one of those well-known Italian faces. 
He spoke and conducted himself like one, who feels that 
something foreign is not foreign to him, and told mo at once 
that he had seen service in Bolongari’s house, and would be 
delighted to hear from me something about this family and 
the city in general, which had left a pleiusant impression in 
his memory. Fortunately his residence at Frankfort had 
been during my younger years, and I had the double advan- 
tage of being able to say exactly how matters stood in his 
time, and what alteration had taken place afterwards. I told 
him about all the Italian families, none of whom had remained 
unknown to me. With many particulars he was highly 
delighted, as, for instance, with the fact that Ilcrr Alessina 
had celebrated his “golden wedding,”* in the year 1774, and 
that a medal had been struck on the occasion, which was in 
my possession. He remembered that the wife of this wealthy 
merchant was by birth a Brentano. I could also tell him 
something about the children and grand-children of these 
families, how they had gi-own up, and had been provided for 
and married, and had multiplied themselves in their des- 
cendants. 

When I had given the most accurate information about 
almost everything which he asked, his features alternately 

* The fiftieth anniversary of a wedding-day is so called in Germany. 

TbAN3. 
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expressed cheerfulness and solemnity. lie was pleased and 
touched, while the people cheered up more and more, and 
could not hear too much of our conversation, of which — it 
must be confessed — ^lie was obliged to translate a part into 
their own dialect. 

At last he said : “ Podesta, I am convinced that this is a 
good, accomplished, and well-educated gentleman, who is 
travelling about to acquire instruction. Let him depart in a 
friendly manner, that lie may speak well of us to his fellow- 
countrymen, and induce tliem to visit Malsesine, the beautiful 
situation of which is well worthy the admiration of foreigners. 
I gave additional force to these friendly words by praising the 
country, the situation, and the inhabitants, not forgetting to 
mention the magistrates as wise and prudent personages. 

This was well received, and I had permission to visit the 
place at pleasure, in company with Master Gregorio. The 
landlord, with whom I had put up, now joined us, and was 
delighted at the prospeid of the foreign guests, who would 
crowd upon liim, when once the advantages of Malsesine were 
properly kno^vn. With the most lively curiosity he examined 
my various articles of (Less, but especially envied me the pos- 
session of a little pistol, which slipped conveniently into the 
pocket. He congratulated those who could carry such pretty 
weapons, this being forbidden in his country under the 
severest penalties. This friendly but obtrusive personage 
I sometimes interrupted to thank my deliverer. “Do not 
thank me,” said honest Gregorio, “for you owe me nothing. 
If the Podesta had understood his business, and the Actuary 
had not been the most selfish man in the world, you would 
not have got off so easily. The former was still more puzzled 
than you, and the latter would have pocketed nothing by your 
arrest, the information, and your removal to Verona. This 
he rapidly thought over, and you were already free, before 
our dialogue was ended.” 

Towards the evening the good man took me into his vine- 
yard, which was very well situated, down along the lake. We 
were accompanied by his son, a lad of fifteen, who was forced 
to climb the trees, and pluck me the best fruit, while the old 
man looked out for the ripest grapes. 

While thus placed between these two kindhearted people, 
both strange to the world, alone, as it were, in the deep soli- 
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tude of the earth, I felt, in the most lively manner, as I 
reflected on the day’s adventure, what a whimsical being Man 
is — how the very thing, which in company ho might enjoy 
witli ease and security, is often rendered troublesome and dan- 
gerous, from his notion, that he can appropriate to himself the 
world and its contemts after his own peculiar fashion. 

Towards* midnight my host accompanied me to the barque, 
carrying the basket of fruit with Avhich Gregorio had presented 
me, and thus, with a favorable wind, I left the shore, which 
had promised to become a Lmstrygonicuin shore to me. 

And now for my expedition on the lake. It ended happily, 
aftc'i- the noble aspect of the watc'r, and of the adjacent shore 
of Brescia had refreslK'd my very heart. On the western side, 
where the mountains cease to be perpendicular, and near the 
lake, the land becomes more flat, Garignano, Bojaco, (k'cina, 
Toscolau, Madorno, Verdom, and Salo, stand all in a row, and 
occupy a reach of about a league and a half; most of them 
being built in long streets. No words can express the beauty 
of this richly iidiabited s])ot. At 10 o’clock in the morning 1 
landed at Bartoliiio, placed my luggage on one mule and my- 
self on another. The road went now over a ridge, which 
separates the valley of the l^tsch from tlie hollow of the lake. 
The primaeval waters seem to have driven against each other 
from both sides, in immense currents, and to have raised this 
colossal dam of gravel. A fertile soil was deposited upon the 
gravel at a quieter period, but the labourer is constantly annoyed 
by the appearance of the stones on the surface. Every effort is 
made to get rid of them, they are piled in rows and layers one on 
another, and thus a sort of thick wall is formed along the path. 
The mulberry-trees, from a want of moisture, have a dismal 
appearance at this elevation. Springs there are none. From 
time to time puddles of collected rain-water may be found, 
with which the mules and even their drivers quench their 
thirst. Some wheels are placed on the river beneath, to 
water, at pleasure, those plantations that have a lower situa- 
tion. 

The magnificence of the new country, which opens on you 
as you descend, surpasses description. It is a garden a mile 
long and broad, which lies quite flat at the foot of tall moun- 
tains and steep rocks, and is as neatly laid out as possible 
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By this way, about 1 o’clock on the 10th of September, I 
reached Verona, where I first write this, finish, and put toge- 
ther the first part of my diary, and indulge in the pleasing 
hope of seeing the amphitheatre in the evening. 

Concerning the weather of these days I have to make the 
following statement : — The night from the 9th to the 10th was 
alternately clear and cloudy, the moon had always a halo 
round it. Towards 5 o’clock in the morning all the sky was 
overcast with gray, not heavy clouds, which vanished with the 
advance of day. The more I descended the finer was the 
weather. As at Botzen the great mass of the mountains took a 
northerly situation, the air displayed quite another quality. 
From the difierent grounds in the landscape, which were 
separated from each other in the most picturesque manner, by 
a tint more or less blue, it might be seen, that the atmosphere 
was full of vapors equally distributed, which it was able to 
sustain, and which, therefore, neither fell in the shape of dew, 
nor were collected in the form of clouds. As I descended 
further I could plainly observe, that all the exhalations from 
the Botzen valley, and all the streaks of cloud which ascended 
from the more southern mountains, moved towards the higher 
northern regions, which they did not cover, but veiled with a 
kind of yellow fog. In the remotest distance, over the moun- 
tains, I could observe what is called a “ water-gull.” To the 
south of Botzen they have had the finest weather all the sum- 
mer, only a little water (they say aqua to denote a light rain), 
from time to time, and then a return of sunshine. Yesterday 
a few drops occasionally fell, and the sun throughout continued 
shining. They have not had so good a year for a long while ; 
everything turns out well; the bad weather they have sent 
to us. 

I mention but slightly the mountains and the species of 
stone, since Berber’s travels to Italy, and Hacquet’s journey 
along the Alps, give sufficient information respecting this 
district. A quarter of a league from the Brenner, there is a 
marble quarry, which I passed at twilight. It may, nay, must 
lie upon mica-slate as on the other side. This I found near 
Colman, just as it dawned; lower down there was an appear- 
ance of porphyry. The rocks were so magnificent, and the 
heaps were so conveniently brojtcn up along the highway, that 
a “ Voigt” cabinet might have been made and packed up at 
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once. Without any trouble of that kind I can take a piece, 
if it is only to accustom my eyes and my curiosity to a small 
quantity. A little below Oolman, I found some por})hyiy, 
which splits into regular plates, and between Brandrol and Neu- 
mark some of a similar kind, in which, however, the laniin® 
separated in pillars. Ferbcr considered them to be volcanic 
productions, but that was fourteen years ago, when all tne 
world had its head on fire. Even Ilacquet ridicules the 
notion. 

Of the people I can say but little, and that is not very 
favorable. On my descent from the Brenner, I discovered, 
as soon as day came, a decided change of form, and was 
particularly displeased by the pale brownish complexion of 
the women. Their features indicated wretchedness, the cliil- 
dren looked equally miserable; — the men somewhat better. 
I imagine that the cause of this sickly condition may be 
found in the frequent consumption of Indian corn and buck- 
wheat. Both the former, which they also call “ Yellow 
Blende,’’ and the latter, which is called “ Black Blende,” 
is ground, made into a thick pap with water, and thus eaten. 
The Germans on this side, pull out the dough, and fry it in 
butter. The Italian Tyrolese, on the contrary, eat it just as 
it is, often with scrapings of cheese, and do not tiiste meat 
throughout the year. This necessarily glues up and stops the 
alimentary channels, especially with the women and children, 
and their cachectic complexion is an indication of the malady. 
They also eat fruit and green beans, which they boil down in 
water, and mix with oil and garlic. I asked if there were no 
rich peasants. “ Yes, indeed,” was the reply. “ Don’t they 
indulge themselves at all? don’t they eat anything better?” 
“ No, they are used to it.” “ What do they do with their 
money then? how do they lay it out?” “Oh, they have 
their ladies, who relieve them of that.” This is the smn 
and substance of a conversation with mine host's daughter at 
Botzen. 

I also learned from her, that the vine-tillers were the worst 
off, although they appeared to be the most opulent, for they 
were in the hands of commercial towns-people, who advanced 
them enough to support life in the bad seasons, and in winter 
took their wine at a low ^rice. However, it is the same 
thing everywhere. 
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My opinion concerning the food is confirmed by the fact, 
that tlie women who inhabit the towns appear better and 
better. They have pretty plump girlish faces, the body is 
somewhat too short in proportion to the stoutness, and the 
size of the head, but sometimes the countenances have a most 
agreablc expression. The men we already know through the 
w'andering Tyrolese. In the country their appearance is less 
fresh than that of the women, perhaps because the latter have 
more bodily labour, and arc more in motion, while the former 
sit at home as traders and workmen. By the Garda liake I 
found the people very brown, without the slightest tinge of 
red in their cheeks; however they did not look unhealthy, 
but quite fresh and comfortable. Probably the burning sun- 
beams, to w'hich they are exposed at the foot of theii’ moun- 
tains, are the cause of their complexion. 


FROM VERONA TO VENICE. 

Verona, Sept. \%th. 

Well then, the amphitheatre is the first important monu- 
ment of the old times that I have seen — and how well it is 
preserved ! When I entered, and still more wlien I walked 
round the edge of it at the top, it seemed strange to me, that I 
saw something great, and yet, properly speaking, saw nothing. 
Besides I do not like to see it empty, I should like to see it 
full of people, just as, in modern times, it -was filled up in 
honour of Joseph I. and Pius VI. Ihe Emperor, although 
his eye was accustomed to human mas.scs, must have been 
astonished. But it was only in the earliest times, that it 
produced its fidl effect, when the people was more a people 
than it is now'. For, properly speaking, such an amphitheatre 
is constructed to give the people an imposing view of itself, — > 
to cajole itself. 

When anything worth seeing occurs on the level ground, 
and any one runs to the spot, the hindermost try by every 
means to raise themselves above the foremost; they get 
upon benches, roll casks, bring up veliicles, lay planks in every 
direction, occupy the neighbouring heights, and a crater is 
formed in no time. 
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If the spectacle occur frequently on the same spot, lij^ht 
scaffoldings are built for those who are able to pay, and the 
rest of the multitude must get on as it can. Here the problem 
of the architect is to satisfy this general want. By means of 
his art he prepares such a crater, making it as simple as possible, 
that the people i tscl f may constitute the dccorati on . When the 
populace sffw itself so assembled, it must have been astoiiishovl 
at the sight, for whereas it was only accustomed to see itself 
running about in confusion, or to tind itself crowded together 
without particular rule or order, so must this many-headed, 
many-minded, wandering animal now sec itself combined into 
a noble body, made into a definite unity, hound and secured 
into a mass, anrl jinimated as one form by one mind. The 
simplicity of the oval is most j)leasingly obvious to every eye, 
and evciy head serves as a measure to show the vastness of the 
whole. Now wo see it empty, we have no standard, and do 
not know whether it is large or small. 

The Veronese deserve commendation for the high preserva- 
tion in which this edifice is kept. It is built of a reddish 
marble, which has bec'ii affected by the atmosphere, and hence 
the steps which have been eaten, are continually restored, and 
look almost all new. An inscription makes mention of one 
Hieronymus Maurigenus, and of the incredible industry, which 
he has expended on this monument. Of the outer waU only 
a piece remains, and I doubt whether it was ever quite 
finished. The lower arches, which adjoin the large square, 
called “ II Bra,” arc let out to workmen, and the reanimation 
of these arcades produces a cheerful appearance. 


Verona^ Sept. 16 . 

The most beavitiful gate, which, however, always remains 
closed, is called “ Porta stupa,” or “ del PaUio.” As a gate, 
and considering the great distance from which it is first seen, 
it is not well conceived, and it is not tiU we come near it, 
that we recognise the beauty of the structure. 

All sorts of reasons arc given to account for its being closed. 
I have, however, a conjecture of my own. It was manifestly 
the intention of the artist to cause a new Corso to be laid out 
from this gate, for the situation, or the present street, is com- 
pletely wrong. On the left side there is nothing but barracks ; 
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and the line at right angles from the middle of the gate leads to 
a convent of nuns, which must certainly have come down. 
This was presently perceived, and besides the rich and higher 
classes might not have liked to settle in the remote quarter. 
The artist perhaps died, and therefore the door was closed, 
and so an end was put to the attair. 


Verona^ Sept. 16. 

The portico of the theatre, consisting of six large Ionic 
columns, looks handsome enough. So much the more puny 
is the appearance of the Marchesc di Maffei’s bust, which as 
large as life, and in a great wig, stands over the door, and in 
front of a painted niche, which is supported by two Corinthian 
columns. The position is honorable, but to be in some degree 
proportionate to the magnitude and solidity of the columns, 
the bust should have been colossal. But now placed as it is 
on a corbel, it has a mean appearance, and is by no means 
in harmony with the whole. 

The gallery, which incloses the fore-court, is also small, 
and the channelled Doric dwarfs have a mean appearance by 
the side of the smooth Ionic giants. But we pardon this dis- 
crepancy on account of the fine institution, which has been 
founded among the columns. Here is kept a number of antiqui- 
ties, which have mostly been dug up in and about Verona. 
Something, they say, has even been found in the Amphi- 
theatre. There are Etruscan, Greek, and Roman specimens, 
down to the latest times, and some even of more modem 
date. The bas-reliefs are inserted in the walls, and provided 
with the numbers, which Maffei gave them, when he described 
them in his work: '‘'Verona illustrata.” There are altars, 
fragments of columns, and other relics of the sort; an ad- 
mirable tripod of white marble, upon which there are genii 
occupied with the attributes of the gods. Raphael has 
imitated and improved this kind of thing in the scrolls of 
the Famesina. 

The wind which blows from the graves of the ancients, 
comes fragrantly over hills of roses. The tombs give touching 
evidences of a genuine feeling, and always bring life back to 
us. Here is a man, by the side of his wife, who peeps out of 
a niche, as if it were a window. Here are father and mother, 
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with their son between them, eyeing each other as naturally 
as possible. Here a couple are graspiug each other’s hands. 
Here a father, resting on his couch, seems to be amused by his 
family. The immediate proximity of these stones was to me 
highly touching. They belong to a later school of art, but 
are simple, natural, and generally pleasing. Here a man in 
armour is on his knees in expectation of a joyful resurrection. 
With more or less of talent the artist has produced the mere 
simple presence of the persons, and has thus given a perma- 
nent continuation to their existence. They do not fold their 
hands, they do not look towards heaven, but they are here 
below just what they were and just what they are. They 
stand together, take interest in each other, love one another, 
and this is charmingly expressed on the stone, though with a 
certain want of technical skill. A marble pillar, very richly 
adorned, gave me more new ideas. 

Laudable as this institution is, we can plainly perceive that 
the noble spirit of preservation, by which it was founded, is 
no longer continued. The valuable tripod will soon be 
ruined, placed as it is in the open air, and exposed to the 
weather towards the west. Tliis treasure might easily be 
preserved in a wooden case, 

Tlie palace of the Proveditore, which is begun, might have 
afforded a fine specimen of architecture, if it had been finished. 
Generally speaking, the nohili build a great deal, but unfor- 
tunately every one builds on the site of his former residence, 
and often, therefore, in narrow lanes. Thus, for instance, a 
magnificent fa9ade to a seminar)^ is now building in an alley 
of tlie remotest suburb. 


While, with a guide, whom I had accidentally picked up, I 
passed before the great solemn gate of a singular building, he 
asked me good-humourdly, whether I should not like to step 
into the court for a while. It was the palace of justice, and 
the court, on account of the height of the building, looked 
only like an enormous wall. Here, he told me, all the crimi- 
nals and suspicious persons are confined, I looked around, 
and saw that round all the stories there were open passages* 
fitted with iron balustrades, which passed by numerous doors* 
The prisoner, as he stepped out of his dungeon to be led to 
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trial, stood in the open air, and was exposed to the gaze of 
all passers, and because there were several trial-rooins, 
the chains were rattling, now over this, now over that pas- 
sage, in every story. It was a hateful sight, and I do not 
deny that the good humour, with which I had dispatched my 
“Birds,” might here have come into a strait. 


I walked at sunset upon the margin of the crater-like am- 
phitheatre, and enjoyed the most splendid prospect over the 
town and the surrounding country. I was quite alone, and 
multitudes of people were passing below me on the hard 
stones of the Bra; men of all ranks, and women of the middle- 
ranks were walking. Tlie latter in their black outer garments 
look, ia this bird’s-eye view, like so many mummies. 

The Zendale and the Veste, which serves this class in the 
place of an entire wardrobe, is a costume completely fitted for 
a people that does not care much for cleanliness, and yet 
always likes to appear in public, sometimes at church, some- 
times on the promenade. The Veste is a gown of black 
taffeta, which is thrown over other gowns. If the lady has a 
clean white one beneath, she contrives to lift up the black one on 
one side. This is fastened on so, as to cut the waist, and to 
cover the lappets of a corset, which may be of any colour. 
The Zendale is a large hood with long ears ; the hood itself is 
kept high above tlie head by a wire-frame, while the ears arc 
fastened round the body like a scarf, so that the ends fall 
down behind. 


Verona, Sept. 16 . 

Wlien I again loft the Arena to-day, I came to a modern 
public spectacle, about a thousand paces from the spot. 
Four noble Veronese were playing ball against four people of 
Vicenza. This pastime is carried on among the Veronese 
themselves all the year round, about two hours before night. 
On this occasion there was a far larger concourse of people 
than usual, on account of the foreign adversaries. The specta- 
tors seem to have amounted to four or five thousand. I did 
not see women of any rank. 

AVhen, a little while ago, I spoke of the necessities of the 
multitude in such a case, I described the natural accidental 
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amphitheatre as arising just in the manner, in which I saw 
the people raised one over another on this occasion. Even at 
a distance I could hear the Kvely claj)pmg of hands, which 
accompanied every important stroke. The game is played as 
follows ; Two boards, slightly inclined, are placed at a con- 
venient distance from each other. He who strikes off the 
ball stands at the higher end, his right hand is armed with a 
broad wooden ring, set with spikes. While another of his 
party throws the ball to him, he runs down to meet it, and 
thus increases the force of the blow with which he strikes it. 
The adversaries try to beat it back, and thus it goes back- 
wards and forwards till, at last, it remains on the ground. 
The most beautiful attitudes, worthy of being imitated in 
marble, are thus produced. As there are none but well- 
grown active young people, in a short, close, wliite di’ess, the 
parties are only distinguished by a yellow mark. Particularly 
beautiful is the attitude into which the man on the eniincnce 
falls, when he nins do’v\m the inclined plain, and raises his 
arm to strike the ball; — it approaches that of the Borghesian 
gladiator. 

It seemed strange to me that they carry on this exercise by 
an old lime-wall, without the slightest convenience ibr specta- 
tors ; why is it not done in the amphitheatre, where there 
would be such ample room ? 


Verona^ September 17. 

What I have seen of pictures I will but briefly touch upon, 
and add some remarks. I do not make this extraordinary 
tour for the sake of deceiving myself, but to become acquainted 
with myself by means of these objects. I therefore honestly 
confess that of the painter’s art — of his manipulation, I under- 
stand but little. My attention, and observation, can only be 
directed to the practical part, to the subject, and the genertd 
treatment of it. 

S. Georgio is a gallery of good pictures, all altar-pieces, 
and- all remarkable, if not of equal value. But what subjects 
were the hapless artists obliged to paint? And for whom? 
Perhaps a shower of manna thirty feet long, and twenty feet 
liigh, with the miracle of the loaves as a companion . What could 
be made of these subjects-? Hungry men falling on little grains. 
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and a countless multitude of others, to whom bread is handed. 
The artists have racked their invention in order to get some- 
thing striking out of such wretched subjects. And yet, 
stimulated by the urgency of the case, genius has produced 
some beautiful things. An artist, who had to paint S. Ursula 
with the eleven thousand virgins, has got over the difficulty cle- 
verly enough. The saint stands in the foreground, as if she hai 
conquered the country. She is very noble, like an Amazonia ' 
virgin, and without any enticing charms; on the other hand, 
her troop is shown descending from the ships, and moving in 
procession at a diminishing distance. The Assumption of tha 
Virgin, by Titian, in the dome, has become much blackened, 
and it is a thought worthy of praise that, at the moment of her 
apotheosis, she looks not towards heaven, but towards her 
friends below. 

Ill the Gherardini Gallery I found some very fine things by 
Orbitto, and for the first time became acquainted with this meri- 
torious artist. At a distance we only hear of the first artists, and 
then we are often contented with names only ; but when we 
draw nearer to this starry sky, and the luminaries of the 
second and third magnitude also begin to twinkle, each one 
coming forward and occupying his proper place in the whole 
constellation, then the world becomes wide, and art becomes 
rich. I must here commend the conception of one of the 
pictures. Sampson has gone to sleep in the lap of Dalilah, and 
she has softly stretched her hand over him to reach a pair of 
scissors, which lies near the lamp on the table. 'Ihe execu- 
tion is admirable. In the Canopa Palace I observed a Danae. 

The Bevilagua Palace contains the most valuable things. A 
picture by Tintoretto, which is called a “ Paradise,” but 
which, in fact, represents the Coronation of the Virgin Mary 
as Queen of Heaven, in the presence of aU the patriarchs, 
prophets, apostles, saints, angels, &c., affords an opportunity 
for displaying all the riches of the most felicitous genius. 
To admire and enjoy all that care of manipulation, that spirit 
and variety of expression, it is necessary to possess the pic- 
ture, and to have it before one all one’s life. The painter’s 
work is carried on ad injinitum; even the farthest angels’ heads, 
which are vanishing in the halo, preserve something of cha- 
racter. The largest figures may be about a foot high; Mary, 
and the Christ who is crowning her, about four inches. Eve 
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is, however, the finest woman in the picture; a little volup- 
tuous, as from time immemorial. 

A couple of portraits by Paul Veronese have .only increased 
my veneration for that artist. The collection of antiquities is 
very fine; there is a son of Niobe extended in death, which is 
highly valuable ; and the busts, including an Augustus with 
the civic ciown, a Caligula, and others, are mostly of great 
interest, notwithstanding the restoration of the noses. 

It lies in my nature to admire, willingly and joyfully, all 
that is great and beautiful, and the cultivation of this talent, 
day after day, hour after hour, by the inspection of such beau- 
tiful objects, produces the happiest feelings. 

In a land, where we enjoy the days but take especial 
delight in the evenings, the time of nightfall is highly impor- 
tant. For now work ceases; tho.se who have gone out walk- 
ing turn back ; the hither wishes to have his daughter home 
again ; the day has an end. What the day is we Cimmerians 
hardly know. In our eternal mist and fog it is the same 
thing to us, whether it be day or night, for how much time 
can we really pass and enjoy in the open air ? Now, when 
night sets in, the day, which consisted of a morning and an 
evening, is decidedly past, four and twenty hours are gone, 
the bells ring, the rosary is taken in hand, and the maid, 
entering the chamber with the lighted lamp, says, “ felicissi- 
ma notte.” This epoch varies with every season, and a man 
who lives here in actual life cannot go wrong, because all the 
enjoyments of his existence are regulated not by the nominal 
hour, but by the time of day. If the people were forced to 
use a German clock they would be perplexed, for their own 
is intimately connected with their nature. About an hour 
and a half, or an hour before midnight, the nobility begin to 
ride out. They proceed to the Piazza della Bra, along the 
long, broad street to the Porta Nuova out at the gate, and 
along the city, and when night sets in, they all return home. 
Sometimes they go to the churches to say their Ave Maria 
della sera ; sometimes they keep on the Bra, where the cava- 
liers step up to the coaches and converse for a while with the 
ladies. The foot passengers remain till a late hour of night, 
but I have never stopped till the last. To-day just enough 
rain had fallen to lay the dust, and the spectacle was most 
cheerful and animated. 

VOL. 11. T 
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That I may accommodate myself the better to the custom of 
the country 1 have devised a plan for mastering more easily the 
Italian method of reckoning the hours. The accompaning 
diagram may give an idea of it. The inner circle denotes 
our four and twenty hours, from midnight to midnight, divided 
into twice twelve, as we reckon, and as our clocks indicate. 
The middle circle shows how the clocks strike at the present 
season, namely, as much as twelve twice in the twenty-four 
hours, but in such a way that it strikes one, when it strikes 
eight with us, and so on till the number twelve is complete. 
At eight o’clock in the morning according to our clock it 
again strikes one, and so on. Finally the outer circle shows 
how the four and twenty hours are reckoned in actual life. 
For example, I hear seven o’clock striking in the night, and 
know that midnight is at five o’clock; I therefore deduct the 
latter number from the former, and thus have two hours after 
midnight. If I hear seven o’clock strike in the day-time, and 
know that noon is at five, I proceed in Ihe same way, and 
thus have two in the afternoon. But if I wish to express the 
hour according to the fashion of this country, I must know 
that noon is seventeen o’clock; I add the two, and get nine- 
teen o’clock. When this method is heard and thought of for 
the first time, it seems extremely confused and difficult to 
manage, but we soon grow accustomed to it and find the 
occupation amusing. The people themselves take delight in 
this perpetual calculation, just as children are pleased with 
easily surmounted difficulties. Indeed they always have their 
fingers in the air, make any calculation in their heads, and 
like to occupy themselves with figures. Besides to the 
inhabitant of the country the matter is so much the easier, 
as he really does not trouble himself about noon and mid- 
night, and does not, like the foreign resident, compare two 
clocks with each other. They only count from the evening 
the hours, as they strike, and in the day-time they add the 
number to the varying number of noon, with which they are 
acquainted. The rest is explained by the remarks appended 
to the diagram 
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Verona, Sept. 17. 

The people here jostle one another actively enough; the 
narrow streets, where shops and workmen’s stalls are thickly 
crowded together, have a particularly cheerful look. There is 
no such thing as a door in front of the shop or workroom; the 
whole breadth of the house is open, and one may see all that 
passes in the interior. Half-way out into the path, the 
tailors are sewing; and the cobblers are pulling and rapping; 
indeed the work-stalls make a part of the street. In the 
evening, when the lights are burning, the appearance is most 
lively. 

The squares arc very full on market days ; there are fruit 
and vegetables without number, and garlic and onions to the 
heart’s desire. Then again throughout the clay there is a 
ceaseless screaming, bantering, singing, squalling, huzzaing, 
and laughing. The mildness of the air, and the cheapness of 
the food, make subsistence easy. Everything possible is done 
in the open air. 

At night singing and all sorts of noises begin. The ballad of 
^^Marlhrook'' is heard in every street; — ^then comes a dulcimer, 
then a violin. They tiy to imitate all the birds with a pipe. 
The strangest sounds arc heard on every side. A mild climate 
can give this exquisite enjoyment of mere existence, even to 
poverty, and the very shadow of the people seems respectable. 

The want of cleanliness and convenience, which so much 
strikes us in the houses, arises from the following cause : — the 
inliabitants are always out of doors, and in their light-hearted- 
ness think of nothing. With the people all goes right, even 
the middle-class man just lives on from day to day, while the 
rich and genteel shut themselves up in their dwellings, which 
arc not so habitable as in the north. vSociety is found in the 
open streets. Fore-courts and colonnades arc all soiled with 
filth, for things are done in the most natural manner. The 
people always feel their way before them. The rich man 
may be rich, and build his palaces ; and the nohile may rule, but 
if he makes a colonnade or a fore-court, the people will make 
use of it for their own occasions, and have no more urgent 
wish than to get rid as soon as possible, of that which they 
have taken as often as possible. If a person cannot bear this, 
he must not play the great gentleman, that is to say, he must 
act as if a part of his dwelling belonged to the public. He 
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may shut his door, and all will be right. But in open build- 
ings the people are not to be debarred of their privileges, and 
this, throughout Italy, is a nuisance to the foreigner. 

To-day I remarked in several streets of the town, the 
customs and manners of the middle-classes especially, who 
appear very numerous and busy. They swing their arms as 
they walk. * Persons of a high rank, who on certain occa- 
sions wear a sword, swing only one arm, being accustomed to 
hold the leffarm still. 

Although the people are careless enough with respect to 
their own wants and occupations, they have a keen eye for 
everything foreign. Thus in the very first days, I observed 
that every one took notice of my boots, because here they are 
too expensive an article of dress to wear even in winter. Now 
I wear shoes and stockings nobody looks at me. Particularly 
I noticed this morning, when all were running about with 
flowers, vegetables, garlic, and other market-stuff, that a twig 
of'eypress, w'hich I carried in my hand, did not escape them. 
Some green cones hung upon it, and I held in the same hand 
some blooming caper-twigs. Everybody, large and small, 
watched me closely, and seemed to entertain some whimsieal 
thought. 

I brought these twigs from the Giusti garden, which is 
finely situated, and in which there are monstrous cypresses, 
all pointed up like spikes into the air. The Taxus, which in 
northern gardening we find cut to a .sharp point, is probably an 
imitation of this splendid natural product. A tree, the 
branches of which, the oldest as well as the youngest, arc 
striving to reach heaven, — a tree which will last its three 
hundred years, is well worthy of veneration. Judging from 
the time when this garden was laid out, these trees have 
already attained that advanced age. 


Vicenza, Sept. 19. 

The way from Verona hither is very pleasant: we go 
north-eastwards along the mountains, always keeping to the 
left the foremost mountains, which consist of sand, lime, clay, 
and marl ; the hills which they form, are dotted with villages, 
castles, and houses. To the right extends the broad plain, 
along which the road goes. The straight broad path, winch is. 
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in good preservation, goes through a fertile field; we look 
into deep avenues of trees, up which the vines are trained 
to a considerable height, and then drop down, like pendant 
branches. Here we can get an admirable idea of festoons ! 
The grapes are ripe, and are heavy on the tendrils, which hang 
down long and trembling. The road is filled with people of 
every class and occupation, and I was particularlypleased by 
some carts, with low solid wheels, which, with teams of fine 
oxen, carry the large vats, in which the grapes firom the 
vineyards are put and pressed. The drivers rode in them 
when they were empty, and the whole was like a triumphal 
procession of Bacchanals. Between the ranks of vines the 
ground is used for all sorts of grain, especially Indian com 
and millet [Sorgel), 

As one goes towards Vicenza, the hills again rise from 
north to south and enclose the plain ; they are, it is said, vol- 
canic. Vicenza lies at their foot, or if you will, in a bosom 
which they form. 


Vicenza, Sept. 19. 

Though I have been here only a few houi’s, I have already 
run through the town, and seen the Olympian theatre, and the 
buildings of Palladio. A very pretty little book is published 
here, for the convenience of foreigners, with copper-plates and 
some letter-press, that shows knowledge of art. When once 
one stands in the presence of these works, one immediately 
perceives their great value, for they arc calculated to fill the 
eye with their actual greatness and massiveness, and to satisfy 
the mind by the beautiful harmony of their dimensions, not 
only in abstract sketches, but with all the prominences and 
distances of perspective. Therefore I say of Palladio : he was 
a man really and intrinsically great, whose greatness was out- 
wardly manifested. The chief difficulty with which this man, 
like all modem architects, liad to struggle, was the suitable 
application of the orders of columns to builduigs for domestic 
or public use; for there is always a contradiction in the com- 
bination of columns and walls. But with what success lias 
he not worked them up together ! What an imposing effect 
has the aspect of his edifices: at the sight of them one almost 
forgets that he is attempting to reconcile us to a violation of 
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the rules of his art. There is, indeed, something divine 
about his designs, which may be exactly compared to the crea- 
tions of the great poet, who, out of truth and falsehood 
elaborates something between both, and charms us with its 
borrowed existence. 

The Olympic theatre is a theatre of the ancients, realized 
on a small sftale, and indescribably beautiful. However, com- 
pared with our theatres, it reminds me of a genteel, rich, 
well-bred child, contrasted with a shrewd man of the world, 
who, though he is neither so rich, nor so genteel, and well- 
bred, knows better how to employ his resources. 

If we contemplate, on the spot, the noble buildings which 
Palladio has erected, and sec how they are disfigured by the 
mean filthy necessities of the people, how the plans of most 
of them exceeded the means of those who undertook them, and 
how little these precious monuments of one lofty mind are 
adapted to all else around, the thought occurs, that it is 
just the same with everything else ; for we receive but little 
thanks from men, when we would elevate their internal aspira- 
tions, give them a great idea of themselves, and make them 
feel the grandeur of a really noble existence. But when one 
cajoles them, tells them tales, and helping them on from day 
to day, makes them worse, then one is just the man they like; 
and hence it is that modern times take delight in so many 
absurdities. I do not say this to lower my friends, I only 
say that they are so, and that people must not be astonished 
to find everything just as it is. 

How the Basilica of Palladio looks by the side of an old 
Castellated kind of a building, dotted all over with windows 
of different sizes (whose removal, tower and all, the artist 
evidently contemplated), — it is impossible to describe — and 
besides I must now, by a strange effort, compress my own 
feelings, for, I too, alas ! find here side by side both what I 
seek and what I fly from. 


Sept. 20 . 

Yesterday we had the opera, which lasted till midnight, and 
I was glad to get some rest. The three Sultanesses and the 
Rape 0/ the Seraglio have afforded several tatters, out of which 
the piece has been patched up, with very little skill, lire 
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music is agreeable to the ear, but is probably by an amatei 
for not a single thought struck me as being new. The hall 
on the other hand, were charming. The principle pair 
dancers executed an AUemande to perfection. 

The theatre is new, pleasant, beautiful, modestly magn 
cent, uniform throughout, just as it ought to be in a provinc 
town. Every box has hangings of the same color, and \ 
one belonging to the Capitan Grande, is only distinguisli 
from the rest, by the fact that the hangings are somewl 
longer. 

The prima donna, who is a great flivorite of the whole pt 
pie, is tremendously applauded, on her entrance, and t 
“ gods” are quite obstreperous with their delight, when s 
does anything remarkably well, which very often happei 
Her manners are natural, she has a pretty figure, a fi 
voice, a pleasing countenance, and, above all, a really mod( 
demeanour, while there might be more grace in the arn 
However, I am not what I was, I feel that I am spoiled, I a 
spoiled for a “god.” 


SepL 21 . 

To-day I visited Dr. Tura. Five years ago he passionate 
devoted himself to the study of plants, formed a hcrharium 
the Italian flora, and laid out a botanical garden under tl 
superintendence of the former bishop. However, all that h: 
come to an end. ]\Icdical practice drove away natur; 
history, the hcrharium is eaten by woims, the bishop is dea< 
and the botanic garden is again rationally planted with cal 
bages and garlic. 

Dr. Tura is a very refined and good man. He told me h 
history with frankness, purity of mind, and modesty, an 
altogether spoke in a very definite and affable manner. ^ 
the same time he did not like to open his cabinets, which pci 
haps were in no very presentable condition. Our conversii 
tion soon came to a stand-still. 


Sept. 21. Evening. 

I called upon the old architect Scamozzi, who has publishci 
an edition of Palladio s buildings, and is a diligent artist, pas 
sionately devoted to his art. He gave me some directions 
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being delighted with my sympathy. Among Palladio’s build- 
ings there is one, for which I always had an especial predi- 
lection, and which is said to have been his own residence. 
When it is seen close, there is far more in it than appears in 
a picture. I should have liked to draw it, and to illuminate it 
with colors, to show the material and the age. It must not, 
however, be imagined that the architect has built himself a 
palace. The house is the most modest in the world, with only 
two windows, separated from each other by a broad space, 
which would admit a third. If it were imitated in a picture, 
which should exhibit the neighbouring houses at the same 
time, the spectator would be ploased to observe how it has 
been let in between them. Canaletto was the man who should 
have painted it. 


To-day I visited the splendid building which stands on a 
pleasant elevation about half a league from the town, and is 
called the “Rotonda.” It is a quadrangular building, enclo- 
sing a circular hall, lighted from the top. On all the four 
sides, you ascend a broad flight of steps, and always come tc 
a vestibule, which is formed of six Corinthian columns. Pro- 
bably the luxury of architecture was never carried to sc 
high a point. The space occupied by the steps and vestibules 
is much larger than that occupied by the house itself; fo] 
every one of the sides is as grand and pleasing as the front o 
a temple. With respect to the inside it may be callec 
habitable, but not comfortable. The hall is of the finest pro 
portions, and so arc the chambers ; but they would hardb 
suffice for the actual wants of any genteel family in a sum 
mer-residence. On the other hand it presents a most beau 
tiful appearance, as it is viewed on every side throughou 
the district. The variety which is produced by the principti 
mass, as, together with the projecting columns, it is gradual! 
brought before the eyes of the spectator who walks roun 
it, is very great ; and the purpose of the owner, who wished t 
leave a large trust-estate, and at the same time a visibl 
monument of his wealth, is completely obtained. And whil 
the building appears in all its magnificence, when viewe 
from any spot in the district, it also forms the point of view fc 
a most agreeable prospect. You may see the Bachiglion 
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flowing along, and taking vessels down from Verona to the 
Brenta, while you overlook the extensive possessions which the 
Marquis Capra wished to preserve undivided in his family. 
The inscriptions on the four gable-ends, which together con- 
stitute one whole, are worthy to be noted down : 

Marcus Capra Gabrielis filius 
Q,ui a3des has 

Arctissimo primogeniturae gmdui subjccit 
Una cum omnibus 
Censibus agris vallibiis et coUibus 
Citra viam magnam 
Memorise perpctuse mandans hsec 
Dum sustinet ac abstinct. 

Hie conclusion in particular is strange enough. A man 
Avho has at command so much wealth and such a capacious 
^v'ill, still feels that he must hear and forbear. This can be 
learned at a less expense. 


Sept. 22. 

This evening I was at a meeting held by the academy of 
the “Olympians.” It is mere play-work, but good in its 
way, and seems to keep up a little spice and life among the 
people. There is the great hall by Palladio’s theatre, hand- 
somely lighted up ; the Capitan and a portion of the nobility 
are present, besides a public composed of educated persons, 
and several of the clergy; the whole assembly amounting to 
about five hundred. 

The question proposed by the president for to-day’s sitting 
was this : “ Which has been most serviceable to the fine arts, 
invention or imitation?” This was a happy notion, for if the 
alternatives which are involved in the question arc kept duly 
apart, one may go on debating for centuries. The acade- 
micians have gallantly availed themselves of the occasion, and 
have produced all sorts of things in prose and verse, — some 
very good. 

Then there is the liveliest public. The audience cry hravo^ 
and clap their hands and laugh. 'What a thing it is to stand 
thiis before one’s nation, and amuse them in person! We 
must set down our best productions in black and white; every 
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one squats down with them in a comer, and scribbles at them 
as he can. 

It may be imagined that even on this occasion Palladio 
would be continually appealed to, whether the discourse was in 
favour of invention or imitation. At the end, which is always 
'fce right place for a joke, one of the speakers hit on a happy 
fcught, and said that the others had already taken Palladio 
jtway from him, so that he, for his part, would praise Fran- 
l^eschini, the great silk-manufacturer.' He then began to 
show the advantages which this enterprising man, and 
through him the city of Vicenza, had derived from imitating 
the Lyonnese and Florentine stuffs, and thence came to the 
conclusion that imitation stands flir above invention. This 
was done with so much humour, that uninterrupted laughter 
was excited. Generally those who spoke in favor of imitation 
obtained the most applause, for they said nothing but what 
was adapted to the thoughts and capacities of the multitude. 
Once the public, by a violent chipping of hands, gave its 
hearty approval to a most clumsy sophism, when it had not 
felt many good — nay, excellent things, that had been said in 
honour of invention. I am very glad I have witnessed this 
scene, for it is highly gratifying to see Palladio, after the 
lapse of so long a time, still honoured by his fellow-citizens, 
as their polar-star and model. 


Sept. 22. 

This morning I was at Tiene, which lies north towards the 
mountains, where a new building has been erected after an 
old plan, of which there may be a little to say. Thus do they 
here honour everything that belongs to the good period, and 
have sense enough to raise a new building on a plan which 
they have inherited. The chdteau is excellently situated in a 
large plain, having behind it the calcareous Alps, without 
any mountains intervening. A stream of living water flows 
along the level causeway from each side of the building, 
towards those who approach it, and waters the broad fields of 
rice through which one passes. 

I have now seen but two Italian cities, and for the first time, 
and have spoken with but few persons, and yet I know my 
Itahans pretty well. They are like courtiers, who consider 
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themselves the first people in the world, and who, on the 
sti-ength of certain advantages, which cannot be denied them, 
can indulge with impunity in so comfortable a thought. Tlic 
Italians appear to me a right good people. Only one must 
see the children and the common people as I see them now, 
and can see them, while I am always open to them, — ^nay, 
always lay myself open to them. What figures ‘and faces 
there are ! 

It is especially to be commended in the Vicentians, that 
with them one enjoys the privileges of a large city. What- 
ever a person does, they do not stare at him, but if he 
addresses them, they are conversable and pleasant, especially 
the women, who please me much. I do not mean to find 
fault with the Veronese women; they arc well made and 
have a decided pupil, but they are, for the most part, pale, 
and the Zendal is to their disadvantage, because one looks for 
something charming imder the beautiful costume. I have 
found here some very pretty creatures, especially some with 
black locks, who inspire me with peculiar interest. There are 
also fairer beauties who, however, do not please me so well. 


Padua ^ Sept, 26, Evening, 

In four hours I have this day come here from Vicenza, 
crammed luggage and all into a little one-seated chaise, 
called a Generally the journey is performed with 

ease in three hours and' a half, but as I wished to pass the 
delightful day-time in the open air, I was glad that the Vet- 
turino fill short of his duty. The route goes constantly south- 
wards over the most fertile plains, and between hedges and 
trees, without further prospect, until at last the beautiful 
mountains, extending from the east towards the south, are 
seen on the right hand. The abundance of the festoons of 
plants and fruit, which hang over walls and hedges, and down 
the trees, is indescribable. The roofs are loaded with gourds, 
and the strangest sort of cucumbers are hanging from poles 
and trellises. 

From the observatory I could take the clearest survey pos- 
sible of the fine situation of the town. Towards the north 
arc the Tyrolese mountains, covered with snow, and half 
hidden by clouds, and joined by the Vicentian mountains on 
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the north-west. Then towards the west are the nearer moun- 
tains of Este, the shapes and recesses of which are plainly to 
be seen. Towards the south-east is a verdant sea of plants, 
without a trace of elevation, tree after tree, bush after bush, 
plantation after plantation, while houses, villas, and chm’chcs 
dazzling with whiteness, peer out from among the green 
Against the horizon I plainly saw the tower of St. Mark’s ai 
Venice, with other smaller towers. 


Padna^ Sept. 17. 

I have at last obtained the works of Palladio, not indee( 
the original edition, which I saw at Vicenza, where the cut 
are in wood, but a fac-simile in copper, published at th' 
expense of an excellent man, named Smith, who was former!; 
the English consul at Venice. We must give the English thi 
credit, that they have long known how to prize what is good 
and have a magnificent way of diffusing it. 

On the occasion of this purchase I entered a book-shop 
which in Italy presents quite a p)eculiar appearance. Aroum 
it are arranged the books, all stitched, and during the whol 
day good society may be found in the shop, which is a loung 
for ail the secular clergy, nobility, and artists who are in an 
way connected with literature. One asks for a book, open 
it, and amuses himself as one can. Thus I found a knot c 
half a dozen all of whom became attentive to me, when 
asked for the works of Palladio. While the master of tl 
shop looked for the book, they commended it, and gave me info] 
matioii respecting the original and the copy ; theyfwere we 
acquainted with the work itself and with the merits of the autho 
Taking me for an architect they praised me for having recoun 
to this master in preference to all the rest, saying that he w; 
of more practical utility than Vitruvius himself, since he hs 
thoroughly studied the ancients and antiquity, and had sougl 
to adapt the latter to the wants of our own times. I coi 
versed for a long time with these friendly men, learned som 
thing about the remarkable objects in the city, and took n 
leave. 

Where men have built churches to saints, a place may som 
times be found in them, where monuments to intellectu 
men may be set up. The bust of Cardinal Bembo stan 
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between Ionic columns. It is a handsome face, strongly drawn 
in, if I may use the expression, and with a copious beard. 
The inscription runs thus: “Petri Bembi Card, imaginem 
Hier. Guorinus Ismeni f. in publico ponendam curavit ut 
cujus ingenii monumenta rntenia siut, ejus corporis quoque 
meraoria ne a posteritate desideretur.” 

With all its dignity the University gave me the horrors, as a 
building. I am glad that I had nothing to learn in it. One cannot 
imagine such a narrow compass for a school, even though, 
as the student of a German university, one may have suffered 
a great deal on the benches of the Auditorium. . The anato- 
mical theatre is a perfect model of the art of pressing students 
together. The audience are piled one above another in a tall 
pointed funnel. They look down u^n the narrow space 
where the table stanck, and, as no daylight fells upon it, the 
Professor must demonstrate by lamplight. The botanic gar- 
den is much more pretty and che«^. Several plants, can 
remain in the ground during the winter, if they are set near 
the walls, or at no great distance from them. At the end of 
October the whole is built over, and the prod>S8 of heating is 
carried on for the few remaining months. It is pleasant and 
instructive to walk through a vegetation that is strange to ns. 
With ordinary plants, as well as with other objects that have 
been long fai^ar to us, we at last do not think at all, and 
what is looking without thinking ? Amidst this variety which 
comes upon me quite new, the idea that all forms of plants 
may, perhaps, be developed from a single form,^ becomes more 
lively than ever. On this principle alone it would be possible 
to defineforders and classes, which, it seems to me, has hitherto 
been done in a very arbitrary manner. At this point I stand 
fast in my botanical philosophy, and I do not see how I am to 
extricate myself. The depth and breadth of this business 
seem to me quite equal. 

The great square, called Prato della Valh^ is a very wide 
space, where the chief fair is held in June. ITic wooden 
booths in the middle of it do not produce the most favourable 
appearance, but the inhabitants assure me that there will soon 
be a fiera of stone here, like that at Verona. Ohe has hopes 
of this already, from the manner in which the Prato is sur- 
rounded, and which affords a very beautiful and imposing view. 

A huge oval is surrounded with statue^, all rcpresentiTig 



PADUA. 


287 


celebrated men, who have taught or studied at the Univer- 
sity, Any native or foreigner is allowed to erect a statue 
of a certain size to any countryman or kinsman, as soon as the 
merit of the person and his academical residence at Padua are 
proved. 

A moat filled with water goes round the oval. On the four 
bridges which lead up to it stand colossal figures of Popes and 
Doges; the other statues, which are smaller, have been set 
up by corporations, private individuals, or foreigners. The 
King of Sweden caused a figure of Gustavus Adolphus to be 
erected, because it is said he once heard a lecture in Padua. 
The Archduke Leopold revived the memory of Petrarch and 
Galileo. The statues are in a good, modem style, a few of 
them rather affected, some very natural, and all in the 
costume- of their rank and dignity. The inscriptions deserve 
commendation. There is nothing in them absurd or paltry. 

At any university the thought would have been a happy 
one '(and here it is particularly so), because it is very delight- 
ful to see a whole line of departed worthies thus called back 
again. It will perhaps form a very beautiful Prato^ when the 
woodimFikra shall be removed, and one built of stone, accord- 
ing to the aforesaid plan. 

In the consistory of a fraternity dedicated to S. Anthony, 
there are some pictures of an early date, which remind one of 
the old German paintings, and also some by Titian, in which 
may be remarked the great progress which no one has made 
on the other side of the Alps. Immediately afterwards I saw 
works by some of the most modem painters. These artists, 
as they could not hope to succeed in the lofty and th^ serious, 
have been very happy in hitting the humorous. The decol- 
lation of John by Piazetta is, in this sense, a capital picture, 
if one can once allow the master’s manner. John is kneeling, 
with his hands before him, and his right knee on a stone, looking 
towards heaven. One of the soldiers, who is binding him, is 
bending round on one side, and looking into his face, as if he 
was wondering at his patient resignation. Higher up stands 
another, who is to deal the fatal blow. He'does not, however, 
hold the sword, but makes a motion with his hands, like one 
who is practising the stroke beforehand. A third is drawing 
the sword out of the scabbard. The thought is happy, if not 
grand, and the composition is striking and produces the best 
effect. 
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In the church of the Eremitani I have seen pictures by 
Mantegna, one of the older painters, at which I am astonished. 
What a sharp, strict actuality is exhibited in these pictures ! 
It is from this actuality, thoroughly true, not apparent, merely 
and falsely effective, and appealing solely to the imagination, 
but solid, pure, bright, elaborated, conscientious, delicate, and 
circumscribed — an actuality which had about it something 
severe, credulous, and laborious; it is from this, I say, that 
the later painters proceeded (as I remarked in the pictures by 
Titian), in order that by the liveliness of their own genius, 
the energy of their nature illumined at the same time by the 
mind of the predecessors, and exalted by their force, they 
might rise higher and higher, and elevated above the earth, 
produce forms that were heavenly indeed, but still true. 
Thus was art developed after tlie barbarous period. 

The hall of audience in the town-house, properly designated 
by the augmentative “ Salonc,” is such a huge inclosure 
that one cannot conceive it, much less recall it to one’s imme- 
diate memory. It is three hundred feet long, one hundred feet 
broad, and one hundred feet high, measured up to the roof, 
which covers it quite in. ^o accustomed are these people to 
live in the open air, that the architects look out for a market- 
place to over-arch. And there is no question that this huge 
vaulted space produces quite a peculiar effect. It is an 
inclosed infinity, which has more analogy to man’s habits and 
feelings than the starry heavens. The latter takes us out of 
ourselves, the former insensibility brings us back to our- 
selves. 

For the same reason I also like to stay in the Church of 
S. Justina. This church, which is eighty-five feet long, and high 
and broad in proportion, is built in a grand and simple style. 
This evening I seated myself in a corner, and indulged in 
quiet contemplation. Then I felt myself truly alone, for no 
one in the world, even if he had thought of me for the 
moment, would have looked for me here. 

Now everything ought to be packed up again, for to-mor- 
row morning I set off by water, upon the Brenta. It rained 
to-day, but now it has cleared up, and I hope I shall be able 
to see the lagunes and the Bride of the Sea by beautiful day- 
light, and to greet my friends from her bosom. 



VENICE. 


Now it stood written on my page in the Book of Fate, that 
on the evening of the 28th of September, by 5 o’clock, German 
time, I should see Venice for the first time, as I passed fi om 
the Brenta into the lagunes, and that, soon afterwards, I 
sliould actually enter and visit^ this strange island-city, this 
heaven-like republic. So now, Heaven be praised, Venice is 
no longer to me a bare and a hollow name, which has so 
long tormented me, — me^ the mental enemy of mere verbal 
sounds. 

As the first of the gondoliers came up to tlie ship (tliey 
come in order to convey more quickly to Yenico those passen- 
gers who !ire in a hurry), I recollected an old plaything, of 
which, perhaps, I had not thought for twenty years. My 
father had a beautiful model of a gondola which he liad 
brought with him \Jro'm ltahj \ ; he set a great value upon it, 
and it "was considered a great treat, when I was allowed to 
play with it. The first beaks of tinned iron-plate, the l)lack 
gondola-gratings, all greeted me like old acquaintances, and 
I experienced again dear emotions of my childhood which had 
been long unknown. 

I am well lodged at the sign of Ihe Queen of Eugland, not 
far from the square of S. Mark, which is, indeed, the chief 
advantage of the spot. My windows look ui)on a narrow 
canal between lofty houses, a bridge of one arch is immedi- 
ately below me, and directly opposite is a narrow, bustling 
alley. Thus am I lodged, and here I shall remain until I 
have made up my packet for Germany, and until I am satiated 
with the sight of the city. I can now really enjoy the soli- 
tude for which I have longed so ardently, for nowhere docs a 
man feel himself more solitary than in a crowd, where he 
must push his way imknown to every one. Perhaps in Venice 
there is only one person who knows me, and he will not come 
in contact with me all at once. 


Venice, September 28, 1786. 

A few words on my journey hither from Padua. Tlie pas- 
sage on the Brenta, in the public vessel, and in good company, 
is highly agreeable. The banks are ornamented with gardens 
and villas, little hamlets come down to the water’s edge, and 
VoL. II. u 
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During tliis conversation we had gone down the beautiful 
llrcnta, leaving behind us many a noble garden, and many a 
nobU^ palace, and casting a rapid glance at the populous and 
thriving hamlets, which lay along the banks. Several gon- 
dolas wound about the ship as soon as wo had ei\tcred the 
lagunes. A Lombard, well acquainted with Venice, asked 
me to accompany him, that we might enter all the quicker, 
and escape the nuisance of the custom-house. Those who 
endeavoured to hold us back, he contrived to put off with a 
little drink-money, and so, in a cheerful sunset, we floated to 
the place of our destination. 


Sept. 29 [Michaelmas- Day). Evening. 

So much has already been told and printc^d about Venice, 
that I shall not be circumstantial in my description, but shall 
only say how it struck wc. Now, in this instance again, that 
which makes the chief impression upon me, is the people, — a 
great mass, who live an involuntary existence determined by 
the changing circurastances of the moment. 

It was for no idle fiincy that this race fled to these islands ; 
it was no mere whim which impelled those who followed to 
combine with them ; necessity taught them to look for security 
in a highly disadvantageous situation, that afterwards became 
most advantageous, enduing them wuth talent, when the whole 
northern world was immersed in gloom. Their increase and 
their wealth were a necessary consequence. New* dwellings 
arose close against dwellings, rocks took the place of sand and 
marsh, houses sought the sky, being forced like trees inclosed 
in a narrow compass, to seek in height what was denied them 
in breadth. Being niggards of every inch of ground, as having 
heen from the very first compressed into a narrow compass, 
they allowed no more room for the streets than was just neces- 
sary to separate a row of houses from the one opposite, and to 
afford the citizens a narrow passage. Moreover, water sup- 
plied the place of street, square, and promenade. The Vene- 
tian was forced to become a new creature; and thus Venice 
can only be compared with itself. The largo canal, winding 
like a serpent, yields to no street in the wnrhl, and nothing can 
be put by the side of the space in front of St. Mark’s square — I 
mean thatgreatmirror of water, which is encompassedby Venice 



VEXICK. 


293 


Pro])cr, in tlic form of a crescent. Across the watery surface 
you see to the left the island of St. Georgio Maggioro, to the 
right a little further off the Guidccca and its canal, and still 
more distant the Dogana (Custom-house) and the entrance 
into the Canal Grande^ where right before us two immense 
marble tcmiples arc glittering in the sunshine. All the views 
and prospects have been so often engraved, that my friends 
will have no difficulty in forming a clear idea of them. 

After dinner I hastened to fix my first impression of the 
whole, and without a guide, and merely observing the car- 
dinal points, threw myself into the labyrinth of the city, which 
though everywhere intersected by larger or smaller canals, 
is again connected by bridges. The narrow and crowded 
appearance of the whole cannot bo conc('ivcd by one who has 
not seen it. In most cases one can quite or nearly measure 
the breadth of the street, by stretching out one’s arms, and 
in the narrowest, a person would scrape his elbows if he 
walked with his arras a-kiinbo. Some streets, indeed, are 
wider, and here and there is a little square, but comparatively 
all may be called narrow. 

I easily found the grand canal, and the principal bridge — 
the Rialto, which consists of a single arch of white marble. 
Looking down from this, one has a fine prospect, — the canal 
full of ships, which bring every necessary from the con- 
tinent, and put in chiefly at this place to unload, while 
between them is a swarm of gondolas. To-day, especially, 
being Michaelmas, the view was wonderfully animated ; but 
to give some notion of it, I must go back a little. 

The two principal parts of Venice, which are diGded by 
the grand canal, are connected by no other bridge than the 
Rialto, but several means of communication are provided^ 
and the river is crossed in open boats at certain fixed points. 
To-day a very i)retty effect was produced, by the number of 
well-dressed ladies, who, tluur features concealed beneath 
large black veils, were being ferried over in large parties at .a 
time, in order to go to the church of the Archangel, whose 
festival was being solemnised. I left the bridge and Avent to 
one of the ])oints of landing, to sec the parties as they left the 
boats. I discovered some very fine forms and faces among 
them. 

After I had become tired of this amusement, I seated myscll 
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in a gondola, and, quitting tlic narrow streets with the inten- 
tion of witnessing a spectacle of an opposite description, went 
along the northern part of the grand canal, into the lagunes, 
and then entered the canal della Guidecca, going as ftir as the 
square of St. Mark. Now was I also one of the birds of the 
Adriatic sea, as eveiy Venetian feels himself to be, whilst re- 
clining in his gondola. I then thought with due honour of my 
good father, who knew of nothing better than to talk about 
the things I now witness('d. And will it not be so with 
me likewise? All that surrounds me is dignified — a grand 
venerable work of combined Iniman energies, a noble 
monument, not of a rider, but of a peojde. And if their 
lagunes are gradually filling up, if unwholesome vapours 
arc floating over the marsli, if tlieir trade is declining and 
their power has sunk, still the great place and the essen- 
tial character will not for a moment, be less venerable to the 
observer. Venice succumbs to time, like everything that has 
a phenomenal existence. 


Sept 30. 

Towards evening I again rambled, without a guide, into the 
remotest (quarters of the city. 'Ihe bridges here arc all pro- 
vided with stairs, that gondolas, and even larger vessels, may 
pass conveniently under the arches. I sought to find my 
way in and out of this labyrinth, without asking anybody, 
and, oil this occasion also, oidy guiding myself by the points 
of the compass. One disentangles one’s self at last, but it is a 
wonderful complication, and my manner of obtaining a sen- 
sible impression of it, is the best. I have now been to the 
remotest points of the city, and observed the conduct, mode of 
life, manners, and character of the inhabitants; and in every 
quarter they are different. Gracious Heaven ! — ^What a poor 
good sort of animal man is, after all! 

Most of the smaller houses stand immediately on the canals, 
but there are here and there quays of stone, beautifully 
paved, along which one may take a pleasant walk between the 
water, and the churches, and palaces. Particularly cheerful 
and agreeable is the long stone quay on the northern side, from 
wliich the islands are visible, especially Murano, which is a 
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Venice on a small scale. The intervening laguncs are all 
alive with little gondolas. 


Sef*. 30. Fvemufj. 

To-d;iy I have enlarged my notions of Venice by procuring 
a plan of it. Wlien I had studied it for some time, I ascended 
the towc'r of St. Mark, where an iinhpie spectacle is presented 
to the eye. It was noon, and the suii was so bright that I 
could see places nc'ar and distant without a glass. The tide 
covered the lagimes, and when I turned my eyes towards 
what is called the Lido (this is a nan’ow strip of earth, which 
bounds the lagunes), I saw the sea for the first time with 
some sails upon it. In the lagunes themselves some gallics 
and frigates are lying, destined to join the Chevalier Ihno, 
who is making Avar on tlu^ Algerines, but detained by im- 
favorablc Avimls. The mountains of Ikidua and Vicenza, and 
the mountain-ehain of lyrol, beautifully bound the picture 
between the north and west. 


October 1. 

I wont out and suiTcyed the city from many points of view, 
and as it was Suiulay, I was struck by the great want of 
cleanliness in the streets, which forced me to make some 
reflections. There seems to be a sort of policy in this mat- 
ter, for the people scrape tlie swec'pings into the comers, and 
I sec large ships going backwards and forwards, which at 
several points lie to, and take off the accumulation. They 
belong to the people of the surrounding islands, who are in 
want of manure. . Ilut, however, there is neither consistency 
nor strictness in this method, and the want of cleanliness in 
the city is the more unpardonable, as in it, as much provi- 
sion has been made for cleaning it, as in any Dutch town. 

All th(‘ streets are paved — even those in the remotest quarters, 
with bricks at least, which are laid down lengthwise, with the 
edges slightly canting; the middle of the street Avhere neces- 
sary is raised a little, while chimnels are formed on c'ach side 
to receive the water, and convey it into covered drains. 
There are other architectural arrangements in the original 
well-considered plan, which prove the intention of the ex- 
cellent architects to make Venice the most cleanly, as well as 
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the most singular of cities. As I walked along I could not 
refrain from sketching a body of regulations on the subject, 
anticipating in thought some superintendent of police, who 
might act in earnest. Thus one always feels an inclination 
to sweep one's neighbour’s door. 


Oct 2, 1786. 

liefoi’e all things I hastened to the Carita. I hnd found in 
ralladio's works that he had planned a monastic building 
here, in which he intended to represent a private residence 
of the rich and hospitable ancients. The plan, which was 
e.xcellently drawn, both as a whole and in detail, gave mo 
infinite delight, and I hoped to find a marvel. Alas! scarcely 
a tenth part of the edifice is finished. However, even this 
part is worthy of that heavenly genius. There is a complete- 
ness in the plan, and an accuracy in the execution, which I had 
never before witnessed. One ought to pass whole years in 
the contemplation of such a work. It seems to me that I 
have seen nothing grander, nothing more perfect, and I fi\ncy 
that I am not mistaken. Only imagine the admirable artist, 
born with an inner feeling for the grand and the pleasing, 
now, for the first time, forming himself by the ancients, with 
incredible labour, that he may be the means of reviving them. 
He finds an opportunity to carry out a favorite thought in 
building a convent, which is destined as a dwelling for so many 
monks, and a shelter for so many strangers, in the form of an 
antique private residence. 

The church was already standing and led to an atrium of 
Corinthian columns. Here one feels delighted, and forgets 
all priestcraft. At one end, thp sacristy, at another, a cha])ter- 
room is found, while there is the finest winding stair-case in 
the world, with a wide well, and the stone-steps built into 
the wall, and so laid, that one supports another. One is never 
tired of going up and down this stair -case, and we may judge 
of its success, from the fact that Palladio himself declares 
that ho has succeeded. The fore-court leads to the large 
inner-court. Unfortunately, nothing is finished of the build- 
ing which was to surround this, except the left side. Here 
there are three rows of columns, one over the other ; on the 
ground-floor are the halls, on the first story is an archway in 
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front of tlie cells, and the upper story consists of a plain wall 
with windows. However, this description should l)e illus- 
trated by a reference to the sketches. I will just add a word 
about the execution. 

Only the ca])itals and bases of the columns, and tlio 
key-stones of the arches, are of hewn stone ; all the rest is 
— will not say of brick, but — of burned clay. This de- 
scription of tile I never saw before. The frieze and cornice 
are of the same material, as well as the parts of the arch. 
All is but half burnt, and lastly the buildin^ is put together 
with a very little lime. As it stands it looks as if it had 
* b('eii produced at one cast. If the whole had been finished, 
and it had been properly rubbed up and coloured, it would 
have been a cliarining sight. 

However, as so often happens with buildings of a modern 
time, the plan was too large. The artist had pre-supposed not 
only that the existing convent would be pulled down, but also 
that the adjoining houses would be bought, and here money 
and inclination probably began to fail. Kind Destiny, thou 
who hast formed and perpetuated so much stupidity, why 
didst thou not allow this work to be completed ! 


Oct. 3. 

The church II Redentore is a large and beautiful work by Pal- 
ladio, with a facade even more worthy of praise than that of 
S. Giorgio. These works, which have often been engraved, 
must be placed before you, to elucidate what is said. I will 
only add a few words. 

Palladio was thoroughly imbued with the antique mode of 
existence, and felt the narrow, petty spirit of his own age, 
like a great man who will not give way to it, but strives to 
mould all that it leaves him, as far as possible, into accord- 
ance with his own ideas. Prom a slight perusal of his book 
I conclude that he was displeased with the continued practice 
of building Christian churches after the form of the ancient 
Basilica, and, therefore, sought to make his own sacred edifices 
approximate to the form of the antique temple. Hence arose 
certain discrepancies, which, as it seemed to me, are happily 
avoided in II Redentore, but arc rather obvious in the S. 
Giorgio. Volckmann says something about it, but does not 
hit the nail on the head. 



298 


LETTEKS FEOM ITALY. 


The interior of Jl Redentore is likewise admii'ablc. Every- 
thing;, including even the designs of the altars, is by Palladio. 
Unfortunately, the niches, which should have been filled with 
statues, are glaring with wooden figures, flat, carved, and 
painted. 


Odoher 3. 

In honour of S. Francis, S. Peter’s capuchins have splendidly 
adorned a side altar. There was nothing to be seen of stone 
but the Corinthian capitals ; all the rest seemed to be covered 
with tasteful but splendid embroidery, in the arabesque style, 
and the effect was as pretty as could be desired. I particu- 
larly admired the broad tendrils and foliage, embroidered in 
gold. Going nearer, I discovered an ingenious deception. 
All that I had taken for gold was, in fact, straw pressed flat, 
and glued ui)on paper, according to some b("autiful outlines, 
while the ground was painted with lively colours. This is 
done vdth such variety and tact, that the design, which was 
probably worked in the convent itself, with a material that 
was u'ortli nothing, must have cost several thousand dollars, 
if the material had been genuine. It might on occasion be 
advantageously imitated 

On one of the quays, and in front of the water I have often 
remarked a little follow tcUing stories in the Venetian dialect, 
to a greater or less concourse of auditors. Unfortunately I 
cannot understand a word, but I observe that no one laughs, 
though the audience, who are composed of the lowest class, 
occasionally smile. There is notliing striking oi ridiculous 
in the man’s appearance, but, on the contrary, something very 
sedate, with such admirable variety and precision in his ges- 
tines, that they evince art and reflection. 


October 3. 

With my plan in my hand I endeavored to find my way 
thi’ough the strangest labyrinth to the church of the Mendu 
canti. Here is the conservatorium, which stands in the high* 
est repute at the present day. The ladies performed an 
oratorio behind the gTating, the church was filled with hear- 
ers, the music was very beautiful, and the voices were magni- 
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ficent. An alto sung the part of King Saul, the chief per- 
sonage in the poem. Of such a voice I had no notion Avhat- 
cver ; some passages of the music were excessively beautiful, 
and tlie words, Avhich were Latin, most laugbidjly Italianized 
in some places, were perfectly adapted for singing. Music 
here has a wide field. 

The performance would have been a source of great enjoy- 
ment, if the accursed Maastro di Capclla had not beaten time 
with a roll of music against the grating, as conspicuously as if 
he had to do with school-boys, whom he was instructing. As 
the girls had repeated the piece often enough, his noise was 
'quit(^ unnecessary, and destroyed all impression, as mucL as 
he would, who, in order to make a beautiful statue intelligible 
to us, should stick scarlet patclies on the joints. The foreign 
sound destroys all harmony. Now this man is a musician, 
and yet he seems not to be sensible of this; or, more properly 
speaking, he choo.ses to h*t liis presence be known by an 
impropriety, when it would have been much better to allow 
his value to be ])erceived by the perfection of the execution. 
1 know tliat this is the fault of the French, but I did not give 
the Italians credit for it, and yet the public seems accustomed 
to it. This is not the first time that that wliich spoils enjoy- 
ment, has been supposed to belong directly to it. 


Octoher 3. 

Yesterday evening I went to the Opera at the S. Moses (for 
the theatres take their name from the church to which they 
lie nearest) ; nothing very delightful ! In the plan, the music, 
and the singers, that energy was ^'anting, which alone can 
elevate opera to the highest point. One could not say of any 
part that it was bad, but the two female actresses alone took 
pains, not so much to act well, but to set themselves off and 
to please. That is something, after all. These two actresses 
have beautiful figures, and good voices, and are nice, lively, 
compact, little bodies. Among the men, on the other hand, 
there is no trace of national power, or even of pleasure, in 
working on the imaginations of their audience. Neither is 
there among them any voice of decided brilliancy. 

The ballet, which was wretchedly conceived, was con- 
demned as a whole, but some excellent dancers and danseusesy 
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tho latter of whom eonsidercd it their duty to make tlie spec- 
tators acquainted with all their personal charms, were heartily 
applauded. 


October 5. 

To-day, however, I saw another comedy, which u^ave me 
more pleasure. In the ducal palace I heard tin* public discus- 
sion of a la\v case. It was important, and, hiipj)ily for me, 
was brought forward in the holidays. Oiu* of the advocates 
had all the qualifications for an exap^j^erated bujfo. llis figure 
was short and fat, but supple; in protiU' his featun's m'oh' 
monstrously prominent, lie had a stentorian voice, and a 
velK'mence as if everythin'ij that he .said canu' in earnest from 
the very bottom of his heart. 1 call tliis a comedy, because, 
probably, everything" liad been already pre})ared wlum the 
public* exhibition took })lace. The judjijes knew what they 
had to say, and the parties what they had to expect. How- 
ever. this plan pleases me infinitc'ly more than our hobbling 
law affairs. I will endeavor to give some notion of the par- 
ticulars, and of the neat, natural, and unostentatious manner 
in which everything takes place. 

In a spacious hall of the ])alacc the judges were sitting on 
one side, in a half circle. Opposite to them, in a tribune whicli 
could hold several persons, wc're the advocates for both i)ar- 
tics ; and upon a bench immediately in front of them, tlie 
plantiff, and defendant in ])er.son. The? advoc-ate for the 
])laiutiff had descended from the tribune, since tlu're was 
to be no controversy at this day's sitting. All tho documents, 
on both sides, were to be read, although they were already 
printed. 

A lean clerk, in a black scanty gown, and with 
bundle in his hand, prepared to perform the offic6 
reader. The hall was completely crammed with persons who 
came to see and to hear. The point of law itself, and the 
persons whom it concerned, must have appeared highly im- 
portant to the Venetians. 

Trust-estates arc so decidedly secured in Venice, that a 
property once stamped with this character, pre8cr\'C8 it for 
ever, though it may have been divested ages ago by appro- 
priations or other circumstances,, and though it may have 
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passed tlirou^li ever so many hands. When the matter 
comes into dispute the descendants of the first family recover 
their ri^ht, and the property must be delivered up. 

On this occasion the discussion was highly important, for 
the action was brought against the doge himself, or rather 
against his wife, who v(‘iled by her zendal, or little hood, 
sat only at a little distance from the plaintiff. kSIic was a 
lady of a certain age, of noble stature, and with well-formed 
features, in which there was something of an earnest, not to 
say fndful character. The Venetians make it a great boast 
that the princess in her own palace, is obliged to appear 
before them and the tribunal. 

\Vhen the clerk began to read, I for the first time clearly 
discerned the business of a little man who sat on a low 
stool behind a small table opposite the judges, and near the 
advocates. More especially I learned the use of an hour-glass, 
which was placed before him. As long as the clerk reads, 
time is not heeded, but the advocate is only allowed a cer- 
tain time, if he spc'aks in the course of the reading. The 
clerk reads, and the hour-glass lies in a horizontal position, 
with the little man’s hand upon it. As soon as the advocate 
opens his mouth, the glass is raised, and sinks again, as soon 
as he is silent. It is the great duty of the advocate to 
make remarks on what is read, to introduce cui’sory observa- 
tions in order to excite and challenge attention. This puts 
the little Saturn in a state of the greatest perplexity. He 
is obliged every moment to change the horizontal and vertical 
position of the glass, and finds himself in the situation of the 
evil spirits in the puppet-show, who by the quickly varying 
“Berliche, Berloche” of the mischievous Hanswurst*, are 
puzzled whether they are to come or to go. 

Whoever has heard documents read over in a law-court, 
can imagine the reading on this occasion,— quick and mono- 
tonous, but plain and articulate enough. The ingenious advo- 
cate contrives to interrupt the tedium by jests, and the public 


An allusion to the comic scene, in the puppet-play of Faust, from 
which Goethe took the subject of his poem. One of the two magic words 
(Berliche, Berloche) summons the devils, the other drives them away, 
and the Hanswurst (or buffoon), in a mock-incantation scene, perplexes 
the fiends, by uttering one word after the other, as rapidly as possible. 

Trans. 



302 


LETTERS I’ROM ITALY. 


shows its delight in his jokes by immoderate laughter. I mn? 
mention one, the most striking of those I could understand 
The reader was just reciting the document, by which, one, win 
was considered to have been illegally ])ossessed of it, had dis 
posed of the property in question. Tlie advocate bade bin 
read more slowly, and when he plainly uttered the words: “ 
give and bequeath,'’ the orator flew violently at tlu‘ chak am 
cried: “What will you give." What Avill you bequeath 
you poor sta.rv(’(l-out devil, nothing in the world belongs U 
you? '' “However,” — he continued, as he seemed to collect 
himself — “the illustrious owner was in the same predica- 
ment. He wished to give, lie wished to bequeath that which 
belong('d to him no more than to you.” A burst of inextin- 
guishable laughter followed this sally, but the houi'-glass at 
once resumed its horizontal position. The reader went 
mundjling on, and made a saucy face at the ad^’ocate ; but 
all these jokes are prepared beforeluiud. 


Or/. 4 . 

I was yesterday at the play, in the theatre of S. Luke, 
and Mas highly pleased. I saw a piece acted extempore in 
masks, with a great deal of nature, energy, and vigour. The 
actors arc not, indeed, all ecpial; the pantaloon is excellent, 
and one of the actresses, who is stout and well-buUt, speaks 
admiralily, and deports herself cleverly, though she is no 
extraordinary actress. The subject of the piece is extra- 
vagant, and resembled that which is treated by us under the 
name of Dvr Verschlay (the partition). With inexhaustible 
variety it amused us for more than three hours. But even 
here tin; pi'ople is the base upon which everything rests, the 
spectators are themselves actors, and the multitude is melted 
into one whole with the stage. All day long the buyer and 
the seller, the beggar, the sailor, the female gossip, the advo- 
cate and his opponent, arc living and acting in the square 
and on the bench, in the gondolas and in the palaces, and make 
it tlu'ir business to talk and to asseverate, to cry and to offer 
for sale, to sing and to play, to curse and to brawl. In the 
evening they go into the theatre, and see and hear the life of 
the day artificially put together, prettily set off, interwoven 
with a story, removed from reality by the masks, and brought 
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near to it by manners. In all this they take a childish delight 
and again shout and clap, and make a noise. From day to 
night,— nay, from midnight to midnight, it is always the 
same. 

I have not often seen more natural acting than that by those 
masks. It is such acting as can only bo sustained by a 
remarkably happy talent and long practice. 

While I am writing this, they are making a tremendous 
noise on the canal under my window, though it is past mid- 
night. Whether for good or for evil, they are always doing 
something. 


October 4. 

I have now heard public orators; vi/., three fellows in the 
square and on the stone-bench, each telling tales after his 
fashion, two advocates, two preachers, and the actors, among 
whom I must especially commend the })antaloon. All these 
have something in common, both because they belong to one 
and the same nation, which, as it always lives in public, 
always adopts an impassioned manner of speaking, and 
because tliey imitate each other. There is besides a marked 
language of gesticulations, with which they accompany the 
cx])ressions of their intentions, views, and feelings. 

This day was the festival of S. Francis, and I was in his 
church Allc Vigne. The loud voice of the capuchin was 
accompanied by the cries of the salesmen in front of the 
church, as by an antiphone. I stood at the church-door 
between the two, and the effect Avas singular enough. 


Oct. 5. 

This morning I was in the arsenal, which I found interest- 
ing enough, though I know nothing of maritime affafrs, and 
visited the lower school there. It has an a])pcarancc like 
that of an old family, which still bustles about, {dthoiigh its 
best time of blossom and fruit has passed. By paying attt'n- 
tioii to the handicraftsmen, I have seen much that is remark- 
able, and have been on board an eighty-four gun ship, the 
hull of which is just completed. 

Six months ago a thing of the sort was burned down to the 
water’s edge, off' the Kiva dei Schiavoni. The powder-room was 
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not very full, and ^vhen it blew up, it did no great damage. 
The windows of the neighbouring houses were destroyed. 

1 have seen worked the finest oak from Istria, and have 
made my observations in return upon this valuable tree. 
That knowledge of the natural things used by man as 
materials, and employed for his wants, Avhich 1 have acquired 
with so much difficulty, has been incalculably serviceable in 
explaining to me the jnoceedings of artists and artisans. The 
knowledge of moiuitains and of the stone taken out of them 
has been to me a great advance in art. 


Oct. 5. 

To gi \'0 a notion of the Bucentaur in one word, I should 
sa}' that it is a state-galley. The older one, of which we still 
have drawings, justified this appellation still more than the 
j)rescut one, which, by its splendour makes us forget its 
original. 

1 am always returning to my old opinions. 'When a genuine 
subject is given to an artist, his productions will be something 
genuine also. Here the artist was commissioned to form a 
galley, worthy to cany the heads of the Republic, on the 
highest festivals in honour of its ancient rule on the sea; and 
the problem has been admirably solved. The vessel is all 
ornament; we ought to say, it is overladen with ornament; it 
is altogether one piece of gilt carving, for no other use, but 
that of a pageant to exhibit to the people its leaders in right 
noble style. We know well enough that a people, who 
likes to deck out its boats, is no less pleased to see their 
rulers bravely adorned. This state-galley is a good index to 
show what the Venetians were, and what they considered 
themselves. 


Oct. 5. Night. 

I came home laughing from a tragedy, and must at once 
make the jest secure upon paper. The piece was not bad, the 
author had brought together all the tragic matadors., and the 
actors played well. Most of the situations were well known, 
but some were new and highly felicitous. There arc two 
fathers, who hate each other, sons and daughters of those 
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severed fomilies, who respectively arc passionately in love 
with each other, and one couple is even privately married. 
Wild and cruel work goes on, and at last nothing remains 
to render the young people happy, but to make the two fathers 
kill each other, upon which the curtain fallss amid the liveliest 
applause. Now the applause becomes more vehement, now 
“ fuora” was called out, and this lasted until the two principal 
couples vouchsafed to crawl forward from behind the curtain, 
niiikc their bow, and retire at the opposite side. 

Tlic public was not yet satisfied, but went on clapping 
and crying: “i morti!” till the two dead men also come 
forwiird and made their bow, when some voices cried “ bravi i 
morti!” The applause detained them for a long time, till at 
last they were allowed to depart. The eftbet is infinitely 
more droll to the eyc-and-car-witness, who, like me, has ring- 
ing in his cars the “bravo! bravi!” which the Italians have 
incessantly in their mouths, and then suddenly hears the dead 
also called forward with this word of honour. 

We of the north can say “ good night” at any hour, when 
wo take leave after dark, but the Italian says: “Fclicissima 
notte ” only once, and that is when the candles arc brought 
into a room. Day and. night arc thus divided, and something 
quite different is meant. So impossible is it to translate the 
idioms of any language! From the highest to the lowest 
W'ord all has reference to the peculiarities of the natives, in 
character, opinions, or circumstances. 


Oct. 6. 

The tragedy yesterday taught me a great deal. In the first 
place, I have heard how the Italians treat and declaim their 
Eleven-syllable iambics, and in the next place, I have under- 
stood the tact of Gozzi in combining masks with his tragic 
personages. This is the proper sort of play for this people, 
which likes to be moved in a rough fashion. It has no ten- 
der, heart-felt sympathy for the unfortunate personage, but is 
only pleased when the hero speaks well. The Italians attach 
a great deal of importance to the speaking, and then they 
like to laugh, or to hear something silly. 

Their interest in the drama is like that in a real event. 
When the tyrant gave his son a sword and required him to 

voL. a. X 



306 


lETTEES FROM ITALY. 


kill his own wife, who w'as standinj^ opposite, the people 
bepjan loudly to express their disapprobation of this demand, 
and there was a great risk that the piece would have been 
interrupted. They insisted that the old man should take his 
sword back,in which case all the subsequent situations in the 
drama would have been completely spoiled. At last, the dis- 
tressed son plucked up courage, advanced to the proscenium, 
and humbly entreated that the audience would have patience for 
a moment, assuring them that all w^ould timi out to their 
entire satisfaction. But even judging from an artistical point 
of view, this situation w^as, under the circumstances, silly and 
unnatural, and I commended the people for their feeling, 

1 can now better understand the long speeches and the 
frequent dissertations, pro and con, in the Greek tragedy. 
The Athenians liked still more to hear speaking, and were still 
better judges of it, than the Italians. They learned something 
from the courts of law, where they spent the whole day. 

Oct. 6. 

In those works of Palladio, W'hich are completed, I have 
found much to blame, together with much that is highly 
valuable. While I was tliinking it over in my mind how for 
I was right or WTong in setting my judgment in opposition to 
that of so extraorebnary a man, I felt as if he stood by and 
said, “1 did so and so against my will, but, nevertheless, I did 
it, because in this manner alone was it possible for me, under 
the given circumstances, to approximate to my highest idea.” 

The more I think the matter over, it seems to me, that Pal- 
ladio, ^vhile contemphiting the height and width of an already 
existing church, or of an old house to which he wns to attach 
facades, only considered: “How will you give the greatest 
form to these dimensions? Some part of the detail must 
from the necessity of the case, be put out of its place or 
spoiled, and something unseemly is sure to arise here and 
there. Be that as it may, the whole will have a grand style, 
and you will be pleased with your work.” 

And thus he carried out the great image which he had 
within his soul, just to the point where it was not quite suit- 
able, and where he was obliged in the detail to mutilate or to 
overcrowd it. 
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On the other hand, the wing of the Carith cannot be too 
highly prized, for hero the artist's hands were free, and he 
could follow the bent of his own mind without constraint. If 
the convent were finished there woidd, perhaps, be no work 
of architecture more perfect throughout the present world. 

How ho thought and how lie worked becomes more and 
more clear to me, the more I read his works, and reflect how he 
triuitcd the ancients; for lie says few words, but they are 
all important. The fourth book, wliich illustrates the antique 
temples, is a good introduction to a judicious examination of 
ancient remains. 


Oct. 6. 

Yesterday evening I saw the Electm of Crcbillon — that is 
to say, a translation — at the theatre S. Crisostomo. I cannot 
say, how absurd the piece appeared to me, and how terribly 
it tired me out. 

The actors are generally good, and know how to put off the 
public with single passages. 

Orestes alone has three narratives, poetically sot off, in one 
scene. Electra, a pretty little woman of the middle size and 
stature, with almost French vivacity, and with a good deport- 
ment, delivered the verses beautifully, only she acted the part 
madly from beginning to end, which, alas ! it requires. How- 
ever, I have again learned something. The Italian lambic, 
which is invariably of eleven syllables, is very inconvenient for 
declamation, because the last syllabic is always short, and 
causes an elevation of the voice against the will of the 
Reclaimer. 


Oct, 6. 

Tliis morning I was present at high mass, ‘which annually 
on this day the Doge must attend, in the church of St. Justina, 
to commemorate an old victory over the Turks. When the 
gilded barks, which cany the princes and a portion of the 
iiobiHty approach the little square, when the boatmen, in 
their rare liveries, arc plying their red- painted oars, when on 
the shore the clergy and the religious fraternities are standing, 
pushing, moving about, and waiting with their lighted torches 
fixed upon poles and portable silver chandeliers; then, when the 
X 2 
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gangways covered with carpet are placed from the vessels to t 
shore, and first the full violet dresses of the Savii, next t 
ample red robes of the Senators are unfolded upon the pa^ 
inent, and lastly when the old Doge adorned with his gold 
Plirygian cap, in his long golden talar and his ernii 
cloak, steps out of the vessel — when all this, I say, takes pla 
ill a little square before the portal of a church, one feels as 
one were looking at an old worked tapestry, exeeialingly w( 
designed and coloured. To me, northern fugitive as I am, ti; 
ceremony gave a great deal of pleasure. With us, who para( 
nothing but short coats in our processions of pomp, and wl 
conceive nothing greater than one performed with shouhlen 
arms, such an affair might be out of ])lac('. Put these train 
these peaceful celebrations are all in keejiing here. 

The Doge is a well-grown and well-shaped man, ulr 
perhaps, suffers from ill liealth, but, nevertheless, for dignity 
sake, bears himself upright under his heavy robe. In othc 
respects he looks like the grandpapa of the whole race, an 
is kind and affable. His dress is very becoming, the littl 
cap, which he wears under the large one, does not offend tli 
eye, resting as it does upon the whitc.st and finest hair in tla 
world. 

About fifty noUU^ with long dark-red trains, were witl 
him. For the most part they were handsome men, and then 
was not a single uncouth figure among them. Several of then 
were tall with large heads, so that the white curly wigs wer( 
very becoming to them. Their features are prominent ; tin 
flesh of their faces is soft and white, without looking flabbj 
and disagreeable. On the contrary, there is an appearance o 
talent without exertion, repose, self-confidence, easiness o 
existence, and a cesrtain joyousness pervades the whole. 

When all had taken their places in the church, and masi 
began, the fraternities entered by the chief door, and wen 
out at the side door to the right, after they had received hob 
water in couples, and made their obeisance to the high altar 
to the Doge, and the nobility. 


Oct. 6. 

This evening I bespoke the celebrated son^ of the mariners 
who chaimt Tasso and Ariosto to melodies of their own. Thu 



VENICE. 


309 


must actually be ordered, as it is not to be heard as a thing, of 
course, but rather belongs to the half forgotten traditions of 
former times. I entered a gondola by moon-light, with one 
singer before and the other behind me. They sing their song^ 
taking up the verses alternately. The melody, which we 
know through Rousseau, is of a middle kind, between choral 
and recitiitivc, maintaining throughout the same cadence, with 
out any fixed time. The modulation is also uniform, only 
varying with a sort of declamation both tone and measure, 
according to the subject of the verse. Rut the spirit — the life 
of it, is as follows: — 

Without inquiring into the construction of the melody, 
suffice it to say that it is adinhably suited to that easy class 
of people, who, always humming something or other to them- 
selves, adapt such tunes to any little poem they know by 
heart. 

Sitting on the shore of an island, on the bank of a canal, or 
on the side of a boat, a gondolier will sing away with a loud 
penetrating voice — the multitude admire force above every- 
thing — aiLxious only to be heard as far as possible. Over the 
silent mirror it travels far. Another in the distance, w'ho is 
acejuainted with the melody and knows the words, takes it up 
and answers with the next verse, and then the first replies, 
so that the one is as it were the echo of the other. The song 
continues through whole nights and is kept up without latigue. 
The further the singers are from each other, the more touch- 
ing sounds the strain. The best place for the listener is 
halfway between the two. 

In order to let me hear it, they landed on the bank of the 
Guidccca, and took up different positions by the canal. I 
walked backwards and forwards between them, so as to leave 
the one whose turn it was to sing, and to join the one who 
had just left off*. Then it was that the effect of the strain 
first opened tipon me. As a voice from the distance it 
sounds in the highest degree strange — as a lament w'ithoiit 
sadness: it has an incredible effect and is moving even to 
tears. I ascribed this to my own state of mind, but my old 
boatsraan said: “ e singolare, como quel canto intcnerisce, e 
molto piu quando e pin ben cantato.” He wished that I 
could hear the women of the Lido, cspecitilly those of Mala- 
mocco, and Pelestrina. These also, he told me, chauiited Tasso 
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and Ariosto to the same or similar melodies. He went on : 
“in the evening, while their husbands are on the sea fishing, 
they arc accustomed to sit on the beach, and with shrill-pene- 
trating voice to make these strains resound, until they catch 
from the distance the voices of their partners, and in this 
way they keep up a communication with them.*’ Is not that 
beautiful? and yet, it is very possible that one who heard 
them close by, would take little pleasure in such tones which 
have to vie with the wave's of the sea. Human, however, and 
true becomes the song in this M'ay: thus is life given to the 
melody, on whoso dead ('lemonts we should otherwise' liavo 
bee'll sadly puzzled. It is the song of one solitary, singing iit 
a distance, in the hope that another of kindred feelings and 
sentiments may hear and answer. 


J'cnice, Get. 8, 1786. 

I paid a visit to the palace Pisani Moretta, for the sake of 
a charming picture by Pmd Veronese. The females of the 
family of Darius arc represented kneeling before Alexander 
and Hephmstion ; his mmher, who is in the foregi’ound, mis- 
takes Heplijestion for the king ; — turning a>vay from her he 
points to Alexander, A strange story is told about this 
painting; the artist had lieen well received and for a long 
time honorably entertained in the palace; in return he 
seori'tly painted the ])icture and left it behind him as a 
present, rolled up under his bed. Certainly it well deserves 
to have had a singular origin, for it gives an idea of all the 
peculiar merits of this master. The gi’cat art with which he 
manages by a skilful distribution of light and shade, and 
by an ccpially clever contrast of the local colors, to pro- 
duce a most delightful harmony without throwing any same- 
ness of tone over the whole ])icture, is here most strikingly 
visible. For the picture is in excellent preservation, and 
stands before us almost with the freshness of yesterday, — 
Indeed, whenever a painting of this order has suffered from 
neglect, our enjoyment of it is marred on the spot, even 
before we are conscious what the cause may be. 

AVhoever feels disposed to quarrel with the artist on the 
score of costume has only to say he ought to have painted a 
scene of the sixteenth century ; and the matter is at an end. 
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The gradation in the expression from the motho’' through the 
wife to the daughters, is in the highest degree true and 
happy. The youngest princess, who kneels behind all the 
rest, is a beautiful girl, and has a very pretty, but somewhat 
independent and haughty countenance. Her position does 
not at all seem to please her. 


Octoler 8, 1786. 

j\Iy old gift of seoiug the world with the eyes of that artist, 
whose pictures have most reoeiitly made an impression on me, 
has occasioned me some peculiar retiections. It is evident 
that the eye forms itself by the objects, which, from youtli up, 
it is accustomed to look upon, and so the Venetian artist 
must see ail things in a clearer and brighter light than other 
men. We, whose eye wlicn out of doors, falls oii a dingy 
soil, which, when not muddy, is dusty, — and which, always 
colourless, gives a sombre hue to the' reflected rays, or at home 
spend our lives in close, narrow rooms, can never attain to 
such a cheerful view of nature. 

As I floated down the liigunes in the full sunshine, and 
observed how tlie figures of the gondoliers in their motley 
costume, and a.s they rowed, lightly moving above the sides of 
the gondola, stood out from the briglit green surface and against 
the blue sky, I caught the best and freshest tyj)e possible of 
the Vmudian school. The', sunshiiuj brought out the local 
colours with dazzling brilliancy, and the shades even were so 
luminous, that, comjiarativcly, they in their turn might serve 
as liglits. And the same may be said of the reflection from 
the sea-gi’oen water. All was painted “chiaro nell chiaro,” 
so that foamy waves and lightning flashes were lU'cessary to 
give it a grand finish {u7n die Tupfehen aiif sie zu setzen). 

Titian and Paul liavc this brilliancy in the highest degree, 
and whenever we do not find it in any of theii- works' the 
piece is either damaged or has been touclied up. 

Ihe cupola and vaulting of St. Mark’s, with its side-walls, 
arc covered with paintings — a mass of richly colored figures 
on a golden ground ; all in mosaic work : some of them very 
good, others but poor, according to the masters who fui’iiished 
the cartoons. 

Circumstances here have strangely impressed on my mind 
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how everything depends on the first invention, and that this 
constitutes the right standard — the tnie genius — since with 
little square-pieces of glass (and here not in the soberest 
manner), it is possible to imitate the good as well as the bad. 
The art which furnished to the ancients their pavements, and 
to the Christians the vaulted cielings of tlieir churches, fritters 
itself away in our days on snuff-box lids and bracelets-clasps. 
The present times arc worse even than one thinks. 


Venice, Octoher 8, 1780. 

In the Farsetti palace there is a valuable collection of easts 
from the best antiques. I [>ass over all such as I had seen 
before at Mannheim or elsewiiere, and mention only new 
acquaintances. A Cleo})atra in intense repose, with the asj) 
coiled round her arm, and sinking into the sleep of death ; — 
a Niobe shrouding with her robe lier youngest daughter from 
the arrows of Apollo; — some gladiators; — a winged geniu.s, 
resting in his flight; — some philo.sophcrs, both in sitting and 
standing postures. 

They are works from which, for thousands of years to come, 
the world may receive delight and instruction, without ever 
being able to equal with their thanks the merits of the artists. 

Many speaking busts transported me to tlie old glorious 
times. Only I felt, alas, how backward I am in these studies ; 
however, I will go on with tliem — at least I know the way. 
Palladio has opened the road for me to this and every other 
art and life. Tlnit sounds probably .somewhat stninge, and 
yet not so pjiradoxical as when Jacob Bdhme says that, by 
seeing a pewter ])latter by a ray from Jupiter, he was en- 
lightened as to the whole universe. There is also in this 
collection a fragment of the entublatm’C of the temi)le of An- 
toninus and Faustina in Home. 

The bold front of this noble piece of architecture reminded 
me of the eapitol of the Pantheon at Mannheim. It is, indeed, 
something very different from our queer saints, piled up one 
above the other on little consoles after the gothic style of 
decoration, — something different from our tobaceo-piptvliko 
shafts, — our little steeple-crowmed towers, and foliated ter- 
minals, — from all taste for these — I am now, thank God, set 
free for ever ! 
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I will further mention a few works of statuary, which, as I 
passed along these last few days, I have observed with asto- 
nishment and instruction : before the gate of the ai’senal two 
huge lions of white marble, — the one is half recumbent, rais- 
ing himself up on his fore-feet, — ^the other is lying down : 
noble emblems of the variety of life. They are of such huge 
proportions, that all around appears little, and man himself 
would become as nought, did not sublime objects elevate him. 
They arc of the best times of Greece, and were brought hero 
from the Piraeus in the better days of the Republic. 

From Athens, too, in all probability, came two bas-reliefs 
which have been introduced in the church of St. Justina, the 
coiKjuercss of the Turks. Unfortunately they are in some 
degree hidden by the church seats. 'JTie sacristan called my 
attention to them on account of the tradition that Titian 
modelled from them the beautiful angel in his picture of the 
martyrdom of St. Peter. The relievos represent genii who 
are decking themselves out with the attributes of the gods, — 
so beautiful in truth, as to transcend all idea or conception. 

Next I contemplated with quite peculiar feelings the naked 
eolossal statue of Marcus Agripj)a, in the com*t of a palace ; a 
dolphin which is twisting itself by his side, points out the 
naval hero. How does such a heroic representation make 
the mere man equal to the gods! 

■ I took a close view of the horses of S. Mark’s. Looking 
up at them from below, it is easy to see that they are spotted : 
in places they exhibit a beautiful yellow-metallic lustre, in 
others a coppery green has run over them. Viewing them 
more closely, one sees distinctly that once they were gilt all 
over, and long streaks are still to be seen over them, as the bar- 
barians did not attempt to file off the gold, but tried to cut it 
off. That, too, is well : thus the shape at least has been pre- 
served. 

A glorious team of horses, — I should like to hear the opinion 
of a good judge of horse-flesh. What seemed strange to me 
was, that closely viewed, they appear heavy, while from the 
piazza below they look as light as deer. 
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Odoher 8, 1786. 

Yesterday I sot out early with my tutelary genius tor tlici 
“ Lido," the toua;ue of land which shuts in the lapines, and 
divides them from tlio sea, A\'e landed and walkt'd straight 
across the isthmus. I heard a loud hollow murmur, — it was 
the sea! I soon saw it; it crested liigh against the shore, 
as it retired,— it was about noon, and time of ebb. I liave 
then at last seen the sea with my own eyes, and followed it 
on its benutifal bed, just as it quittc'd it, I wislual the 
children had been there to gatlier the shells; ehild-like I 
myself picked up plenty of them; however, I attempted to 
make tliem useful ; I tried to dry in them somt' of the Hiiid 
of the cuttle fish, which liere dart away from you in shoals. 

On the “•Lido," not far from the sea, is the burial jilace of 
Englishmen, and a little further on, of the Jews: both alike 
are refused the privilege of resting in consecrated ground. I 
found lu're the tomb of ismith, the noble English consul, and 
of his first wife. It is to him that I owe my first copy of 
Palladio; I thanked him for it lien^ in liis unconsecrated 
grave. And not only unconsecrated, but half buried is the 
tomb. The “Lido" is at best but a sand-bank [dauue): The 
sand is carried from it backwards and forwards by the wind, 
and thrown up in heaps is encroaching on every side. In a 
shoi't time the monument, which is tolerably high, will no 
longer be visible. 

But the sea — it is a grand sl(jht ! I will try and get a sail 
upon it some day in a fishing-boat: the gondolas never venture 
out so far. 


■Od. 8, 1786. 

On the sea-coast I found also several plants, whose charac- 
ters similar to others I already knew, enabled me to recognize 
pretty well tlieii’ properties. They are all alike, fat and 
strong — full of sap and clammy, — and it is evidemt that the 
old salt of the sandy soil, but still more the saline atmosphere 
gives them these pro})erties. Like aquatic plants they abounc 
ill sap, and are fleshy and tough, like mountainous ones ; thos< 
whose leaves shew a tendency to put forth prickles, after tin 
manner of thistles, liavc them extremely sharp and strong 
I found a bush with leaves of this kind. It looked very muc] 
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like our harmless coltsfoot, only here it is armed with sharp 
weapons, — the loaves like leather, as also arc the seed-vessels, 
and the stalk very thick and succulent. I bring- with me 
seeds and specimens of the leaves. {Enjngium maritimmn.) 

The fish-market, with its numberless marine productions, 
afforded mo much amusement. I often go there to contem- 
plate the poor captive inhabitants of the sea. 


Venice^ Oct. 9, 1786. 

A delicious day from morning to night! I have been 
towards (lluozza, as far as Pelestrina, where arc the great 
structuri's, called u^hirazzi, Avhich the Republic has caused to 
be raised against the sea. They arc of liewn stone, and pro- 
perly are intended to protect from the fury of the wild ele- 
ment the tongue of land called the Lido, which separates the 
lagoons from the sea. 

The lagimcs are the work of old nature. First of all, the land 
and tide, the ebb and flow, working against one another, and 
tlicn the gradual sinking of the primal w\aters, were, together, 
the causes why, at tlie upper end of tlu^ Adriatic, we find a 
■pretty extensive range of marshes, which, covered by the 
flood- tide, are partly left bare by the ebb. Art took pos- 
session of the highest spots, and tluis arose Venice, formed 
out of a groupe of a hundred isles, and surrounded by 
hundreds more. Moreover, at an incredible expense of 
money and labour, deep canals have been dug tlirough the 
marshes, in order that at the time of high water, ships of war 
might pass to the chief points. What human industry and 
wit contrived and executed of old, skill and industry must 
now keep up. The Lido, a long narrow strip of land, sepa- 
rates the laguncs from the sea, which can enter only at two 
points — at the castle and at the opposite end near Chiozza. 
The tide flows in usually twice a-djiy, and with the ebb 
again carries out the w'atcrs twice, and always by the same 
channel and in the same direction. The flood covers the 
lower parts of the morass, but leaves the higher, if not dry, 
yet visible. 

The case would be quite altered were the sea to make new 
ways for itself, to attack the tongue of land and flow in and 
out wherever it chose. Not to mention that the little villages 
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on the Lido, Pelcstrina, viz., S. Peter’s and others would bo 
overwhelmed, the canals of communication would he choked 
up, and while the water involved all in ruin, the Lido M ould 
be changed into an island, and the islands which now lie 
behind it be converted into necks and tongues of land. To 
guard against this it was necessary to protect the Lido as far 
as possible, lest the furious element should capriciously attack 
and overthrow what man had already taken possession of, and 
with a certain end and purpose given shape and use to. 

In extraordinary cases when the sea rises above measure, it is 
especially necessary to prevent it entering at more than two 
points. Accordingly the rest of the sluice-gates being sliut, 
with all its violence it is unable to enter, and in a few hours 
submits to the law of the ebb, and its fury lessens. 

Otherwise Venice has nothing to fear; the extreme slow- 
ness with which the sea-line retires, assures to her thousands 
of years yet, and by prudently deepening the canals from time 
to lime, they will easily maintain their possessions against the 
inroads of the water. 

I could only wish that they kept their streets a little 
cleaner : — a duty which is as necessary as it is easy of per- 
formance, and which in fact becomes of great consequence in 
the course of centuries. 1^1 ven now in the principal thorough- 
feres it is forbidden to throw anything into the canals : the 
sweepings even of the streets may not be cast into them. No 
measures, however, are tiiken to prevent the rain, which here 
fells in sudden and violent torrents, from carrying off the dirt 
which is collected in piles at the corner of every street, and 
washing it into the lagunes — nay, what is still worse, into the 
gutters for can-ying off the water, which consequently are often 
so completely stopped up, that the principal squar(>s are in 
danger of being under water. Even in the smaller piazza of 
S. Mark’s, I have seen the gullies which are well laid down 
there, as well as in the greater square, choked up and full of 
water. 

When a rainy day comes, the filth is intolerable ; every 
one is cursing and scolding. In ascending and descending 
the bridges one soils one’s mantle and great coat ( Taharro)^ 
wfeich is here worn all the year long, and as one goes along 
in shoes and silk stockings, one gets splashed, and then scolds, 
for it is not common mud, but mud that adheres and 
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stains that one is here splashed with. The weather soon 
becomes fine again, and then no one thinks of cleaning the 
streets. How true is the saying: the public is ever complain- 
ing thiit is ill served, and never knows how to set about 
^^iBtting better served. Here if the sovereign-people wished 
it, it might be done forthwith. 


Venice, Oct. 9, 1786. 

Yesterday evening I ascended the tower of S. Mark’s: as 
I had lately seen from its top the laguncs in their glory at 
flood time, I wished also to sec them at low water ; for in 
order to have a correct idea of the place, it is necessary to 
take ill both views. It looks rather strange to see land all 
around one, where a little before the eye fell upon a mirror of 
waters. The islands are no longer islands — merely higher and 
house-crowned spots in one large morass of a gray-greenish 
colour, and intersected by beautiful canals. The marshy parts 
are overgrown with aquatic plants, a circumstance which must 
tend in time to raise their level, although the ebb and flow are 
continually shaking and tossing them and leave no rest to 
the vegetation. 

I now turn with my narrative once more to the sea. — I there 
saw yesterday the haunts of the sea-snails, the limpets, and 
the crab, and was highly delighted with the sight. What 
a precious glorious object is a living thing! — how wonder- 
fidly adapted to its state of existence, how true, how real 
{seyend). What great advantages do I not derive now from 
my former studies of nature, and how delighted am I with the 
opportunity of continuing them! But as the present is a 
matter that admits of being communicated to my friends, I 
will not seek to excite their sympathy merely by exclamations. 

The stone-works which have been built against the inroads 
of the sea consist first of all of several steep steps; then 
comes a slightly inclined plane, then again they rise a step, 
which is once more succeeded by a gently ascending surface, 
and last of all comes a perpendicular wall with an overhanging 
coping — over these steps — over these planes the raging sea 
rises until in extraordinary cases it even dashes over the high- 
est wall with its projecting head. 

The sea is followed by its inhabitants ; — ^little periwinkles 
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to cfit, monnvalvc' limpets, and whatever else has the 
power of moti(ai, es])eoially by the })ungar'Cral)s. but 
seai'eely have tlu'sc* little creatures taken possession of the 
smooth walls, vn) the sea retires again, swelling and crest- 
ing as it came. At first tlio crowd knows not where they are, 
and keep ho])ing that the briny flood will soon return to them 
— hut it still kec])s away; the sun comes out and (piickly 
dri(‘s thi'in nj), and now begins the ndreat. It is on these 
(KK'asions that the piingars seek their prey. Nothing more 
womh'rful or comical can be seen than the niameuvres of 
tlu'se littli' cri'aturcs, with their round bodies and two long claws 
(for the oth(T spider-feet arc scarcely worth noticing). On 
1hes(' stilted foie-h'gs, as it were, they stride along uaitching 
tlu' limpi'ts, and as soon as one moves itself under its shell on 
th(' rock, a pungar conu's up and inserting the point of his 
claw in the tiny interstice between the shell and the rock 
turns it ov('r, and so manages to swidlow the oyster. The 
limpets, on the other hand, jirocced cautiously on their way, 
and by suction fasten themselves firmly to the rocky surface 
as soon as tlu'y an^ aware of the proximity of tluhr foe. In 
such cases the jmngar dejiorts himself amusingly enough; 
round and round the pulj)y miimal who keeps himself safe 
heni'ath his roof will he go with singular politeness ; but not 
sucM'eeding with all his coaxing and being unable to overcome 
its powerfid muscle, he leaves in despair this intended victim, 
and hastens after another who may be wandering less cau- 
tiously on his way. 

1 never saw a crab succeed in hi.s designs, altho\igh I liavc 
watclu'd for hours the retreat of the little troop as they 
crawled down the two planes and the intermediate steps. 


Venice, Oct. 10, 178G. 

At last I am able to say that I have seen a comedy; Yes- 
terday at the tlu'atre of St, Luke, was performed “ Le Baruffe^ 
Chiazotte,'' which I should interpret the Frays and Feuds of 
Chiozza. The “ dramatis pem/nrt?,” are principally seafaring 
])eople, inhabitants of (.’hiozza, wdth their wives, sisters, and 
daughters. I'he usual noisy demonstrations of such sort of 
people in their good or ill luck — their dealings one with 
another, their vehemence, but goodness of heai*t, common-place 
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romai’ks and unallcctod manners, their naive wit and liuinour — 
all this was excellently imitated. The piece, mon'ovi'r, is 
Goldoni’s, and as I had been only tlie day before in the ])laco 
its(df‘. and as the tones and manners of the sailors and pc'ople 
of the sea-port still (‘choed in my ears and floated before my 
eyes, it delighted me very mucii, and although 1 did not 
understand sin<>;lo allusion, I was, nevertheless, on tlio 
wliole, aide to follow it ])retty well. 1 will now ^dve you the 
plan of the piece; — it opens with the females of (Jhio/.za sit- 
tin»', as usual, on the strand before their cabins, spinning, 
mending nets, sewing, or making hiec*; a youth passes by and 
notices one of them with a more friendly greeting than the 
rest. Immediately tlu' joking begins — and observa's no bounds ; 
becoming tarter and tarter, and growing ill-tempered it soon 
bursts out into reproacbes; abuse vies with abusi;; in the 
midst of all one dame more vehement than the rest, bounces 
out with the truth; and now an endless din of sc(d(ling, rail- 
ing, and screaming; there is no lack of more decidi'd outrage, 
and at last the ])eace-officers arc comi)clled to interfere. 

The second act opens with the (!ourt of Justice'. In the 
absence' of the JWrsta (w'ho as a noble could not lawfully be 
brought uj)on the stage) tin* ./c^/o/nV.v presuh's. ll(‘{n'ders 
the women to be brought before' him one by one. This givc's rise 
to an int('iesting scene. It ha])peus that this official personage 
is himself enamoun'd of the first of the coinbatjints who is 
brought before him. Gidy too happy to have an oi)porlunity 
of speaking with lu'r alone, instead of hearing what she has to 
say on the matter in (jm'stion, he makes her a declaration of 
love. In the midst of it a 8(.*cond woman, w’ho is herself in 
love with the actuary, in a fit of jealousy nishcs in, and with 
her the suspicious lover of the first damsel — who is followed 
by all the rest, and now the same demon of confusion riots 
in the court as a little before', had set at loggerheads the 
people of the harbour. In the third act the fun gets more 
and more boisterous, and the whole ends with a hasty and 
poor denouement. The happiest thought, however, of the 
Avholc piece, is a character who is thus drawm, — an old sailor 
who from the hardships he has been exposed to from his 
childhood, trembles and falters in all his limbs, and even in his 
very organs of speech, is brought on the scc*ne to s(>rve as a 
foil to this restless, screaming, and jabbering crew. Before 
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}io can utter a word, he lias to make a long preparation by a 
slow twit(*hing of Ins lips, and an assistant motion of his 
hands and arms ; at last he blurts out what his thouglits are on 
th(' matt(‘r in dispute. But ;is he can only manage to do tliis 
in v('ry short sentcmces, he accpiires thereby a sort of laeoTiic 
gravity, so that all he utters sounds like an adage or maxim; 
and in this way a happy contrast is afforded to the wild and 
passionate exclamations of the other personages. 

But ('ven as it was, I never witnessed anytmiig like' the 
noisy dc'light the people evinced at seeing theinselve's and 
their imites represented with such truth of nature. It ^^•as 
one continued laugh and tumultuous shout of exultation b'oni 
beginning to end. I must, however, confess that the piece was 
(’xtrenu'ly well acted by the players. According to the cast 
of their several parts, they had adopted among them the dif- 
fi'rent tones of voice which usually })revail among the inhabit- 
ants of the pliice. The first actress w.as the universal favorite, 
more so even than she had recently been in an heroic dress 
and a scene of passion. The female ])laycrs generally, but 
especially this one, in the most pleasing manner possible 
imitat('d the twang, the m.anners, and other peculiarities of 
tlu' pc'ople they represented. (Ireat praise is due to the 
author, who out of nothing has here created the most amusing 
divvrtim^emont. 1 lowever, he never could have done it with any 
other people than his own merry and lighthearted countrymen, 
'riu' farce is written throughout with a practised hand. 

Of Sacchi's company, for whom Gozzi wrote (but which 
hy-tlu'-by is now broken up), I saw SmemkUna, a short 
])luinp figmx', full of life, tact, and good humour. With her 
I saw HntjhcUa — a slight well-made man and an excellent 
actor, {'Specially in pantomime. These masks which we 
scarcely know except in the form of munimings, and which to 
our minds possess neither life nor meaning, succeed here only 
too well as the creation of the national taste. Here the most 
distinguished characters, persons of cvei’y age and condition, 
think nothing of dres,sing themselves out in the strangest 
costumes, and as for the greater part of the year they are 
accustomed to wander about in masks, they feel no surprise 
at seeing the black visors on the stage also. 
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Venice, October 11, 1780. 

Since solitude, in the midst of a great crowd of lium;iii 
beings, is after all not possible, I have taken up with an old 
bVenehman, who knows nothing of Italian, and suspects that 
lu' is cheated on all hands and taken advantage of, and who, 
witlt plenty of le1|ters of reconmiendation, ncverthek'ss, does 
not make his w’ay wuth tlie good pco])le here. A man of 
rank, and living in good style, but one whose mind cannot go 
beyond himself and his own immediate circle — hc‘ is perliaps 
full lil'ty, and lias at home a boy seven ytairs old, of whom ho 
is always anxious to get news. He is travelling through 
Italy for jileasmx', but rapidly — in order to be tible to say 
tliat ho has seen it, but is willing to h'jirn whatevc'r is pos- 
sible as he hurries along. I have shewn him some civilities, 
and have' given him information about many mattc'i-s. A\dnle 
1 was sjieaking to him about Venice, he asked im* how long 
I liad been here, and when ho heard that this was my tirst 
visit, and that I had only been here fourteen days, ho replied: 
“// parait (jue vons n'arez pas perdu voire temps.'' Tliis is the 
first “testimonium” of my good lichaviour that I can furnish 
you. 'J'his is the eighth day since he arrived lien’, and he 
leaves us to-morrow, ft was highly delicious to mo. to nu'ot 
in a strange land with such a n'gular Versailles'-man. 1 lo is 
now' about to (piit me! It caused me some surpiisi* to think 
that any one could ever travel in this tempiu* without a thought 
for anything bi'yond himself, and yet ho is in his way a 
polished, sensible, and w'ell conducted person. 


Venice, Oct. 12, 17 KG. 

Yesterday at S. Luke's a new piece w'as acted:— ///ny//- 
cismn in Italia (the I'higlish in Italy). As there are many 
Englishmen living in Italy, it is not unnatural that their ways 
and habits should excite notice, and I expected to learn from 
this piece what the Italians tho\ight of their rich and welcome 
visitors. But it was a total failure. There w'cre, of course, 
(as is always the case here,) .some clever scenes between buf- 
foons, but the rest w'as cast altogether in too gi'ave and heavy 
a mould, and yet not a trace of the English good sense; 
plenty of the ordinary Italian commonplaces of muraliU', and 
those, too, upon the very commonest of topics. 

VoL. II. Y 
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And it (lid not take : iiuka'd, it was on tlio very point 
bein;^ liissed ofi' tlie staj^e. The actors Iblt themselves out 
their (dement — not on the strand of Chiozza. As this wi 
the last ])i(H'(5 that I saw here, my enthusiasm for tlief 
national r(>))rescntatioiis did not seem likely to be increased I 
this pi(‘ee of folly. 

As 1 bav(' at last jjfone through my journal and enterc 
some o(!easional remarks from my tablets, my ])roc(.'c'dinf 
are now (mrolled and left to the sentence of my friends. Thci 
is, I am conscious, v(‘ry much in these leaves which 1 inijj;! 
(pialify, enlarjj^e ii})on, and improve. Let, howevau', win 
is written, stand as the memorial of first impressions, whicl 
if not always correct. Mill nevei-theless be ev('r dear an 
piaadous to me. Oil that I could but transmit to my frient 
a hn'ath merely of this lii»dit existence! \h'rily to tli 
Italian, “ultramontane is a very va^ue idea; and to m 
even — “beyond the Alps,” rises veuy obscurely before mymim 
althouji^li from out of tlieir mists friendly forms are Ixadvonin 
to me. It is the climate only that seduces nu' to prefer av hi] 
tlu'sc' liinds to those ; for birth and habit for^e stron*; fettcri 
Ib'iu', liow(‘ver, 1 could not live, nor indeed in any place m Iku 
1 had nothiiyi;' to occii])}' my mind; but at present novelty fui 
nislu's me here with endless occupation. Architecture rise! 
lik(' an ancii'ut spirit from the tombs, jind bids me study its laM 
just as people do the rules of a dead languaf>;e, not in order t 
practise or to take a living; joy in them, but only in order t 
en.ahli' myself in the (piiet depths of my own mind to do honor t 
her existence in byj^one a;>'es, and her for ever departed fz;hm’s 
As Palladio eveuy where refers one to Vitruvius, I have bouj^li 
an edition of the latter by (laliani; but this folio suffers i 
my portmanteau as much as my brain docs in the study of il 
Palladio by his M'ords and works, by his method and naj 
both of thinkinj; and of exccutinp^, has brought Vitruviu 
home to me and interpreted him far better than the Italia 
translator ever can. Vitruvius himsedf is no easy rejiding 
his book is obscurely xvritten, and requires a ('ritical stud) 
Notwithstanding 1 have read it through cursorily, and it ha 
left on my mind many a glorious impression. To express m; 
meaning better : I read it like a breviary: more out of devo 
tion, than for instniction. Ah-eady the days begin to dra\ 
in and allo’^v more time for reading and writing. 
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(lod 1)0 praised ! Y'hati'ver from my youth up appear(‘d to 
me of worth, is bei^iuiiiii" once inor(‘ to be d('ar to irt(\ How 
hap])y do I feel that I can m^aiu venture to approaeli the 
ancient authors. For now, I may dare tell it — and eonft'ss at 
once my disease and my folly. For many a lon^- year 1 could 
uotbc'ar to look at a Latin autlun-, or to cast my eye upon any- 
tliint^ that mi!i:ht serv(' to awaken in my mind the tliouL;hts 
of Italy. If by accich'ut I did so. I sulfcred the most horribh' 
tortures of mind. It was a fn'cpient joke of Ib'nU'Fs at 
mv ex])ense, that T had leariu'd all my J.atin from Sj)inoza, 
for he had noticed that this wiis the only Latin work 1 ever 
r('ad; but lie was not aware how carefully I was obli};'ed to 
keep mysi'lf from tlu' ancients — how ('veu these abstrusi' 
{generalities were but cursorily read by me, and even then not 
without pain. At last imitters cam<‘ to that pitch that even 
the perusal of AVieland's translation of the Satires made nu' 
utterly wridehed ; scarcely had 1 read two of them, befoi-e 1 
was compelled to lay the liook aside. 

Had I not made the resolve, which I am now carryin*; into 
ofti.'ct, 1 shoidd ha\-e been alto't<*thcr lost — to such a de<;Tce 
of intensity had tlu* desire thrown to see tliese obji'cts with 
mv owm eyc’s. Historical acipuiintance with thmn did me no 
good; — the things stood only a hand's-breadth away from 
me : but still they were si'parated from nu* by an iinjiene- 
trabk' wall. And, in fact, at the present moment, I somehow 
fc('l as if this Aven* imt tlu* first time that I had si'cn these 
things, but as if 1 Avere Jiaying a second visit to them. Al- 
though I haA’e bei'u but a short time in Venice', I have 
adapted myse'lf pretty avcII to tlie Avays of the })la(U‘, and li'cl 
confident that I shall carry aAvay with me, though a very 
incomplete, yet, nevertheless, clear and true idea of it. 


Venice^ Oct. 14, 178G- 
2 o'clock, morniiKj. 

In the last moments of my stay here : for I am to start 
almost immediately Avith the packet-boat for Ferrara. I (piit 
Venice Avithoiit reluctance; for to stay here longer with any 
satisfaction and profit to myself, I must take other steps 
wliich would cany’ me beyond my present plan, llesidcs 
everybody is now leading this city and making for the beau- 
Y 2 
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tiful wardens and scats on the Tcrra-Firma ; I, however, 
away well-loaded, and shall carry along with me its rich, ra; ' 
and unicpic image. 


FRO:\r FFURARA TO ROME. 

Oct. Ifi, iTSf). 

luirh/ and oji hoard the packet. 

My (ravelling companions, male and female alike', are all 
still last asleep in their berths. For my part I have passed 
tlu' two nights on deck, wrapped up in my cloak. It was 
only towards morning that 1 felt it at all cold.. I am now 
actually in latitude fe>rty-tive, and yet go on repeating my 
old song : 1 would gladly leave all to the inliabitjints of tlie 
land, if only, after tlu' fashion of Dido, 1 could enclose enough 
of tile heavens to surround our dwellings with. It would 
then !)(' (piite another state of existi'uce. 'fhe voyagi' in tliis 
glorious weather has been most delightful, the views and 
j)ros])ects simph' but agreeable. The Po, with its h'rtilizing 
stn'am. Hows here through wide ])lains; notliiiig, liowevcT, is 
to !)(' s('('n but its banks covered with trees or bushes ; — you 
catch no distiiut vii'w. On this river, as on the Adige, are 
silly w'atcr-works, which arc as rude and ill-constructed as 
those on the Saab 


Ferrara, Oct. 16, 1786. 

Jt ni(/ht. 

Although I only an*ived here early this morning (by 7 
o'clock, (iermau time), I am thinking of setting off again to- 
morrow morning, k'or the first time since I left home, a 
feeling of dissatisfaction has fallen ujion me in this great and 
beautiful, but flat and depopulated city. These streets, now 
so desolate, were, how(‘ver, once ke[)t in animation by a bril- 
liant court. Here dw('lt Ariosto discontented, and Tasso 
imhapiiy, and .so, we fiincy, wo gain edification by visiting 
such scenes. Ariosto’s monument contains much marble — 
ill arranged; for Tasso's prison, they shew you a wood-house 
or coalhou.se where, most a.ssuredly, he never was kept. 
Moreover, the people pretend to know searcely anything you 
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’.nn v :isk about. But at last for “somothin" to driuk” tlioy 
to roiiu'iuber. All this brinj^s to my miiul Lutlu'r's 
ink-spots, wliicli the housekecjXT fn'slit'us up I'roiu tiiiii' to 
lii.i!'. Most InivolkTS, howovi'r, arc little better than our 
'' Ilftndin't'kshurachm'''' or stolliuj; journeymen, and content 
thnnsclvcs witli such pal])able sipis. For my part 1 la'came 
ijuitc sulky, and took little interest even in a beautiful insti- 
tute' and academy, wliieh u cardinal, a native of Ferrara, 
founded and endowed; however, some ancient moiiimu'nts, 
in the Ducal Falace, si'rved to revive me a little; and I was 
put in jau'feet ^ood humor by a lu'autiful conception of a 
])aiiiter, John the Baptist before Ib'rod and Heredias. Tlie 
prophet, in his Avell-knowu dn'ss of the wildt'rness. is pointinj;^ 
indignantly at llerodias. Quite unmoved, slu^ looks at the 
prince, who is sitting; by her side, while the latter regards the 
pro])liet with a calm but cunniuf;; look; a white middh'-sized 
, greyhound stands before tlie kin^, while from beiu ath the 
robe of llerodias, a small It.dian one is peeping; — both 
;,dvin" tonj^ue at the propliet. To my mind, this is a most 
l\appy thought. 


Cvnlo, Oct. 17, 1783. 

In a better tem])er than yest(‘rday, I writ(‘ you to-day from 
Duereino's native city. It, however, is (piite a dillerent place: 
an hospitable well-built little town, of lu'arly oOOO inhabitants, 
flourishing, full of life, cleanly, and .situated in a well cul- 
ti\ated plain, which stretches farther than tlu; eye can reacli. 
According to my usual custom, I ascended the tower. A seji 
of j)oplars, between which, and near at hand, one caught 
glimpses of little country-hou.scs, each surrounded b\' its 
fields. A rich soil and a beautiful climate. It was an 
autumn evening, such as we seldom have to thank even sum- 
mer for. The sky, which had been veihul all day, has cleared 
u}). th(‘ clouds rolling off north and south towards the moun- 
tains, and I hope for a bright day to-morrow. 

Here I first saw the Ajiennines, which I am approaching. 
The winter in this region lasts only through December and 
January: April is rainy — for the rest of the year beautiful 
Mcathcr, according to the nature of the season. Incessant 
rain is unknown. September here, to tell )’ou the truth, was 
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finer :m(l wanner than Ant!:nsi witli yon. The Apennines in 
th(* south have ree('ive<l a warm ^n’etiii”- from me, for I 
havi' now had enonuh of the plain. To-morrow 1. sliall be 
writing' at the ibot of tliem. 

(luereino loved his native town : indei'd, the Italians almost 
universally eherish imd maintain this sort; of loeal patriotisju, 
and it is to this beautiful feeling' that Italy owe4S so many of 
its valuable inslitulions aiid its multitude of loeal sanctuaries. 
Umh'r th(' mana;remeut of this master, an aeadiany of ])ain1- 
infj; was formed hene lie Ic'ft behind him nuiny ])aintinns, 
which his towiismen are still very proud of, and which, 
imf ed, fully justiiy their ))ride. 

(iuerciiio is h('r(‘ a saciaal name, and tliat, too, in the 
jnoullis of children as well .as of tlii' old. 

Most chaianed w.as I with his pietuia', n'prcsiaitini; the 
risen L(trd, appearing;' to his mother. Km'cliu'a’ bcTor(‘ Him, 
she looks upon Jliuiwith indescribable ailcetion. Ih'r left 
liaiid is touchim;' Jlis body just imdi'r tlu' aeciirsial wound 
which mars the whole pietuia'. His hand lies upon lierneck; 
and in order the l)etti'r to ea/.e Uj)ou her, his body is slic-htly 
bcait baclw 'This uivi's to Hi.s ii_e;ur(' a sonu'what stram>:{'. not 
t(^ sav forced appearama'. And yet for all that it is inliiiitely 
beautiful. 'I'lie calm and sad look, with which He eontem- 
]dat('s her, is uni(pu‘ and seems to eonvc'V the impression that 
t)i'for(‘ His nobl(‘ soul there still H(»ats a remembrance of His 
t)wn sutferiicjt's and of hers, which the resurrection had not at 
oiua' dispelh'd. 

^S/riDii/c has enu;ravcd the picture. I wish that my Iriends 
could see c'Vi'U Ins coj)y of it. 

After it a Madonna won my admiration. Tlu‘ child wants 
the brca''t; she mo«K‘stly shrinks from exposinu' her h(isom. 
Natiiral, noble, e\(pdsite. and beautiful. 

f'urllu'r, a Mary, who is jxuidiiiu; the arm of tlu' infant 
(1iri>t, standini;’ lu'foro law with His face towards tlu' people, 
in order that with uplifteil tiiijiH*rs He may bestow, His hles- 
sinc-s u])oh them, -hulked hy the spirit of tlu‘ Komaii Catho- 
lic h'ucnds, this must be pronounced a very happy idea. It 
has been often repeated. 

(luereino i.s nn intrinsically bold, masculine, sensible pain- 
ter, without r()u^•lmess. On the eontrary, bis pieces possess 
11 certain tender moral grace, a reposeful freedom and gran- 
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(lour, l)ut with all that, a certain luanncrisiii, so that whi-n the 
ev(; once has ^rown accustomed to il, it is impossible to mis- 
take a ])i('c(' of his hand. The lii;l)tness. cleanness, aiul,iinis]i 
ot‘ his touch are ]H'rtectly astonisliino,'. For his draperi('s he 
is particularly loud of a beautiful brownish-red blend of 
colours, d'hese harmoni/e very well with the blue which ho 
loV('S to combine with them. 

The subj('cts of the other pamlin^s are more' or k'ss un- 
happily cIujscji. 'fhe ^‘ood artist has straiiu'd all his ])owers, 
but his inv(‘ntion and execution alik<^ are thrown away and 
wasted. However. 1 derived both eutt'rtaimuent and profit 
from die vi('W of this cych' of art, although such a hasty and 
ra])id fiance' as I could alone bestow upon tlunn, aftbrds but 
little, cither of ^ratification or instruction. 


llohxjuu. OrL IH, ITHti. 

Ye.sterday T .startl'd very I'arly — before daybri'ak — from 
Cento, and an ived lu'i'e in pretty ^ood time. A bri.sk and 
well-educated cicerone having; learned that I did not intend to 
make a lon^- stay lii're, hurriial me through all the streets, 
and into so many jialaecs and ehurches that 1 had scarcely 
time to .set down in my note-book the name.s of them, and I 
hardly know if hereafter, when I shall look aj»;aiu at these 
scrawls, 1 shall be alile to call to mind all the partietdurs, I 
will now mention, howevei, a couple or so of objects wliich 
stand out bri<j;ht anil clear enouj.^h as they atiiirded me a real 
gratification at the timi*. 

First of all the Cecilia of Raphael! It was exactly wliat I 
had been told of it ; but now I saw it with my own eyes. He 
has invariably aceomplLslu'd that wliic’h others wished in vain 
to acconi])li.sh, and 1 would at present say no more of it than 
tliat it is in- him. Five saints, .side by sidt', not one of them 1jji« 
anything- in common with//.v; however their existence, slaiuls 
so perfectly real that one would wish for the picturi' to last 
through c'ternity, even though for himself he could lx.* eonlent 
to he anuihilated. Rut in order to understand lhi])liael ai ight, 
and to form a just appreciation of him, and not to [)raise him 
tvs a god or as Melchisedce “ without descent” or pedigree, it 
is neccs.sai-y to study his masters and his predecessors. These, 
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too, had a standing on the firm soil of truth; diligently, not to 
say anxiously, they had laid the foundation, and vied uith 
each other in raising, stej) by step, tlic jtp'amid aloft, until, 
at last, profiting by all their labors, and enlightened by a 
heavenly genius, Itaphael s(!t the last stone on the summit, 
above which, or even at whicli, no one else can ever stand. 

Our interest in the history of art becomes pcculialy lively 
when we consider the works of the old masters. Francesco 
Francia. is a very respectable artist. Pietro Perugino, so hold 
a man that one might almost call him a noble German fellow. 
Oh that fate had carried Albert Durer further into Italy. In 
Munich I saw a couple of pieces by him of incredible gran- 
deur. The poor man, how did he mistake his own worth in 
Venice, and make an agreement with the priests, on which he 
lost weeks and months! Sec him in his journey through the 
Netherlands exchanging his noble works of art for i)arrot8, 
and in order to save his “ douceur,” drawing the portraits of 
the domestics, who bring him — a plate of fruit. To me the 
history of such a poor fool of an artist is infinitely touching. 

Towards evening I got out of this ancient, venerable, and 
learned city, and extricated myself from its crowds, who, pro- 
tected from the sun and weather by the arched bowers which 
arc to be seen in almost every street, walk about, gape about, 
or buy, and sell, and transact whatever business they may 
have. I ascended the tower and enjoyed the pure air. The 
view is glorious! To the north we see the hills of Padua; 
beyond them the Swiss, Tyrolese, and Friulian Alps; in short, 
the whole northern chain, which, at the time, was enveloped 
in mist. Westward there stretched a boundless horizon, 
above which the towers of Modena alone stood out. Towards, 
the east a similar plain reaching to the shores of the Adriatic, 
whose waters might be discerned in the setting sun. Towards 
the south, the first hills of the Apennines, which, like the 
Vicentine Hills, are planted up to their summits, or covered 
with churches,' palaces, and summer-houses. The sky was 
perfectly clear, not a cloud to be seen, only on the horizon a 
kind of haze. The keeper of the tower assui’ed me that for 
six years this mist had never left the distance. Otherwise, 
by the help of a telescope, you might easily discern the hills 
■of Vicenza, with their houses and chapels, but now very 
rarely, even on the brightest days. And this mist lay chiefly 
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on tli(' Norlliorn Chain, and inakos our beloved Fatlierland a 
regular (hmmeria. In ])roof of the salubrity of the situation 
and pure atniosjdiere of the eity, he ealled my notiee to the fact, 
that tlu! rools of tlu^ hous('s look('d (piite I’resh, and that not a 
siiif^le tile was attacked by damp or moss. It must be eoniess('d 
that the tih'S look (piite elcain, and beautiful enou^di, but the 
good (piality of the bri(‘k-('arth may have something to do 
Avith this; at least we know that, in ancient times, excellent 
tiles Averc made in these ])arts. 

Tlu' leaning tower has a frightful look, and yi't it is most 
probable that it was built so by di'sign, 'I'he following seems 
to me the expkmation of this absurdity. In the disturbed 
times of the city every large edilice Avas a fortress, and ('very 
poAverful family had its toAver. lly and bye the possession 
of such a building became a mark of sjilendour and distinc- 
tion, and as, at last, a perpendicular tower Avas a oommon and 
every-day thing, an obli(pie one was built. Both architect 
and owner have obbiined their object; the multitude of slen- 
der, upright toAvers are just looked at, and all hurry to see the 
leaning one. AfterAvards I ascended it. The bricks arc all 
arranged horizontally. With clamps and good cement one 
may build any mad Avhim. 


Bologna^ Oct. 19, 1786. 

I have spent this clay to the best advantage I could in visit- 
ing and revisiting ; but it is with art as with the Avorld : the 
more Ave study it the larger we find it. In this heaven new 
stars are constantly appearing Avhich I cannot count, and 
which sadly puzzle me ; the Carracci, a Guido, a Dominichino, 
who shone forth in a later and happier period of art, but truly 
to enjoy whom requires both knowledge and judgment Avhich 
I do not possess, and Avhicli cannot be acquired in a hiiiTy. 
A grc'at obstacle to our taking a pure delight in their pieture.s, 
and to an immediate understanding of their merits, is the 
absurd subjects of most of them. To admire or to be charmed 
with them one must be a madman. 

It is as though the sons of God had wedded with the daughters 
of men, and out of such an union many a monster had sprung 
into existence. No sooner arc you attracted by the yunto of 
a Guido and his pencil, by AA'hich nothing but the most excel- 
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lent obji'L'lH the cyosi'OM arc wortliy to bo paiutc'd, but you, at 
()n(;o, withdraw your oyos from a subjoct so aboiiiiiiiibly 
stupid that t]t(‘ world has no torm of coutoiu])! suthoiont to 
oxpnss its uu'auuoss; and so it is throiifjjliout. It is ('vor 
anabnny — an oxooutifni — a Hayinj*- scouo — always soiuo suitor- 
in^, novor an action of the lua-o — uov<'r an iutorost in the 
scoiu' b<‘i’or(' you — always somotliiuj^ for the fancy — some 
('Xciti'iiKMit acoruinjj; from without. Nothing but (U'ods of 
horror oi‘ convulsive sulhaini^s, luahdactors or fanatics, aloiujj 
side of whom tho ailist, in order to save ins art, invariably slips 
in a nakod hoy or :i ])rctty damsel as a spectator, in (’very case 
treat iny liis s])iritual lu'roes as little better than lay-ii”ures 
(^(/l/f(l/‘niitiiiin'r), on wliich to ham^’ some beautilul mantle 
with its folds, fn all tiu’re is nothin”’ that sut!;”’ests a human 
notion! Scarcely on(‘ subjec^t in ten that ever ouf^ht to have 
been painted, and that one th(‘ painter has ehosen to view 
from any Init the ri<.^ht point of view. 

(iuido’s n-n-at ])icture in thet’hurchof the Mcaidicants is 
all lliat paintint*; can do, but, :it tlu' same time, all that 
alisurdily could task an artist with. It is a Yotiv(' piece. I 
can well hidievc' that the whoh' consistory praised it, and ;dso 
devised it. The two au”;els, who were tit to console a Psyche 
ill h(’r iiiisery, must here .... 

The N, Prochis is a beautiful lie:ure, but the ntliers — 
bishop> and pojH's! llelow ari' heavenly children })layin|^ 
uitli attributes. I'lie ])aint.er, who liad no choicf' left him, 
laboured to help himself as best he could, llee.vcrted himself 
merely to show that hr was not the barbarian. Two naked 
fi”;nr('s by (luido: a St. -John in the Wilderness ; a Sebastian, 
how e\(iuisit('iy painted, and what do they say? the one is 
^’apiny and the oth r w ritfirliiijr. 

W('re I to eontcTn])lat(' histoiy in my present ill humor, I 
slumid say, Iniith revived art, but Superstition immediately 
mad(‘ itsedf mastm- of it, and ^'(umd it to the dust. 

After dinner, seemiue: somewhat of a milder temper and 
less arrogantly disj^osed than in the morning, I entered the fol- 
lowing: remarks in my note-book. In the palace of the Tanari 
there' is a famous pieTurc by Guido, the Virgin suckling tlic 
infant Saviour — of a size* rather larger than life — the head as 
if a god had painted if, — indescribable is the expression with 
which she gazes upon the sucking infant. To me it seems a 
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calm, profound rosipuition, ns if slu' wore iiounsliinu’ not tlio 
fluid of lu'i* joy and lovt*, but a supposititious, lu'iivcnly 
chnn^'olin'^; and };’ 0 (‘s on siicklini; it bccaiiso now she enniiot 
do otlu rwise, altliou^-li, in deep humility, she wonders how 
she ev(T eame to do it. 'Hk' lest of the canvass is filled u]) 
with a mass of dra])ery which connoisseurs hi^bly j'rize. 
For my i)art I know not what to make of it. The colours, loo, 
are somewhat dim; the room and the day were maic of the 
bri;j;htest. 

Notwithstanding; the confusion in which I find mysi'lf I vet 
feel that exjjcricuec, hnowlcd^c, and taste, already come to my 
aid in these maz('s. 'I'hus I was o;reatly won by a ‘*('ir- 
cumcision'' by (iuenano, for 1 have beij;uu to know and to 
understand the man. 1 can now pardon the intoh;rable sub- 
ject and dcliifht ii\ the masterly cxeciition. lat him paint 
whatever can be thou;;ht of. evi'rylhino; will be praiseworthy 
and as highly fhiislu'd as if it wert' enamel. 

And thus it happeiu'd with nu* as witli Balaam th(‘ ov('r- 
ruled proplu't, who bh'sscd wlua-e he thouL^ht to curse; and I 
fear this would be the case still oftener were I to stay luaa* 
much loni';er. 

And tlien, !ip;ain, if one ha]ij)ens to meet with a picture' after 
Ka])hael, or what may witii at Ic'ast some j)ro))al)ility b(‘ 
ascribed to him, one is .s(joii pe'rh'ctly cnri'd aiul in ;;'ond tem- 
])er ae;ain. 1 fell in yesterday with a S, Agatha, a lare 
picture, tlioueli not tlirou^rhout in ^■ood kcepin^^ The artist 
has to her the mien of a yeninp; maiden full of health 
and self-possession. l)ut yet without rusticity or C(;ldness. I 
have stamped on my mind both lu'r form and loolc, and sliall 
mentally n'ad before lier my “ Ipbif^enia,'' and shall not allow 
my heroine to express a .sentiment which tlie .saint hcr.self 
mi^'ht not "ive utteranra' to. 

And now when I think a^:aiu of this sweet burden which f 
cany with me throu^liont my wauderin".s, I cannot cfuiceal 
the fact that, bc'side.s the »^eat objects of nature and art, 
which I liave vet to work my way through, a wonderftil train 
of poetical images keeps ri.sing l)efore me and unsettling me. 
From Cento to this place I have been wisliing to continue my 
labors on the Tphigeuia, but what h.'is happened.' inspiration 
has brought before my mind the plan of an “ fphigenia at 
Delphi," and I must work it out. I will here st't down the 
argument as Ijriefly as po.s.sibIe. 
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Eloctra, confidently hopln^^ tliat Orestes willbrinj; to Eelplii 
tlu' iiuaji;(' of tlio Tauriun Diana, makes her apjM'arance in the 
Temple of Apollo, and as a final sin-offering dedicates to the 
god, the axe which has ])erpetrated so many liorrors in the 
house' of IVlops. Uid)appily ^<he is, at this momi'iit, joined 
by a (Irc'clv, who recounts to her liow, having accompanied 
Eyhuh's and Orestes to Tanris, he there saw th(' two friends 
]<'d to ('xeention, but had himself luckily made his escape. 
At this news tin' ])assionate Electra is iinalde to n'strain her- 
self, and knows not whether to vent her rage against the gods 
or iigainst men. 

I?i tin) nu'an time Iphige'iiia, Orestes, and Pyhnh's have 
arrived at Delphi. The heavenly calmness of Iphigc'iiia con- 
trasts remarkably \vith the earthly vehemence of I'ileetra. as 
tin' two sisters meet without knowing each otlu'r. Tlu' fugi- 
tive Oreek gains sight of Iphigenia, and recognizing in In-r the 
])riest('ss, who was to have sacrifiee<l the two friends, nudvos 
it known to Electra. The latter snatching tlic axe from the 
altar, is on the ])oint of killing Ij)higenia, wlu'u a Imppy 
incident averts this last fearful calamity from tlu' two sistc'rs. 
'fliis situation, if only I can succeed in working it out well, 
w'ill probably furnish a scem^ uiu'cpialled for grandeur or 
])athos by any that has yet been produced on the stage. Ihit 
where is man to get time and hands for such a wmrk, even if 
the spirit be willing. 

As I feel mys('lf at present somewhat oppressed witli such 
ii Hood of thoughts of the good and desirable, I cannot help 
reminding my friends of a dn'am which I had about a year 
ago, and wliich apj)eared to me to be highly significant. I 
dreamt forsooth, that T liad been .sailing about in a little boat 
and had lamh'd on a fertile and richly cultivated island, of 
which I luul a consciousness that it bred the most beautiful 
pheasants in the world. 1 bargained, I thought, with the 
people of the island for some of these birds, and they killed 
and brought them to me in great numbers. They were phea- 
vsants indeed, but as in dreams all things are generally changed 
and modified, they seemed to have long, ricldy coloured tails, 
like the loveliest birds of Paradise, and with eyes like those 
of the peacock, llringing them to me by scores, they 
arranged them in the boat so skilfully with the heads inwards, 
tlic long variegated feathers of the tail hanging ouUvards, as 



BO LOG X A, 


m 


to form in tliebrij^lit sunshine the most ”;lorious pilc'(‘oiK'('ival)lo, 
and so larG;e as scarcely to leave room enough in tl)e how and 
the stern tor the rower and the steersman. As with this load 
the boat made its way througli the Iraiuiuil waters, 1 named 
to myself the friends among whom I should like to distrihut(' 
those vari('gated treasures. At last, arriving in a spaeions 
liarbour, I was almost lost among great and many masted 
V('ss('ls, as I mounted deck after d(.‘ck in order to discover a 
})lace wlu'i’e T might safely run my little boat ashori'. 

Such dn'amy visions liav(‘ a charm, inasmuch as springing 
from our numtal states tlu'y ))oss(‘ss more or less of analogy 
with the rest of our lives aeid fortunes. 


But now I have also been to the famed scientific building, 
called tlu! Institution or “(ili Studj.” Tlie edifice is large, 
and tlui inner court especially has a very imposing ajijiearance, 
although not of the best style of architecture. In the st:nr- 
cases and corridors tlu're was no want of stuccoes and fres- 
coi's: they aie all appropriate? ami suitable, and the numerous 
objects of heauty, which, well worth .seeing, are lu're collected 
togetlu'r, justly command our admiration. For all that, 
however, a (lerman, accustomed to a more liberal (amrse of 
study than is here pursued, will not be altogether content 
with it. 

Here again a former thought occurred to me, and I coidd 
not but rellect on the pertinacity which in spke of time, which 
changes all things, man shows in adhering to the old shajii's 
of his ])ublic buildings, even long after they have been aj)})lied 
to new ]nirpos('s. Our churclu's still reUiin the form of tlu* Basi- 
lica, although probably the ])lan of the temple would better suit 
our worship. In Italy the courts of justice arc as spacious 
and lofty as tlu‘ means of a community are able to make 
tliem. ( )ne can almost fancy onc.self to be in the open air, 
where once justice used to be administered. And do we not 
build our great theatres with their offices under a roof exactly 
similar to those of the first theatrical booths of a fair, which 
were huiTiedly put together of planks? Idic vast multitude 
of those in whom, about the time of the Ilefonnation, a thirst 
for knowledge was awakened, obliged the scholars at om* 
universities to take shelter as they could in the burghers’ 
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}ious('K, and it was very l)ef()re any collcp^os for pupils 
{ If^dismluiusn'), were built, tluT(4)y faeilitatiiij; for the poor 
youths tlu' aequireiiient of the neeessai’y education lor the 
world. 


I have spi'ut the whole of this l)ri^ht and beautiful day 
under the opi'ii heaven: scan'cOy do 1 ever come near a moun- 
tain. but my int(‘n'st in rocks and stones afjjain n'vives. I 
feel as did Anta'us of old, who found himself ('udui'd with 
new stren'j:lh, as ofK'ii as he Avas brought into fresh contact 
with his mother ('arth. I rod(‘ towards I’alermo. where is 
found the so-ealled Holopiese sul])hat(' of llarytes. out of 
whi('h are madt' th(' little cakes which, bein^ caleim'd. shine 
in the dark, if previously they have Ixsai exposed to the li^ht, 
and which tlu' p(' 0 ])le liere call shortly and expressively 
“fosfori." 

On the road, after leavine- behind me a hilly track of are;il- 
laeeous sandstone. 1 Ciiine u])oii n hole rocks of selenite, (juite 
visihh' on the surface. Near a brickkiln a cascade prc'cipi- 
tati's its wat('rs, into which many smaller ones also ('m})ty 
tlu'mselves. 7\t lirst siu,bl the traveller mi^bt suppose he saw 
b(4bre him a loamy hill, which had been worn away by the 
rain: on a (*loser examination I discovered its tnu' nature to 
bt' as follows: — tlu' solid r(>ck of which this })art of the line 
of hills consists is schistous, bituminous clay of very fine 
strata, tmd allernatiiio; with jj;y])sum. 'ilie schistous stone is 
so intimately Ideiuh'd with pyrites that, expose'd to the air 
and moisture, it Avholly changes its nature. It swells, the 
strata |j:r:uhially disaj)])ear, and there is fonned a kind of pot- 
ter's ela}’. crumbling, slielly, and <;littenn" on the surface likt; 
8tone-e<ial. It is only by examining ku’f;e pieces of both (I 
myself bi-oke several, and observed the forms of both), that it 
is ])ossil>l(' to convince oneself of the transition and change. 
At the same tiini' we ob.servcd the shelly strata studded 
with Avhite points, and occasionally also varien;ated with 
yellow particles. In this way, by decrees, the whole surface 
crumbles away, and the hill looks like a mass of weather- 
worn pjTitcs on a larpje sc5\le. Amon^ the lamina some are 
banler, of a green and red color. Pyrites I very often foimd 
disseminated in the rock. 

I now passed along the channels which the last violent 
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pillies of rain had worn in the cruinhlin" rock, and to my 
^ix'at delight found many Rpeeiimms (d' the desiri'd barytes, 
mostly of an im])erfect ej^f^-shape, ])eepin‘; out in sc'veral 
places of the friable stone, some toh'rably ])nre, and sonu^ 
sli^jlitly min”;led with the clay in which they W(Te indnslded. 
That they have not been carried hitluT by external a}^('n(*y 
any on(' may convince liimself at tlie first ^lanci'; wlietlu'r 
they were eontemjmraneons with tlu* schistous clay, or whe- 
ther they first arose from the swellini; and dissolving of the 
latter, is matter callin_[ij for fiirth(*r in(|uiry. Of the s])('cim('ns 
I found, the lar^’er find sinalhu' a]>proximated to an inip(>rf('ct 
e^j^-sliape; the smalh'st mi|;ht be said to verj^o u])on irre^adar 
crystalliiu' forms. 'I'lie lu'aviest of the j)ieees I brought 
away Wl'ijjjiu'd sevi'iiteen h»th H,’ o/.) Loo.>a' in the same clay, 
I also found ])('rfect crystals of ^y|»snm. Miiieraloi.’-ists will 
be able' to point out further j)eciiliaiities in tin' s))('cimens 1 
briny; with me. And I was now ay;-ain loaded with stones! 
I have packed up at least half a (piarUu- of a hundred-weight. 


Ort. 20, 1780, in the vi<jh(. 

How much should I hav(i still to .say, wen; I to atleni])t to 
coiih‘Ss to you all that in this beautiful day has j)assi‘d lhrouy;h 
my mind. Ikit Tuy wishes an‘ more ])owerful than my 
thonylits. 1 feel mys('lf hurried irresistibly forward; itisoidy 
with an effort that 1 can colh'ct myself sufhcuently to attend to 
Avhat is before me, iVnd it seems as if heaven heard my scen t 
prayer. AVord has just been brouy;ht m(' that there is a 
vetturino .ttoiny; straiy:ht to Home, and so the diiy after to- 
morrow I shall set out <lirect for that city; I must, tlu'refore, 
to-day and to-morrow, look after my afl'airs, make all my 
little aiTangements, and despatch my many commissions. 


Legemo on the Apenninn^ 
Oct. 21, 1780. 

AVhether I Layc to-day left llologna, or whetlu'r 1 have 
been driven out of it, I cannot say. Enouf^h that I eaf^crly 
availed myself of an earlier opportunity of quittin*; it. And 
so here I am at a wretched inn, in company with an ofliccr of 
the Pope’s anny, who i.s going to Perugui, where he was born. 
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In order to say something as I seated myself by his side in 
the two-wheeled carriage, I paid him the comj)liraent of 
remarking, that as a German accustomed to associate with 
soldiers, I found it very agrecabh^ to have to travel witli an 
officer of the Pope. “Pray do not,” he replied, “ be offended 
at wluit I am about to answer — it is all very well for you to be 
fond of tl»e military ])rofession, for, in Gennany, as I liave 
heard, everything is military; but with regard to myself, 
although our service is light enough, so that in Pologna, 
where' f am in garrison, I can do just as I like, still I heartily 
wish I were rid of this jacket, and had the disposal of iny 
father's little property. Put I am a younger son and so 
must be content.” 


Ort. 22, 1780. Kvemmj. 

Ib're, at Ciredo, which also is a little paltry place on the 
Apennines, 1 fee'l myself (piite liappy, knowing that I am 
advancing towards the gratili(*ation of my dean'st wishes. 
M'o-day we were joined by a riding party — a gentleman and a 
lady — an Knglishman and a soi-disant sister. Their ]iors<‘S 
an' beautiful, but tlu'y ride unattended by any servants, and 
tli(' gentli'inan, as it appears, acts the part both of groom and 
valet de chambn'. Everywlu're they find something to com- 
j)lain of — to listen to them is like reading a few pages out of 
Arclienholz's book. 

'I’o me tlu' Apennines arc a most remarkable portion of the 
world. Tlie great plains of the basin of the Po are followed 
by a hilly tract which rises out (»f the bottom, in order, after 
running betwei'u the two seas, to form the southern extremity 
of the Pontiiu'ut. If the hills liad been not (piite so steep 
and high above tlie level of the sea, and had not their direc- 
tions crossed and recrossed each other as they do, the ebb and 
flow of tlie tides in jirimeval times might have exercised 
a gri'ater and wider intluence on them, and might have 
washed over and formed extensive plains, in which case this 
Avould have bf'cn one of the most beautiful regions of tliis 
glorious climc' — somewhat higher thau the rest of it. As it 
IS, however, it is a strong net of mountain ridges, interlacing 
each other in all directions— -one often is puzzled to know 
whither the waters will find their vent. If the valleys were 
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l)ottcr filled up, and the bottouis flatter and more irrigatc'd, 
the land might bo eomj)ared to llohemia, only that the moun- 
tains iiave in e\'ery respeet a diflerent ciiaracter. Jlouevt'r, 
it must not. for one moment be thought of as a mountainous 
wast(‘, but as a liiglily cultivated tliough liilly district. Tin; 
clu'stnut grows very fine here; the wlieat excellent, and that 
of tliis year's sowing, is already of a beautiful green. Along 
the roads are planted ever-greeu oaks with their small leaves, 
l.Mit around the churches and chapels the slim cypress. 


ZV/v/f/h/, Odoher, 25, 1780. 

h’or two evenings 1 l)av(‘ not written. The inns on tlio 
road were so wretelually l)ad that it was (piite useh.-ss to think 
of bringing out a siieet of ])a])er. Moreover, 1 begin to be a 
little puzzled to find anything, for since (putting Venice the 
travelling bag has got more and more into confusion. 

Marly in the morning (at 2;l o‘c*loek, or about 10 of our 
r('ekoning') we left tlu' ngion of tin* Apennines and saw Flo- 
rence in an extensive valley, which is highly cultivated and 
sprinkled over with villas and hou.'^es without (md. 

1 ran rapidly over the city, the cathedral, the baptistery. 
Here agiun a perfectly new and unknown world opemed upon 
me, on which, how(‘ver, I will not furtluT dwell. 'I'lii' gar- 
dens of the botoli are most (hdightfully situated. I hastened 
out of them as fast as I had entered them. 

In the city we see the proof of the prosperity of the gene- 
rations who built it ; the conviction is at once forced upon us 
that they must have enjijyed a long succession of wise niler.s. 
Ihit above all one is struck with the beauty and grandeur 
^vllich distinguish all the public works, and road.s, and l)ridg(}s 
in 'ruscauy. Kverything her(‘ is at once substantial and clean ; 
nse and profit not les.s than elegance arc alike kept in view, 
evc'rywhere we disceni traces of the care which is taken to 
preserve them. The cities of the Papal States on the contrary 
only seem to stand, because the earth is unwilling to swallow 
them lip. 

Tlic .sort of country that I lately remarked, the region of the 
Apennines, might have been, is what Tuscany really is. A.s it 
lies .so much lower the ancient sea was able to d i its duty 
projierly, and has thrown up here deep beds of excellent marl 
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It is a lip:ht yolhnv line and easily worked. Tliey ploiejjli 
deep, n'taininp;, liowever, most (‘xaetly llie aiieiimt maii- 
IKT. '['heir pIouLt'hs have no wheels, and the shai’e is not 
niov('al)le. llowed down lieliiml Ids oxen the peasant jmslies 
it down into the earth, and turns up the soil. ’Huy 
plonj^h over a field as many as five times, and use but little 
dun;^-, whi(rh tluy scatter with the hands. Alter this they 
.sow the corn. Thisi tluy ploui;h toi^ether two of the smaller 
ri(l;j,i'S into one, and so form <leep trenches of such a .natun^ 
that the rain-watt'i- ('asily runs off tlu' lands intotluan. W'lu'u 
the eorit is !j;rown up on the ridifi's, they can also ])ass alon^i; 
thes(' trcMiehes in order to wc'cd it. 'fids way of tilliiej; is a 
veiA' sensihh' oni', wherevi'r tlu're is a h'ar of over-moisluia* ; 
but wh\' it is practised on fhes(' rieli, open plains 1 eaioiot 
understand, 'fids remark I just made! at An'Z/.o, when' a 
p;lorious ])lain expands itself. It is im])ossihle to find eleam'r 
iii'hls anywlu'n', not ('ven a lump of earth is to hi' st'cn : all is 
as liiu' as if it had been silted. Wlu'at thrives here imrst 
luxuriantly, and the .soil .seems to ])ossess all tlu' ([ualities 
r('(pdred by itsnatuj-e. Mvery .second year beans an' ])lanted 
for tlu.' horses, who in this eountry _i;et no oats. laipins art' 
also much cultivated, which at this .season an; beautifully 
grei'ii, bein<; ripe in March. The flax, too, is up; it stands 
tlu! winter, aiul is rendered more durable by frost. 

'file olive-tnu's :ire strange plaut.s. They look viny much 
liki' willows; like them also tliey lose the heart of the nood 
and tlie bark s]ilits. Uut .still tluy have a j:^i'eater apjiearaiu’i^ 
of durability ; and one .sees from the wood, of which the L,'rain 
is extremely fine, that it is a slow !i;row('r. The folia«;('. too, 
resembles that of the willow, only the leaves on tlu' branelu's 
are thinner. All the hills around Florence ari' covered with 
olive-tree.s and vines, betwi'cn which ijrain is ,'^own, so that 
every sjiot of fj:round may be made profitable. Near Arezzo 
and farther on, the fields are left mort' free. 1 observed that 
they take little em'e to eradicate the ivy which is so injurious 
to tlu' olive and the vine, although it would be so ea.‘'V to 
di'stroy it. 'I'lu're is not a meadow to bo seen. It is said 
that the Indian eoim exhausts the soil; since it has been 
introduced, agriculture has sutti'red in its other crops. I 
can well believe it with tlieir scanty manuring. 

Yesterday I took leave of my Captain, with a promise 
of visiliug liiui at Bologna on my return. He is a true 
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representative of the majority of his couiitryiuen. Ih'n', 
however, I would record a peculiarity 'wldeh })ersoiiall\ dis- 
tinu:uished him. As I often sat (pui't and lost in tlionj^lit ho 
once exelainied “ ('he pens<(‘:^ iu>n. deve. nuii pensar I'nddio, 
whielihein*;- interpreted is as much as to 
say, “ What an‘ you thinlvini>; about ; a man ought never to 
think; thinking makes one old." And now for anollu r 
apophthegm of his; Non dent feemarsi I' uonio in tout sidtt 
eosii, perehe. (dlorn dtnen ninf/o ; In.sopna nvee nidle rose, loia 
eonf'inione nella /estn in jdain Knglish, “A man ough: not 
to rivet his thoughts exclusively on any one thing, otlua-wisc* 
lie is sun' to go mad; he ouglit to have in his lu'ad a 
thousand things, a n'gular medhy." 

Certainly the good man could not know that tlui very thing 
that iiunh' me so ihonghtful was niy having my head ma/ed 
by a regular confusion of things, old and new. Tlu; fe.llowing 
aneedoti; will si'i'vc; to elueidatt* still mon^ clearly the mental 
character (jf an Italian of this class. Having soon di^eoveivd 
that I was a Protestant, he observed, .after some circumlocu- 
tion, that he hoped 1 would .allow him to ask me a few (picH- 
tions, for he h.ad lu’ard such str.ange things about us Protest- 
ants that h(' wished to know for a certaint y what to think of us. 
“ May you." he said, “live' with a pn‘tty girl without being mar- 
ried to her: do your ])rie.sts allow you to do that? d'o this I 
n'plit d, that our ])ricsts an' prudent folk who take no notice 
of such tribes. No doubt if we wa'n; to eonsull them upon 
such a matt(T they would not ])ennil it." ‘‘ Are you not 
then obliged to ask them r He exclaimed ; “ Happy fellows ! 
as they do not confess you. they do not of cours(j lind it out.” 
Hereupon lu* gave vent, in many rej)roaches to his discontent 
with his own priests, uttering at the same time loud ju-aises of 
our lilna ty. “ Put,’ he (smtinued, “ as regards confession ; how 
stands it w ith you r We are told that all men, even if tlu'v are 
not Christians, must confess ; but that iiursmuch as many, iVom 
their obduracy, are debarred from the right way, th(‘y never- 
theless make confe.ssion to an old tree; which indeisl is 
iiu])ious and ridiculous enough, but yet serves to show' lliat, 
at least, they recognize the iiecc'ssity of confeH.sion." Upon 
this 1 ex])lained to him our Lutheran notion.s of confession, 
and our practice concerning it. All this appeared to him very 
easy ; fur he expressed an opinion that it wa.s almost the same 
z 2 
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as oonfc'ssinj^ to a tre('. After a brief hesitation, lie be<:p:e(l of 
me very gravely to inform liiiu eorrectly on anotlier poiiit. 
lie liad, forsootli, iu'ard from the moutli of Ids own confessor, 
(who, he s;dd, was a truthful man,) that Ave IVotestants are at 
li))erty to marry our own sisters, which assuredly is a “chose 
un pen forte.” As I denied this fact, and attcnnpted to ^ive 
him ii more favourahh' opinion of our doctrine, he made no 
special remark on the latter, which evidently ap[)ear('d to him 
a V('ry ordinary and every-day .sort of a tldn^-; hut timied 
aside' my remarks by a new’ (juestion. “ \Ve have been 
assured,” he ohservc'd, “that Frederick tlu; (In'at, who has 
won so many vi(!tories, even ov('r the faithful, and filled the 
world with his ‘^lory — that he whom every one takc's to be a 
lierc'liei is really a (’atholic, and has received a dispensation 
from the Pope to keep the fact secret. For while, as is well 
know'll, lu' newer enters any of your churches, he diligently 
attends the true worship in a subte'rranean chapel, thou<;h W’ith 
a broki'u heart, because' he dare not opc'idy avow' the holy 
re'lij'ion. since w'cre he to do so, his Prussians, who are a 
brutish pe'ople and furious heretics, would no doubt murder him 
on the instant ; — and to ri.sk that would do no <^ood to the' cause. 
(>n these' grounds the Holy Father has j:;iven him pc'rmission to 
worshi]) in st'cre't, iu return for which he (juietly does as much 
as possible to propagate and to favour the true and only saving 
faith.” I allowed all this to pass, merely observiii^% as it 
was so ^ri'at a secret no one could be a Avitiu'ss to its truth. 
'I’he rest of our conversation Avas nearly of the same' cast, so 
that 1 eoulel neit but admire the Avise [iriests who sought to 
parry, anel to elistort AvhatcA'er Avas likely to enlighten or vary 
the dark outline of their traditional deA^as. 

I left Pe'ru};ia on a glorious morninp;, and felt the ha])pi- 
ness of hi'injj; once' more alone. The site of the city is beau- 
tiful. and the' view of the sea in the highest de^re'c refre.diini^. 
Tlu'se se'ciu's are' deeply imju'essed on my memoiy. At first 
the road went doAvinvards, then it entered a ehe'crful valli'y, 
('uelo.sed on both sides by distant hills, till at last Assisi lay 
before us. 

Here, as I had learned from Palladio and Volckraann, a 
noble' temple of Minerva, built in the time of Ainj^istus, Avas still 
standing in jieileet repair. At Madonna del Jn<ielo, therefore, 
I quitted my vetturino, leaving him to proceed by himself to 
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Foli^no, and set off* in tlic face of a strong 'svind for .\sslsi, for 
I long<'d for a foot journey through a e<mntry so solitaiy for nu'. 
I left on my left tlie vast mass of clniiThes, ])iled Hal)el-wisc‘ 
one over another, in one of \vhieh rest the nunaiiis of the holy S. 
Francis of Assisi, — with aversion, for I thought to myself, that 
the |)eo])le udio assembled in them were mostly of tlu^ sanu' 
stamj) with my ea])tain and travelling comjjanion. Having 
asked of a good-looking youth the way to the drUa Minvrvd, 
h(' aecompaiiied me to the top of the town, for it lies on the 
side of a hill. At last Nve reached uhat is pro[)erly the «tld 
to\ni, and behold before my ('y(‘s stood the noble edifice, the 
first complete* memorial of anfiepiity that I had ever seen. A 
modest lem]de, as befitting so small a town, imd ye'tso perb'Ct, 
so well eoneeived, that anywlu'ie it woidd he !in ornament, 
Moreovi'r, in these matters, laov grand we're the aneie'iils in 
the ehoiee* of their site's. The temple stands about half way 
up the mountain, where two hills meet on the le'vel ])laee, 
M'hieh is to this day eidled the Piazza. This itself slightly 
rises, and is interse-eeted by the nu'eting of four roads, Mhielj 
make a some-what dilati'd S. Andrew's Cross, lu idl ])roha- 
bility the hou.ses whie*h are now eeppo.site the te*mj)le. and block 
u]) the' vie'w freem it, did ne)t stand tlu're in aneieni lime's. If 
the')' we're' re'inove d, 'vve .shoulel have a .senitfi pre)sj)eet e)V('r a 
rich and fertile: country, and at the .same’ time: the* tem])l(' of 
Minerva we)ulel bo visible freem all side's. The line e»f the- 
re)a{ls is, in all jereibability, ve'ry ane-ient since tlu'V fellow 
the .sliape: and inclination of the hill, 'I'lie' ^e'lnjde' does not 
stand in the centre' e>f the flat, but its site is so aiTanged that 
the travehe'r catches a fore-shortc'iu'd view of it soon afte'r 
leaving Pome. Te) give an ielea of it, it is nece*ssary to draw 
ne)t only the building itself but also its hajipily-cheesen site. 

Looking at the fae;ad(', 1 ceadd not sufficiently aelmire- the; 
genius-like ieh'utity of design which the architects have here', 
as clse'whcre, maintained. The order is Chrinthian, the girth 
of tlic columns he-ing somewhat above two module's. 'I'he 
bases of the columns and the pljntlis .seem to rest on pe'eles- 
tale. but it is oidy an appearance. 'J'he socle is cut through 
in five place's, and at each of these, five stejes asce-nd he'twe*en 
the' columns, and bring you to a leve*!, on whie*h ])roperly 
the columns rest, and from which also you enter the te-mple. 
The l)e>ld idea of cutting through the socle was ha])pily 
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liazardocl : for, as tlio t(aii])li' is situated on a hill, tlie fli<j:iit 
of steps nmst olli(‘r\visr> have been earih'd up to such a 
heijiht as would hav(' ineonveiiit'iitly narrowed the arc'a of the 
temple. As it is, how('V(T, it is impossible to determine liow 
many slops tluTe orip;inally were; for, with the exce})tion of 
a verv h'w, tlu'y are all elioked uj) with dirt or paved over. 
Most reluctantly did I ti'ar myself from the si^i^ht, and det(T- 
mined to call tlu' attention ol‘ architects to this noble edifice, 
in order that an aramratc' draught of it may b(' fund, shed. 
l'’or what a soriw fhing tradition is, I here again find occasion 
to n'tnark. Valladio, whom I trust in every matter, gives 
indee:l a sketch of this tem])l(', but certainly he never can 
liavc' .M'eti it himself, for he giv<'s it real pedestals above the 
an-a, bv which nu'ans the columns appear di.sproportionately 
high, and tin' n'sult is a sort of unsightly I’almyrene mon- 
strosity wln'i'cas, ill fact, its look is so full of reposi' and 
beaut v as to satisfy both th<‘ ('veand tin' mind. 'J'lu' im[)rossion 
which tin' sight of this ('ditiec' left ujion nu'is not to hi' expressi'd, 
;ind will bring forth imperishabh' fruits. Jt was a beautiful 
('vening, and I inov turned to th'sci'inl tin; mountain. As I 
was proci'i'ding along tlu' Jvoman road, cairn and compo.sed, 
suddenly I heard behind me some rough voice's in disjnite ; I 
faiu'ied that it was only the Sbirri, wliom 1 had previously 
noticed in the town. I. therefore, went on without care, but 
still with my ears listening to what they might be saying 
behind me. 1 soon becanu' aware that I was tlu' object of 
their re'inarks. H'our men of this body (two of whom were 
armed with guns.) passed nu' in the rude.st way possible, 
muttering to I'ach otlu'r. and turning back, aftc'r a few 
steps, suddenly surrounded nu'. They demanded my name, 
and what I was doing there. I .Kaid that 1 was a stranger, 
and had travelled on foot to Assisi, while my vetturinn had 
gone on to Idiligno. It a))j)t'ared to them vi'ry improbable, 
that any oiu' diould ])ay for a carriage and yet travel by foot. 
Tlu'V a.skt'd me if 1 had been visiting the Oran Convi'nto.” 
I answered “no;" but assured them that I knew the buikh 
ing of oUh but being an architect, iny chief object this time 
was simply to gain a sight of the Maria della Minerva, which 
tlu'v must be awan' was an andiitectural model. Tliis they 
could not contradict, but si'i'int'd to take it very ill that I had 
not })aid a visit to the Saint, and avowed their suspicion that 
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my bushioss in fact was to siiiui:u:]e conti’aband ^^oods. I 
pointed out to tliem how ridiculoiis it was that a man wlio 
Avalkod openly tliroiejjh the streets alone, and without packs 
and Math empty pockets, sliould h(' takmi for a eontrahaiidisl, 
lloM’ever, u})on this I olii'red to return to the toMoi Math 
them, and to ^o hefon* thi' Podesta, and hy shoM’inj^ my ])a])ers 
j)rove to him that \ M'as an honest travi^ler. Uj)on this llu-y 
muttered toiXether for aM'hika and tlum ('X])ress('d their opinion 
that it M’as unnecessary, and. as I hohavcd tlirou^hoiit Math 
coolness and a:ravity, they at last h'ft mo, and turned tonards 
tlu' toMai. 1 looked afh'r tlaan. As llu'se rndi' churls niovi'd 
on in th(' forc'firound, hidiind tiuan the I»(‘autifn1 lianplt' of 
iMinerva once mon' eauohl my < vo, to sootlu' and consoh' me 
M’ith ils si”'ht. I luiaied then to tlu' left to look at lh(' lu'avy 
cathedral of S. h'ranoiseo. and Mats ahont to eontinm' my May, 
M'hen one of tlu' unarmed Shirri, soparatim^; himself fi’oni the 
rest, canu' up to me in a (piiet and ti iondly manner. Saint inpj 
me. he said. Si^auor Slraniiei', you oui;di( at haist to ^ivi' me 
somethin;^; to drink your li<‘aith, for I assure you, that fioni the 
V('ry Hrst J took you to Ik* an lionourahle man, and loudly 
maintaiiHid this opinion in opposition to my comrade's. 'Miey, 
In'Mi viM’, are hot headed and overdiasly felloM's, and have 
no knoM ledtre of the M'orld. You yonrsedf must hav(' ohs('rved, 
that 1 Mas the tir.st to alhew the* fon*c of, and to assi-nt to, 
vour remarks. I praised him on this scone and urLfod him to 
protect all honoiirahlo strangers. mIio mi;^ht hencelorM'ard eonio 
to Assisi for tlu ' .sake either of relij^don or of art, ;md especially 
all architects, ndio. miuht wish to do honour to tlu* loMai, hy 
measuring;’, .and sketrdiim:: the temjde of Minerva, since a 
correct druM'ina; or enixravini; of it tiad never yed bi'cm takam. 
If li(! M'cn* to aecoinjiany them, they Mamld, I assured him, 
<^ive him substantial jiroofs of their ^ratitmk', and Math tlu'se 
words 1 jioured some silver into his hand, M'hich, as exeeed- 
in*; his exiH-ctation. delip:ht(;d him abov(' measure. lie be”'- 
ged me to jiay a second visit to the toMn, remtirking tliat 1 
ought not on any account to miss the festivid of tlu' Saint, 
on M'hich 1 might Math the greatest safety delight and iimnse 
myself. Indc'cd if, being u good-looking felloM’, I should Mash 
to be introduced to tlie fair sox, he assun'd me that the 
prettiest and most rc'spectablc ladies would M-illiiigly reeidve 
me or any stranger, upon his recommendation. 11c took his 
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leave, promising; to renieniber me at vespers before the toip.b 
of tlic Saint, and to otter up a prayer for my safety throii^hout 
my travels. Upon this w(i parted, and most delif>;hted was I 
to be a^ain alone with nature and myself. The road to Foli^no 
was one of the most b('autiful and agreeable walks that 1 ever 
took. For four full liours I walked alou^ the side of a 
mountain, having on my hTt a richly cultivated valley. 

It is but sorry truvellin|' with a irffunnn, it is always best to 
follow at oiu‘'s ease on foot. In this way had I tnivelh'd from 
Ferrara to this place. As rcf'ards the arts and mechanical in- 
vention, on which however tlie ease and comforts of life mainly 
d('p('nd, Italy, so hi;i,hly favoured by nature, is vi'ry far 
beliind idl other eounlries, Tlu^ earriji^e of the rdhin'iio, 
which is still calk'd S('dia, or seat, certainly took its oritfiu 
from the ancient litters drawn by mules, in which females 
and (lu'cd persons, or the hi^diest dij^nitaries, used to be ear- 
ri('d about. Instead of the hinder mule, on whose yc^kc the 
shafts used to n'st, two wlieels have been placed beneath the 
carriage, and no further improvement has been thouglit of. 
In this way one is still jolted alonj^, just as they were centuries 
aj.t() ; it is the same with their houses and everything ('Ise. 

If one wishes to .see reali.sed the poetic idea of men in })ri- 
meval times, spending most of their lives beneath tlu' open 
lieaven, and only occasionally, when compelled by necessity, 
retiring for shelter into the eaves, oiu' must ^isit the lunises 
hereabouts, especially those in the rural districts, which are 
(piite in tlic st)'lc and fashion of ea\ t's. Such an incredible 
absenc(' of care do the Italians evince, it; order not to grow 
old by thinking. With unheard of frivolity, they negh'ct to 
make any ])re])aration for the long nights af winter, and in 
eonse([uence, for a considerable portion of the year, suffer 
like dogs. Here, in Foligno, in the midst of a perfectly 
llonu'ric houselu>ld, the whole fmiily being gathered together 
in a large hall, rtmnd a (ire on the hearth, with plenty of run- 
ning backwards and forwards and of scolding and shouting, 
while supper is going on at a long table like that in the j)icture 
of the \\ edding Feast at Uana, I seize an opportunity of writ- 
ing this, as one of the family has ordered an inkstand to be 
brought me, — a luxury which, judging from other circum- 
stances, I did not look for. These pages, however, tell too plainly 
of tlie cold and of the iucouveuience of my wTiting table. 
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In fact I am now made only too sensible of the rashness of 
travelling in tliis country without a servant, and willu)ut pro- 
viding- oneself well with every necessary. What with tlie 
('ver-chan^in^ currency, the retturini, the extortion, the 
wretc'hed inns, one who, like myself, is travellinj; alone, 
for the first time in this country, hopin'^ to find uninter- 
rupted pleasure, will be sur<‘ to find himself miserably 
disappointed every day. llowi'ver, 1 wished to se(‘ the; 
country at any cost, and even if I must be dragjifc'd t(» 
Koine on Ixion's wheel, I shall not conijdain. 

Tvrni. Or/, 21, 1 TSf. 

Evniituj. 

Attain sitting in a “ cave,’’ which (nily a year lu-forf' suf- 
fered from an eartlnpiake. The litth* tenvn lie's in the midst 
of a rich country, (for takinj^ a circuit round tlu' city 
I exjdored it with pleasure,) at the Ix'i^innin*; of a beautiful 
plain which lies between two rid<^cs of lime-stone hills. 
Terni, like Kolomna, is .situate-d at the foot of tin* nKaintain 
raiifiX'. 

Ahno'^t ever since' the' papal ediice'r le-ft me' I have' had a 
prie'st for my companion. The'latte'r appe'ars be-tter e-onte-nte-el 
with his ])rofessie)n than the .solelit'r, anel is re'iiely te) e idi^hteii 
me, whom he' ve'ry .seiem saw to be* an he-re tic, by answe-rin^ 
any epu'stion I inijilit put to him conce.'rniuf^ the; ritual anel 
othe'r matters etf his chure'h. |{y thus mixing continually 
xvith new charae’te'rs I the>re)U^hly e)btain my obje'e't. It is 
abseilute'ly necessary to lu'ar the jicople talking; toj^ethe’r, if 
you -evoulel feum a true and live'ly imaj^e' of the whede e'ountry. 
The Itidians are in the stran^^est manne'r peissible rivals anel 
adversaries of eae'h other; everyone is streinj^ly enthusiastic 
in the praise of his owm town and state ; they cannot be-ar 
with eiiie another, and even in the same city the elitf re'iit 
ranks nouri.sh perpetual feuds, and all this with a profounelly 
vivacious and most erbvious passionateness, so that while.' they 
expose oiu! aimther's pretensions, they keep up an amusin*; 
comedy all day lon^; and yet they come to an under- 
staudin;^ a^ain toj^ether, and sc'cm quite aware how imj)os- 
sible it is for a stranger to enter into their ways and theu^dits. 

I ascended to Spoleto and WTnt alon^ the aqueduct, which 
sen'cs also for a bridge from one moimtiiin to another. I’he ten 
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bride arches which span the valh'y, have quietly stood there 
through centuries, aud the watta- still flows into Sjioleto, and 
reaches its remotest quarters. This is th(^ third p*eut work of 
the anei(‘iits that I have; s(!en, and still the same p'andmir of 
eonfH'])tioii. A s('cond nature made to work for social objects, 
— such was tlnar architecture ; and so arose the amphitheatre, 
th(' tem|)le, and tlu' aqueduct. Now at last I can understand 
the justici^ of my hatred for all arbitrary caprice's, as, for 
instance, lh(' winter casts on wliite stone — a nothin^: about 
notliine; — a monstrous ])ieco of confectionary ornament— and 
so also with a thousand otlier thin;j;s, Ihit all that is now 
dead : for whatever does not jcossc'.'-s a true intrinsic vitality 
cannot live Iona;, and can neither Ix' nor ('ver beconu' ^reat. 

A\'lmt enteitninment and instruction have I not liad cause 
to be thankfid for durinu; these c'i^ht lust Aveeks, but in fact 
it has also cost me some trouble. 1 ke])t my eyes contimiully 
open, and strove to stamp di'cp on my mitid the images of till 
I saw ; that was all — ;judge of them I could not, even if it 
had btH'u in my power. 

San (nxr/i.wo, a singular chaju'l on the road side, did not 
look, to my mind, like the remains of a temple which had 
onc(' stood on the same siU' ; it was evident that columns, 
pillars, and j)ediments had been found, and incoit<>Tuously 
put to^jetlier, not stupidly but madly. It does not admit of 
desc'ription ; howevcT, there is somewhere or other an cn- 
jLtraviu'j; of it. 

And so it may seem strange to some that we should go on 
trembling ourselves to aecpiire an idea of antiquity, although 
Ave have notliing before us hut ruins, out of whieh Ave must 
first })iiiufully reconstruct the A'crj' tiling Ave Ansh to form an 
idea of. 

' With AA'hat is called “ rlaxsiral ground'” the case stands 
ratlu'i' different. Here, if only Ave do not go to Avork fiinei- 
fully, but take the ground really ns it is, tlien avc shall have 
the decisive aiTiin which mould(*.d more or less the gi’eatest of 
events. Aceoi'diugly 1 have hitherto actively employed ray 
geological and agricultural eye to the suppressing of fancy 
and sensibility, in oi*dcr to gain for myself an unbiassed and 
distinct notion of the locality. By such means history fixes 
itadf on our minds Avith a raanTllous AUAidness, and the effect 
is lUterl}’ inconceivable by another. It is somethiug of this 
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sort that makes me feel so very ^*eat a desire to read Tantus 
in Home. 

I must not, however, forget the weathc'r. As 1 (h'seeiulod 
tlu' Apennines from Bolojjpia the eiomis gradually retiri'd 
towards the north, afterwards they ehunged their course and 
nuned towards liuke Trasimene. Here they eontiuued to 
hang, though perhaps they may have' moved a litth; iiirther 
southward. Instead, therefore, of the great plain of the l*o, 
sending as it does, during the summer, all its clouds to the 
'J yrolesc momitains. it now scaids a part of them towards tin' 
Aj)enniiu's, — from theiua* perhaps eomes the rainy season. 

'Hiey ari' now Ix'ginning to gatluT the olives. It is dmu' 
here witli thi' hand, in other places they ar(' bent down with 
sticks. If winter comes on before all ari' giithered, the rest; 
are allowed to remain on the trees till s})ring. Yesterday I 
noti(a'd, in a very strong soil, the largest and oldest trees 
1 have ever yet seen. 

The favour of the Muses, like that of tlu' dmmoiis, is not 
always shown ns in a suitable moment. Vesti'i’day 1 felt 
inspired to undertake a work which at present wo\dd be ill- 
timed. Aj)proac‘hing lu'arer and neanT to the ('('litre of 
Romanism, surrounded by Roman ( atholies, bo.xi d up with a 
priest in a sedan, :in(l striving anxiously to oliserve and to 
study without ])rejudie(' true nature and noble art, I have 
arrived at a vivid conviction that all traces of original 
Christianity are extinct here. Indeed, while I tried to 
bring it before my mind in its purity, as w(‘ see it recorded 
in tlie Acts of the Apostles, 1 could not hi'lj) shuddering 
to think of the Kha])el('.«s, not to say grotes(pu', nuiss of 
Heatheiii.sm which heavily overlies its benign Ix'ginnings. 
Accordingly the ‘‘ M'anderiiig Jew'’ again oeoiirred to me 
as ha\’ing been a witness of all this wonderful develo])- 
ment and envelojnnent, and as having lived to expc'ric'nce so 
strange a state of things, that Christ himself, wIk'ji lie shidl 
come a second time to gather in His harvest, will b(^ in 
danger of being crucified a second time. The Legend, 
“ iterum crucifip' was to sciwe me as tlie material of 
this catastrojihe. 

Dreams of this kind floated before me ; for out of impa- 
tienec to get onwards, I used to slei^ in ray clotlu's ; and I 
know of nothing more beautiful than to wake before da'an, 
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and between sleeping and waking, to scat oneself in one 
car, and travel on to meet the day. 


Citta Castellana^ October 28, 1786. 

I will not fail you this last evening. It is not yet eigh 
o’clock, and all are already in bed; so I can for a good “Iasi 
time” think over what is gone by, and revel in the anticipa- 
tion of what is so shortly to come. This has been through- 
out a bright and glorious day; the inoniing very cold, the 
day clear and warm, the evening somewhat windy, but very 
beautiful. 

It was very late when we .set off from Terni, and we 
reached Narni before day, and so I did not see the bridge. 
Valleys and lowlands; — ^now near, now distant prospects ; — a 
rich country, but all of limestone, and not a trace of any 
otlier formation. 

Otricoli lies on an alluvial gravel-hill, thrown up by one of 
the ancient inundations ; it is built of lava brought from the 
other side of the river. 

As soon as one is over the bridge one finds oneself in a 
volcanic region, cither of real lava, or of the native rock, 
changed by the heat and by fusion. You ascend a moun- 
tain, which you might set down at once for gray lava. It 
contains many white crystals of the shape of garnets. The 
causeway from the heights to the Citta Castcllana is likewise 
composed of this stone, now worn extremely smooth. The 
city is built on a bed of volcanic tufa, in which I thought I 
could discover ashes, pumice-stone, and pieces of lava. The 
vi('w from the castle is extremely beautiful. Soracte stiinds 
out and alone in the prospect most picturesquely. It is pro- 
bably a limestone mountain of the same formation as the 
Apennines. The volcanic region is far low’er than the Apen- 
nines, and it is only the streams tearing through it, that have 
formed out of it hills and rocks, which, with their over- 
hanging ledges, and other marked features of the landscape, 
furnish most glorious objects for the painter. 

To-morrow evening and I shall be in Itome. Even yet I 
can scarcely believe it possible ; and if this wish is fulfilled, 
M hat shall I wish for aflenviuds ? I know not, except it be 
that I may safely stand in my little pheasant-loaded canoe, 
and may find aU my friends weU, happy, and unchanged. 



ROME. 


Rome, Novemher 1, 1786. 

At last I can speak out, and greet my friends witli good 
humour. May they pardon my seerecy, and what has been, 
as it were, a subterranean jouniey hither. For scarcely to 
myself did I venture to say whither I was hurrying — even on 
the road 1 often had my fears, and it was only as I passed 
under tlu? Porta del Popolo that I felt cerhiin of reaching 
Romo. 

And now let me also say that a thousand times — Jiyo, at 
all times, do I think of you, in the neighbourhood of these 
objects which I never b{‘lieved I sliould visit alone. It was only 
when I saw every one bound body and soul to the north, 
and all longing for those countries utterly extinct among 
them; that I rcsohaal to undertake the long solitaiy 
journey, and to seek that centre towards whicli I was 
attracted by an irresistible impulse. Indeed for tlu' few last 
years it had become with mo a kind of disease, which could 
only be cured by the sight and presence of the absent object. 
Now, at length I may venture to confess the truth : it readied 
at last such a height, that I dunst not look at a Latin book, or 
even an engraving of Itjilian scenery. The craving to sec this 
country was over ripe. Now, it is satisfied; friends and 
country have once more become right dear to me, and the 
return to them is a wished for object — nay, the more 
ardently desired, the more firmly I feel convinced tliat I 
bring with me too many treasures for personal enjoyment 
or private use, but such a.s through life may serve others, 
as well as myself, for edification and guidance. 


Rome, Novemher 1, 1786. 

Well, at last I am arrived in this great capital of the 
world. If fifteen years ago I could have seen it in good 
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corap.Tuy, with a well informed j^iiide, I should have fhouglit 
myself vc'ry fortunate. But as it was to be that I should thus 
see it aloiu', and with my own eyes, it is well that this joy 
lias fallen to my lot so late in life. 

Over the. mountains of the Tyrol I have as good as flown, 
Verona, Vieiaiza, 1‘ailua, and Venice I have carefully 
looked at; hastily glanced at Ferrara, Cento, Bologna, 
and scarcely seen Florences at all. My anxiety to reach 
llouu' was so gi'cat, and it so gi*ew with me every monuait, 
that to think of stopping anywhere was quite out of the 
({lU'stion; c'ven in Florence, I only stayed three hours. 
Now 1 am here at my ease, and as it would seem, sluiU 
b(^ trau({uillized for my whole life; for we may almost say 
that a iH'W life begins when a man omse sees with his own 
(yes all that before lie has but ])artially heard or read of. 
Ail the dreams of my youth 1 now behold realized before 
me ; the subjects of the first engi*avings I ever remember 
seeing (si'veral views of lioine were hung up in an ante- 
room of my fatlu'r’s house) stand bodily before my sight, 
and all that I had long been acipiainted with tlirough paint- 
ings or drawings, engi'avings, or wood-cuts, plaister-casts, 
and (.‘ork models are here collectively ])reseiited to my 
ey(‘. Wherever I go I find some old acquaintance in this new 
AV(')iid ; it is all just as 1 had thought it, and yet all is new ; 
and just the same might I remark of my own observations 
amji my own ideas. 1 have not gained any ncAV thoughts, 
but ilu' older ones have become .so defined, so vivid, and so 
eolierenl, that they may almost pass for new ones. 

When Fvgmalion's Flisa, which he had shaped entirely in 
accordance with his wishes, and had given to it as much of 
truth and nature as an nrli.st can, moved at last towai'ds him, 
and said, ’* I am! ' — how different was the luang form from 
the chiselled stone. 

In a moral seii.^c, too, how salutary is it for me to live 
awliile among a wholly sensual people, of whom so much has 
been .'<aid and written, and of whom eveiy strjingcr judges 
aeeordiug to the standard he brings with him. I can excuse 
('very one Avho blames and reproaches them ; they stand too 
far apart from us, mid for a stranger to associate with them is 
difficult imd expensive. 
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Rome, Novemher 3, 1780. 

One of tlie chief motives which I liad for hurrying’ to Koimi 
was the Festival of All Saints ; for I thou^;ht within myself, 
if Rome pays so much honour to a. sinj^le saint, what will slio 
not show to them all? But I was under a mistake. Tlie 
Roman ('liurch has never been very fond of oekdu’atiiif^ with 
remarkable pomp any common festival; and so she li'aves 
eveiy order to celebrate in silence the especial niemoiy of its 
own pati’on, — for the name h’estival, and the dayt^speciall;^ set 
apart to each saint is properly the occasion when each reciaves 
his hi»;hest commemoration. 

Yeshu’day, however, wliieh was the h’estival of All Souls, 
thinp^s went bett('r with me. 'I'his commemoi’ation i.s la'pt 
by the Pope in his private chapel on the (,luirinaL I ha.sv 
toned with Tischbein to tlu* Monte ('avallo. Tlie piazza 
before th(‘ palace has somethim; altopjether sin”:ul{U’ — so irre- 
gular is it, and yet so grand and so beautiful ! I now I’ast 
eyes upon tlie (.'olos.suses! matluT eye nor mind was lai’gi' 
cnougli to take them in. Ascending a broad Higlit of steps, 
'we followi'd the crowd through a .sphmdid mid spacious iiall. 
In this ante-chamber, dir(‘ctly opposite to tlie elmpel, and in 
sight of the numerous apartimaits, one finds somewliat 
strange to find oneself beneath tlie same roof with tlie \'iear 
of Christ. 

The office had begun ; Pope and Cardinals wen; already in 
the ehurcli. The holy fatlier, of a highly handsome and 
dignified form, the cardinals of different ages and ligiires ; 
I was seized with a strange longing desire that the head of 
the Church might opim his golden mouth, and speaking with 
rapture of the inctfable bliss of the happy soul, set us all too in 
a rapture. Rut as I only saw him moving backwards and for- 
wards Ix'fore the altar, and turning himself now to this sidi^ 
and now to that, and only muttering to himself, and (;ou- 
ducting himself ju.st like a common parish priest, tlicii the 
original sin of Protestantism revived within, me, and the well- 
known and ordinary mass for the dead had no channs for me. 
For most assuredly Clirist Himself — He who in his yoiitliful 
days, and even as a child excited men's wonder by His oral 
exposition of Scripture, did never thus teach and woric in 
silence ; but as we leant from the Gospels, He was ever 
ready to utter His wise and spiritual words. What, I asked 
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lysclf, would He say, where lie to come in among us, and 
3e His image on earth thus mumbling, and sailing backwards 
nd forwards? The “ Vmio iteruni crucificji’' again crossed 
ly mind, and I nudg('d my companion to come out into the 
fcer air of the vaulted and painted hall. 

Here we found a crowd of persons attentively observing 
he rich paintings ; for the Festival of All Souls is also the 
lolyday of all the artists in Koine. Not only the chapel, but 
he , whole palace also, with all its rooms, is for many hours 
)u this day open and free to every one, no fees being required, 
ind the visitors not being liable to be hurried on by the 
chamberlain. 

The paintings on the walls engaged my attention, and I 
now formed a new acquaintance with some excellent artists, 
whose very names had hitherto been almost unknown to me, 
—■for instance, I now for the first time learned to appreciate 
and to love the cheerful Carlo Maratti 

But chiefly welcome to me were the masterpieces of the 
artists, of whose style and manner I already had some 
impression. I saw with amazement the wonderful Pctronilla 
of Gucrcino, which was formerly in St. Peter’s, where a mosaic 
copy now stands in the jilace of tlie original. The body of 
the Saint is lifted out of the grave, and the same person, just 
reanimated, is being received into the heights of heaven by a 
celestial youth. Whatever may be alleged against tliis double 
action, the picture is invaluable. 

Still more struck was I with a picture of Titian’s : it 
throws into the shade all I have hitherto seen. Whether 
my eye is more i)ractised, or whether it is really the most 
oxccllent, I cannot determine. An immense mass-robe, stift 
with embroidery and gold-embossed figures, envelops the 
dignified frame of a bishop. With a massive pastoral stan 
in his left hand, he is gazing with a look of rapture towards 
heaven, while he holds in his right a book out of which he 
seems to liave imbibed the divine enthusiasm with which 
he is inspired. Beliind liim a beautiful maiden, holding a 
palm branch in her hand, and, full of affectionate sympathy, 
is looking over his shoulder into the open book. A grave old 
man on the right stands quite close to the book, but appears 
to pay no attention to it; the key in his hand, suggests the 
possibility of his familiar acquaintance with its contents. 
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Over against this group a naked, well-made youth, wounded 
with an arrow, and in chains, is looking straight before him 
with a slight expression of resignation in his countenance. In 
the intermediate space stand two monks, bearing a cross and 
lilies, and devoutly looking up to heaven. Then in the 
clear upper space is a scmi-circular wall, which encloses them 
all ; above moves a Madonna in highest glory, sympathising 
with all that passes below. The young sprightly child on her 
bosom, with a radiant countenance, is holding out a crown, 
and seems indeed on the j)oint of casting it down. On 
both sides angels are floating by, who hold in their hands 
crowns in abundance. High above all the figures, and even 
the triple-rayed aureola, soars the celestial dove, as at once 
the centre and finish of the Avhole group. 

We said to ourselves, “ Some ancient holy legend must have 
furnished the subject of this picture, in order that these various 
and ill-assorted personages should have been brought toge- 
ther so artistically and so significantly. We ask not, how- 
ever, why and wherefore, —we take it all for granted, and 
only wonder at the inestimable piece of art. Less unin- 
telligible, but still mysterious, is a fresco of Guido s in this 
chapel. A virgin, in childish beauty, loveliness, and inno- 
cence, is seated, and quietly sewing : two angels stand by her 
side, waiting to do her service at the slightest bidding. 
Youthful innocence and industry, — the beautiful picture 
seems to tell us, — are guarded and honom-ed by the heavenly 
beings. No legend is wanting here ; no story needed to fur- 
nish an explanation. 

Now, however, to cool a little my artistic enthusiam, a 
merry incident occuired. I observed that several of the 
German artists, who came up to Tischbein as an old acquaint- 
ance, after staring at me, went their ways again. At last 
one, who had most recently been observing my person, came 
up to me again, and said, “We have had a good joke; the 
report that you were in Rome had spread among us, and the 
attention of us artists was called to the one unknown 
stranger. Now, there was one of our body who used for a 
long time to assert that he had met you— ^nay, he asseverated 
he had lived on very friendly terms with you, — a fact which 
we were not so ready to believe. However, we have just 
called upon him to look at you, and solve om* doubts. He 

VoL. II. 2 A 
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at once stoutly denied that it was you, and said that in tl 
stranger there was not a trace of your person or mien.” S< 
then, at least our incognito is for the moment secure, aa 
will afford us something hereafter to laugh at. 

I now mixed at my ease with the troop of artists, an 
asked them who were the painters of several pictures whoj 
style of art was unknown to me. At last I was particular] 
struck by a picture representing St. George killing tl 
dragon, and setting free the virgin; no one could tell ir 
whose it was. Upon this a little modest man, who up \ 
this time had not opened his mouth, came forward and to] 
me it was Pordenoue's, the Venetian painter; and that 
was one of the best of his paintings, and displayed all h 
merits. I was now well able to account for my liking for it 
the picture pleased me, because I possessed some knowled« 
of the Venetian school, and was better able to appreciate tl 
excellencies of its best masters. 

The artist, ray informant, was Heinrich M; er, a Swis 
who for some years had been studying at Home with 
friend of the name of Holla, and who had taken excellei 
drawings in Spain of antique busts, and was well read in tl 
history of art. 


Rome^ Novemher 7, 1786. 

I have now been here seven days, and by degi’ees ha"^ 
formed in my mind a general idea of the city. We go dil 
gently backwards and forwards. While I am thus making m 3 
self acquainted Avith the plan of old and nOAV Home, vie win 
the ruins and the buildings, visiting this and that villa, th 
grandest and most remarkable objects are slowly and lei 
surely contemplated. I do but keep my eyes open and set 
and then go and come again, for it is only in Rome one ca: 
duly prepare oneself for Rome. 

It must, in truth, be confessed, that it is a sad and melan 
choly business to prick and track out ancient Rome in ne^ 
Rome; however, it must be done, and we may hope a 
least for an incalculable gratification. We meet with trace 
both of majesty and of ruin, which abke surpass all concep 
tion ; what the barbarians spared, the builders of now Rom< 
made havoc of. 
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When one thua beholds an object two thousand years old and 
more, but so manifoldly and thoroughly altered by the changes 
of time, but, sees nevertheless, the same soil, the same moun- 
tains, and often indeed the same walls and columns, one be- 
comes, as it were, a contemporary of the great counsels of 
Fortune, and thus it becomes difficult for the observer to 
trace from the beginning Rome following Rome, and not 
only new Rome succeeding to the old, but also the several 
epochs of both old and new in succession. I endeavour, first 
of all, to grope my way alone through the obscurer parts, for 
this is the only plan by which one can hope fully and com- 
pletely to perfect by the excellent introductory works which 
have been written from the fifteenth century to the present 
day. The first artists and scholars have occupied their whole 
lives with these objects. 

And this vastness has a strangely tranquillizing effect upon 
you in Rome, while you pass from place to place, in order to 
\’isit the me remarkable objects.* In other places one has to 
soarcli for what is important; here one is oppressed, and 
borne down with numberless phenomena. Wherever one 
goes and casts a look around, the eye is at once struck with 
some landscape, — forms of cvciy' kind and style ; palaces and 
ruins, gardens and statuary, distant views of villas, cottages 
and stables, triumphal arches and columns, often crowd- 
ing so close together, that they might all be sketched on a 
single sheet of paper. He ought to have a hundred hands to 
write, for what can a single pen do here ; and, besides, by 
the evening one is quite weary and exhausted with the day’s 
seeing and admiiing. 


Rome^ November 7, 178G. 

Pardon me, my friends, if for the future you find me rather 
chary of my words. On one’s travels one usually rakes 
together all that we meet on one's way ; every day brings 
something new, and one then hastens to think upon and to 
judge of it. Here, however, we come into a very great school 
indeed, where cverj' day says so much, that we cannot ven- 
ture to say anything of the day itself. Indeed, people would 
do well if, tarrying here for years together, they observed 
awhile a Pythagorean silence. ‘ 

2 A 2 
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Nov. 1786. 

I ftiD. well. The weather, as the Homans say, is 
*016 south wind, the sdrocco^ is blowing, and brings 
with it CTery day more or less of rain ; for my part, I do nol 
find the weather disagreeable; such as it is, it is warmer than 
the rainy days of summer are with us. 


Rome, November 7, 1786. 

The more I become acquainted with Tischbein’s talents, as 
well as his principles and views of art, the higher I appre- 
ciate and value ^em. He has laid before me his drawings 
and sketches ; they have great merit, and are full of high 
promise. His visit to Bodmer led him to fix his thoughts 
on the infancy of the human race, when man found him- 
self standing on the earth, and had to solve the pro- 
blem, how he must best fulfil his destiny as the Lord ol 
Creation. •• 

As a suggestive introduction to a series of illustrations oi 
this subject, he has attempted symbolically to vindicate the 
high antiquity of the world. Mountains overgrown with 
noble forests, — ^ravines worn out by watercourses, — ^bumt out 
volcanoes still faintly smoking. In the foreground the 
mighty stock of a patriarchal oak still remains in the ground, 
on whose half-bared roots a deer is trying the strength of his 
horns, — a conception as fine as it is beautifully executed. 

In another most remarkable piece he has painted man 
yoking the horse, and by his superior skill, if not strength, 
bringing all the other creatures of the earth, the air, and the 
water under his dominion. The composition is of an extra- 
ordinary beauty ; when finished in oils it cannot fail of pro- 
ducing a great effect. A drawing of it must, at any cost, be 
secured for Weimar. When this is finished, he purposes to 
paint an assembly of old men, aged and experienced in coun- 
cil,— -in which he intends to introduce the portraits of li\ing 
personages. At present, however, he is sketching away with 
the greatest enthusiasm on a battle-piece. Two bodies of 
cavaby are fighting with equal courage and resolution ; be- 
tween them yawns an* awful chasm, which but few horses 
would attempt to dear. The arts of defensive warfare are 
useless here. A wild resolve, a bold attack, a successful leap, or 
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else to be hurled in the abyss below! This picture will afford 
him an opportunity to display, in a very striking manner, 
the knowledge wMch he possesses of horses, and of their 
make and movements. 

Now it is Tischbein’s wish to have these sketches, and a 
series of others to follow, or to be intercalated between 
them, connected together by a poem, which may serve to 
explain the drawings, and, by giving them a definite context, 
may lend to them both a body and a charm. 

The idea is beautiful, only the artist and the poet must be 
many years together, in order to carry out and to execute 
such a work. 


Rome, November 7, 1786. 

The “ Loggie’^ of Raffacle, and the great pictures of the 
“ School of Athens,” &c., I have now seen for the first and 
only time ; so that for me to judge of them at present is like 
a man having to make out and to judge of Homer from some 
hall-obliterated and much-injured manuscript. The gratifica- 
tion of the first impression is incomplete ; it is only when they 
have been carefully studied and examined, one by one, that 
the enjoyment becomes perfect, llie best preserved arc the 
paintings on the ceilings of the Loggie, They are as fresh as 
if painted yesterday The subjects are symbolical. Very few, 
however, are by Raffaele’s own hand, but they are excellently 
executed, after his designs and under his eye. 

Rome, November 7, 1786. 

Many a time, in years past, did I entertain the strange 
whim, as ardently to wish that I might one day be taken ter 
Italy by some well-educated man, — by some Englishman, 
well learned in art and in history ; and now it has all been 
brought about much better than I could have anticipated. 
Tischbein has long lived here ; he is a sincere friend to me, 
and during his stay here always cherished the wish of being 
able one day to show Rome to me. Our intimacy is old by 
letter though new by presence. Where could I meet with a 
worthier guide? And if my time is Jimited, I will at least 
learn and enjoy as much, as possib e; and yet, notwithstanding, 
I clearly foresee, that when I leave Rome I shall wish that I 
w'as coming to it. 
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Rome^ November 8, 1786. 

My strange, and perhaps whimsical, incognito proves useful 
to me ill many ways that I never should have thought of. 
As every one thinks himself in duty bound to ignore who I 
am, and consequently never ventures to speak to me of my- 
self and my works, they have no alternative left them but 
to speak of themselves, or of the matters in which they are 
most interested, and in this way I become circumstantially 
informed of the occupations of each, and of cverytliing 
remarkable that is either taken in hand or produced, llofrath 
Reiffenstein good-naturedly humours this whim of mine ; as, 
however, for special reasons, he could not bear the name 
which I had assumed, he immediately made a Baron of me, 
and I am now called the “ Baron gegen Rondanini uber^' (the 
Baron who lives opposite tb the Palace Rondanini). lliis 
designation is sufficiently precise, especially as the Italians 
are accustomed to speak of people either by their Christian 
names, or else by some nickname, bhiough ; I have gained 
my object ; and I escape the dreadful annoyance of having 
to give to everybody an account of myself and my works. 


Rome^ November 1786. 

I frequently stand still a moment to suiTey, as it were, the 
heights I have already won. With much delight I look back 
to Venice, that grand creation that sprang out of the bosom 
of the sea, like Miiienm out of the head of Jupiter. In 
Home, the Rotunda, both by its exterior and interior, has 
moved me to offer a willing homage to its magnificence. In 
S. Peter’s I learned to understand how art, no less than 
nature, annihilates the artificial measnres and dimensions of 
man. And in the same way the Apollo Belvidcre also has 
again drawn me out of reality. For as even the most correct 
engravings furnish no adequate idea of these buildings, so the 
case is the same with respect to the marble original of this 
statue, as compared with the plaister models of it, which, 
however, I formerly used to look upon as beautiful. 

* Rome^ November 10, 1786. 

Here I am now living with a aalnmess and tranquillity to 
which I have for a long while been a stranger. My practice 
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to see and take all things as they are, my fidelity in letting 
the eye be my light, my perfect renunciation of all prtJton- 
sion, have again come to my aid, and make mo calmly, but 
most intensely, happy. Every day has its fresh remarkable ob- 
ject, — eveiy day its now grand unequalled paintings, luid a 
whole which a man may long thiiilc of, and dream of, but 
which with all his power of imagination he can never reach. 

Yesterday I was at the Pyramid of Cestius, and in the 
evening on the Palatine, on the top of which are the ruins of 
the palace of the Ctnsars, which stand there like walls of 
rock. Of all this, however, no idea can be conveyed! In 
truth, there is nothing little here; although, indeed, occa- 
sionally something to find fault with, — something more or less 
absurd in taste, and yet even this partakes of the universal 
grandeur of all around. 

When, however, I return to myself, as every one so 
readily does on all occasions, I discover within a feeling 
which does not infinitely delight me— one, indeed, which I 
may even express. Wlioevcr here looks around with ear- 
nestness, and has eyes to see, must become in a measui'e 
solid — he cannot but apprehend an idea of solidity with a 
vindness which is nowhei’e else possible. 

The mind becoim'S, as it were, primed with capacity, with 
an earnestness without severity, and wth a definiteness of 
character with joy. With me, at least, it scorns as if I had 
never before so rightly estimated the things of the world as I 
do here ; I rejoice when I think of the blessed effects of all 
this on the whole of my future being. And let me jumble 
together the things as I may, order will somehow come into 
them. I am not liere to enjoy myself after my own fashion, 
but to busy myself with the great objects around, to learn, 
and to improve myself, ere I am forty years old. 


HomSf Nov. 11, 1786. 

Yesterday I visited the nymph Egeria, and then the Hippo- 
drome of Caracalla, the ruined tombs along the Via Appia, 
and the tomb of Metclla, which is th« first to give one a true 
idea of what sobd masonry really is. These men worked for 
eternity — all causes of decay were calculated, except the 
rt^e of the spoiler, which nothing can resist. Right heartily 
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did I wish you had been there. The remains of the princip; 
aqueduct are highly venerable. How beautiful and gran 
a design, to supply a whole people with water by so vaf 
a structure! In the evening we came upon the Coliseun 
when it was already twilight. When one looks at it, all els 
seems little ; the edifice is so vast, that one cannot hold th 
image of it in one’s soul — in memory we think it smalle] 
and then return to it again to find it every time greatc 
than before. 


Frascati, Nov. 15. 

The company arc all in bed, and I am writing with India: 
ink which they use for drawing. We have had two beautifu 
days without rain, warm and genial sunshine, so that summe 
is scarcely missed. The country around is very pleasant; tin 
village lies on the side of a hill, or rather of a mountain, aiK 
at every step the draughtsman comes upon the most gloriou 
objects. The prospect is unbounded — Rome lies before you 
and beyond it, on the right, is the sea, the mountains o 
Tivoli, and so on. In this delightful region country housei 
are built expressly for pleasure, and as the ancient Romani 
had here their villas, so for centuries past their rich anc 
haughty successors have planted country residences on all th( 
loveliest spots. For two days we have been wandering aboui 
here, and almost every step has brought us upon something 
new and attractive. 

And yet it is hard to say whether the evenings have not 
passed still more t^reeably than the days. As soon as oui 
stately hostess has placed on the round table the bronzed lamp 
with its three wicks, and wished us felicmime notte, we all 
form a circle round it, and the views are produced which have 
been drawn and sketched during the day ; their merits are 
discussed, opinions are taken whether the objects might or 
not have been taken more favourably, whether their true char- 
acters have been caught, and whether all requisitions of a like 
general nature, which may justly be looked for in a first 
sketch, have been fulfilled. 

Hofrath Reiflfenstein, by his judgment and authority, con- 
trives to give order to, and to conduct these sittings. But 
the merit of this delightful arrangement is due to Philipp 
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Hackert, who has a most excellent taste both in drawing and 
finishing views from nature. Artists and dilettanti, men 
and women, old and young — ^lie would let no one rest, but 
stimulated every" one to make the attempt at any rate according 
to their gifts and powers, and led the way with his own good 
example. The little society thus collected, and held together, 
Ilofrath Reiffenstein has, after the departure of his friend, 
faithfully kept up, and we all feel a laudable desire to 
awake in every one an active participation. The peculiar 
turn and character of each member of the society is thus 
shown in a most agreeable way. For instance, Tischbein, as 
an historical painter, looks upon scenery with very different 
eyes from the landscape painter ; he sees significant groups, 
and other graceful speaking objects, where another can see 
nothing, and so he happily contrives to catch up many a 
naive-trait of humanity,— it may be in children, peasants, 
mendicants, or other such beings of nature, or even in animals, 
which with a few characteristic touches, he skilfully manages 
to pourtray, and thereby contributes much new and agreeable 
matter for our discussions. 

When conversation is exhausted, at Ilackert’s suggestion, 
perhaps, some one reads aloud Sulzer's Theory ; for although 
from a high point of view it is impossible to rest contented 
with this work, nevertheless, as some one observed, it is so far 
satisfactory as it is calculated to exercise a favourable in- 
fluence on minds less highly cultivated. 


Home, Nov. 17, 1786. 

Wc arc back again ! During the night we have had an 
awful torrent of rain, Vith thunder and lightning ; it is still 
raining, but withal very warm. 

As regards myself, however, it is only with few words that 
I can indicate the happiness of this day. I have seen the 
frescoes of Domenichino in Andrea della Valle, and also the 
Farnese Gallery of Caraccio’s. Too much, forsooth, for 
months— what, then, for a single day! 

Rome, Nov. 18, 1786. 

It is again beautifiil weather, a bright genial warm day. 
I saw in the Farnesine palace the story of Psyche, coloured 
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copies of which have so lonn; adorned my room, and then at 
S. Peter’s, in Moiitorio, the Transfif^uration by llaffaelle- — 
all well known paintings — like friends which one lias made 
in the distance by means of letters, and which for the first 
time one sees face to face. To live with them, however, is 
something quite different; every true relation and false 
relation becomes immediately evident. 

Moreover, in every spot and comer glorious things are to 
be met with, of which less lias been said, and which have not 
been scattered over the world by engravings and copies. Of 
these I shall bring away with me many a drawing from the 
hands of young but excellent artists. 


Rome, Nov. 18, 1786. 

The fact that I long maintained a con-e8])ondenco with 
Tischbein, and was consequently on the best terms possible 
with him, and that oven when I had no hope of ever visiting 
Italy, I had communicated to him my wishes, has made our 
meeting most profitable and delightful ; he has been always 
thinking of me, even providing for my wants. With the 
varieties of stone, of which all the great edifices, whether old 
or new are built, he has made himself perfectly acquainted ; 
he has thoroughly studied them, and his studies have been 
greatly helped by his artistic eye, and the artist’s pleasure in 
sensible things. Just before my arrival here he sent off to 
Weimar a collection of specimens which he had selected for 
me, w'hich will give me a friendly welcome on my return. 

An ecclesiastic who is now residing in France, and had 
it in contemplation to write a work on the ancient mai'- 
bles, received througli the influence of the Propaganda some 
large pieces of marble from the Island of Pai’os. When 
they ai-rived here they were cut up for specimens, and twelve 
difterent pieces, from the finest to the coai'sest grain, were 
reserved for me. Some were of the greatest pmity, while 
others are more or less mingled with mica, the former being 
used for statuar)% the latter for architecture. How much 
an accurate knowledge of the material employed in the arts 
must contribute to a right estimate of them, must be obvious 
to every one. 

There are opportunities enough here for my collecting 
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many more specimens. In our way to the ruins of Nero’s 
palace, we passed tlirough some artichoke grounds newly 
turned up, and we could not resist the temptation to cram 
our pockets full of the granite, porphp* 3 % and marble slabs 
which lie here by thousands, and serve as unfailing witnesses 
to the ancient spleudom- of the walls which were once 
covered with them. 


Uomc^ Nov. 18, 1786. 

I must now speak of a wonderful problematical picture, 
which even in the midst of the many gems here, still makes a 
good show of its own. 

For many years there had been residing here a Frenchman 
well known as an admirer of the arts, and a collector ; he 
had got hold of an antique drawing in chalk, no one knows, 
how or whence, lie had it retouched by Mengs, and kept it 
in his collection as a work of very great value. Winckelmanii 
somewhere speaks of it with enthusiasm. Tlie F renehman died, 
and left the picture to his hostess as an antique. Mengs, too, 
died, and declared on his death-bed that it was not an antique, 
but had been painted by himself. And now the whole world 
is divided in opinion, some maintaining that Mengs had 
one day, in joke, dashed it oil' with much facility ; others 
asserting that Mengs could never do anything like it — 
indeed, that it is ahnost too beautiful for liaffaelle. I saw it 
yesterday, and must confess that I do not know anything 
more beautiful than tlie figure of Ganymede, especially the 
head and shoulders; the rest has been much renovated. 
However, tlie painting is in ill repute, and no one will relieve 
the poor landlady of her treasure. 


jRome, Nov. 20, 1786. 

As experience fully teaches us that there is a general 
pleasure in having poems, whatever may be their subject, 
illustrated with drawings and engravings— nay, that the 
painter himself usually selects a passage of some poet or 
other for the subject of his most elaborate paintings, Tisch- 
bein’s idea is deservine of aonrobation. that noets and 
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painters should work together from the very first, in order to 
secure a perfect unity. The difficulty would assuredly be 
greatly lessened, if it were applied to little pieces, such as 
that the whole design would easily admit of being taken in at 
once by the mind, and worked out consistently with the 
original plan. 

Tischbein has suggested for such common labours some 
very delightful idyllic thoughts, and it is really singular, 
that those which he wishes to see worked out in this way 
are really such as neither poetry nor painting, alone, could 
ever adequately describe. During our walks together he 
has talked with me about them, in the hopes of gaining 
me over to liis views, and getting me to enter upon the 
plan. The frontispiece for such a joint work is already 
designed ; and did I not fear to enter upon any new tasks at 
present, I might perhaps be tempted. 


Rome, Nov. 22, 1786. 

The Feast of St. Cecilia. 

The morning of this happy day I must endeavour to per- 
petuate by a few lines, and at least by description to impart 
to others what I have myself enjoyed. The weather has been 
beautiful and calm, quite a bright sky, and a wann sun. Ac- 
companied by Tischbein, I set off for the Piazza of St. Peter s, 
where we went about first of all from one part to another ; 
when it became too hot for that, walked up and down in the 
shade of the great obelisk, which is full wide enough for two 
abreast, and eating grapes which we purchased in the neigh- 
bourhood. • Then we entered the Sistine Chapel, which we 
found bright and cheerful, and with a good light for the pic- 
tm*es. “The Last Judgment” divided our admiration with 
the paintings on the roof by Michael Angelo. I could only 
see and wonder. The mental confidence and boldness of the 
master, and his grandeur of conception, are beyond all ex- 
pression. After we had looked at all of them over and over 
again, we left this sacred building, and went to St. Peter's, 
which received from the bright heavens the loveliest light 
possible, and every part of it was clearly lit up. As men 
willing to be pleased, we were delighted with its vastness 
and splendour, and did not allow an over nice or hyporcritical 
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taste to mar our pleasure. We suppressed every harsher 
judgment : we enjoyed the enjoyable. 

Lastly we ascended the roof of the church, where one finds 
in little the plan of a well-built city. Houses and magazines, 
springs (in appearance at least), churches, and a great 
temple all in the air, and beautiful walks between. We 
mounted the dome, and saw glistening before us the regions 
of the Apennines, Soracte, and towards Tivoli the volcanic 
hills. Frascati, Castelgandolfo, and the plains, and beyond 
all the sea. Close at our feet lay the whole city of Eome in 
its length and breadth, with its mountain palaces, domes, &c. 
Not a breath of air was moving, and in the upper dome it 
was (as they say) like being in a hot-house. When we had 
looked enough at these things, we went down, and they 
opened for us the doors in the cornices of the dome, the 
tympanum, and the nave. There is a passage all round, and 
from above you can take a view of the whole church, and of 
its several parts. As we stood on the cornices of the tympa- 
num, we saw beneath us the pope passing to his mid-day 
devotions. Nothing, therefore, was wanting to make our 
view of St. Peter's perfect. We at last descended to the 
area, and took in a neighbouring hotel a cheerful but frugal 
meal, and then set oflf for St. Cecilia’s. 

It would take many words to describe the decorations of 
this church, which was crammed full of people ; not a stone 
of the edifice was to be seen. The pillars were covered 
with red velvet wound round with gold lace ; the capitals 
were overlaid with embroidered velvet, so as to retain some- 
what of the appearance of capitals, and all the cornices and 
piUars were in like manner covered with hangings.. All the 
entablatures of the walls were also covered with life-like 
paintings, so that the whole church seemed to be laid out in 
mosaic. Around the church, and on the high altar more 
than two hundred wax tapers were burning. It looked like 
a wall of lights, and the whole nave was perfectly lit up. 

The aisles and side altars were equally adorned and illumi- 
nated. Right opposite the high dtar, and under the organ, 
two scafiblds were erected, which also were covered with 
velvet, on one of which were placed the singers, and on the 
other the instruments, which kept up one unbroken strain of 
music. The church was crammed full. 
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I have heard an excellent -kind of musical accompaniment, 
just as there are concerts of violins, or of other instruments, 
so here they had concerts of voices; so that one voice — the 
soprano for instance — predominates, and sings solo, while 
from time to time the chorus of other voices falls in, and 
accompanies it, always of course with the whole orchestra. 
It has a good eifect. I must end, as we in fact ended the 
day. In the evening we come upon the Opera, where no less 
a piece than “ I Litigant!” was being performed, but wc had 
all the day enjoyed so much of excellence, that wc passed 
by the door. 


Rome^ Nov. 23, 1786. 

In order that it may not be the same with my dear incog- 
nito as with the ostrich, which thinks itself to be concealed 
when it has hid its head, so in certain cases I give it up, still 
maintaining, however, my old thesis. I had without hesita- 
tion paid a visit of compliment to the Prince von Lichten- 
stein, tlic brother of my much-esteemed friend the Countess 
Harrach, and occasionally dined with him, and I soon per- 
ceived that my good-nature in this instance was likely to 
lead me much further. They began to feel their way, and to 
talk to me of the Abbe Monti, and of his tragedy of Aris- 
todemus, which is shortly to be brought out on the stage. 
The author, it was said, wished above all things to read it to 
mo, and to hcai* my opinion of it, but I contrived, however, 
to let the matter drop, without positively refusing ; at last, 
however, I met the poet and some of his friends at the prince’s 
house, and the play was read aloud. 

The hero is, as is well known, the King of Sparta, who by 
various scruples of conscience was driven to commit suicide. 
Prettily enough they contrived to intimate to me their hope 
that the author of Werthcr would not take it ill if he found 
some of the rare passages of his ovm work made use of 
in this drama. And so even before the walls of Sparta I can 
not escape from this unhappy youth. 

The piece has a very simple and calm movement, the 
sentiments as well as the language are well suited to the 
sTibject, — ^full of energy, and yet of tenderness. The work is 
a proof of very fair talents. 
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I failed not, according to my fashion, (not, indeed, after 
the Italian fashion) to point out, and to dwell upon all the 
excellencies and merits of the piece, with which, indeed, all 
present were tolerably satisfied, though still with Southern 
impatience they seemed to require something more. I even 
ventured to predict what effect it was to be hoped the piece 
would have from the public. I excused myself on account of 
my ignorance of the comitry, its way of thinking and tastes, 
but was candid enough to add, that I did not clearly sec how 
the Romans, with their vitiated taste, who were accustomed to 
sec as an interlude cither a com])Ietc comedy of three acts, 
or an opera of two, or could not sit out a grand opera, without 
the intermezzo of wdiolly foreign ballets, could ever take de- 
light in the calm, noble movement of a regular tragedy. Then, 
again, the subject of a suicide seemed to me to be altogether 
out of the pale of an Italian’s ideas. That they stabbed men 
to death, I knew by daily report of such events ; but tliat any 
one should deprive himself of his own precious existence, or 
even should hold it possible for another to do so ; of that no 
trace or symptom had ever been brought under my notice. 

However I allowed myself to be circumstantially en- 
lightened as to all that might be urged in answer to my 
objections, and readily yielded to their plausible arguments. 

I also assured them I wished for nothing so much as to see 
the piece acted, and with a band of friends to welcome it 
with the most downright and loudest applause. This assu- 
rance was received in the most friendly manner possible, and 
I had this time at least no cause to be dissatisfied with my 
compliance — for indeed Prince Lichstenstein is politeness 
itself, and found opportunity for my seeing in his company 
many precious works of art, a sight of which is not easily 
obtained without special permission, and for which conse- 
quently high influence is indispensable. On the other hand, 
my good humour foiled me, when the daughter of the Preten- 
der expressed a wish to see the strange marmoset. I declined 
the honour, and once more completely shrouded myself beneath 
my disguise. 

But still that is not altogether the right way, and I here 
feel most sensibly what I have often before observed in life, 
that the man who makes good his first wish, must be on the 
alert and active, must oppose himself to very much besides the 
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selEsh, the mean, and the bad. It is easy to see this, but it 
is extremely difficult to act in the spirit of it. 


Nov. 24 , 1786 . 

Of the people I can say nothing more than that they are 
fine children of nature, who, amidst pomp and honours of all 
kinds, religion and the arts, are not one jot different from 
what they would be in caves and forests. What strikes the 
stranger most, and what to-day is making the whole city to 
talk, but only to talk, is the common occurrence of assassina- 
tion. To-day the victim has been an excellent artist — 
Schwendemann, a Swiss, a medallionist. The particulars of 
his death greatly resemble those of Windischmann’s. The 
assassin with whom he was struggling gave him twenty stabs, 
and as the watch came up, the villain stabbed himself. This 
is not generally the fashion here; the murderer usually 
makes for the nearest church, and once there, he is quite 
safe. 

And now, in order to shade my picture a little, I might 
bring into it crimes and disorders, earthquakes and inunda- 
tions of all kinds, but for an eruption of Vesuvius, which has 
just broke out, and has set almost all the visitors here in 
motion ; and one must, indeed, possess a rare amount of self- 
control, not to be carried away by the crowd. Really this 
phenomenon of nature has in it something of a resemblance 
to the rattle-snake, for its attraction is irresistible. ^ At this 
moment it almost seems as if ^ the treasures of art in Rome 
were annihilated; every stranger, without exception, has 
broken off the current of his contemplations, and is hurrying 
to Naples ; I, however, shall stay, in the hope that the moun- 
tain wiU have a little eruption, expressly for .my amusement. 


^ jRome, Dec. 1, 1786. 

Moritz is here, who has made himself famous by his 
“ Anthony the Traveller {^Anton Reiser^ and his “ Wander- 
ings in England” {Wanderungen nach England.) He is a 
right down excellent man, and we have been greatlv pleased 
with him. ® 
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Rome, Dec, 1 , 1786 , 

Here in Rome, where one secs so many strangers, all of 
whom do not visit this capital of the world merely for the 
sake of the fine arts, but also for amusements of every kind, 
the people are prepared for everything. Accordingly, they 
have invented and attained great excellence in certain half 
arts which require for their jmrsuit little more than manual 
skill and pleasure in such handiwork, and which consequently 
attract the interest of ordinary visitors. 

Among these is the art of painting in wax. Requir- 
ing little more than tolerable skill in water-colouring, it 
serves as an amusement to employ one’s time in preparing 
and adapting the wax, and then in burning it, and in such like 
mechanical labours. Skilful artists ^ve lessons in the art, and, 
under the pretext of showing their pupils how to perform 
their tasks, do the chief part of the work themselves, so that 
when at last the fi^^ure stands out in bright relief in the 
gilded frame, the fair disciple is ravished with the proof of 
her unconscious talent. 

Another pretty occupation is, with a very fine clay, to take 
impressions of cameos cut in deep relief. This is also done in 
the case of medallions, both sides of which are thus copied at 
once. More tact, attention, and diligence is required, lastly, 
for preparation of the glass-paste for mock jewels. For all 
these things Hofrath Reiffenstein has the necessary workshops 
and laboratories either in his house, or close at hand. 


Dec. 2, 1786. 

I have accidentally found here Anhenholtz’s Italy. A 
work written on the spot, in so contracted and narrow- 
minded a spirit as this, is just as if one were to lay a book 
purposely on the coals, in order that it might be browned and 
blackened, and its leaves curled up and disfigured with smoke. 
No doubt he has seen all that he wyites about, but he pos- 
sesses far too little of real knowledge to support his high pre- 
tensions and sneering tone ; and whether he praises or blames, 
he is always in the wrong. 



870 


LETTEES FEOM ITALY. 


Dec. 2, 178G. 

Such beautiful waim and quiet weather at the end of 
November, (which however is often broken by a day’s rain,) 
is quite new to me. We spend the fine days in the open air, 
the bad in our room; everywhere there is sometliing to 
learn and to do, something to be delighted with. 

On the 2fith we paid a second visit to the Sistine Chapel, and 
had the galleries opened^ in order that we might qj)tain a 
nearer view of the ceiling. As the galleries are very narrow, 
it is only with great difficulty that one forces one’s way up 
them, by means of the iron balustrades. There is an appear- 
ance of danger about it, on which account those who are Hable 
to get dizzy had better not make the attempt ; all the discom- 
fort, however, is fully compensated by the sight of the great 
masterpiece of art. And at this moment I am so taken with 
Michael Angelo, that after him J have no taste even for nature 
herself, especially as 1 am unable to contemplate her with the 
same eye of genius that he did. Oh, that there were only 
some means of fixing such paintings in my soul ! At any rate, 
I shall bring with me every engraving and drawing of his pic- 
tures or drawings after him that I can lay hold of. 

Then we went to the Loggie^ painted by Eaffaelle, and 
scarcely dare I say that we could not endure to look at 
them. The eye had been so dilated and spoiled by those great 
forms, and the glorious finish of every part, that it was 
not able to foUow the ingenious windings of the Arabesques ; 
and the Scripture histories, however beautiful they were, did 
not stand examination after the former. And yet to see these 
works frequently one after another, and to compare them toge- 
ther at leisure, and without prejudice, must be a source of 
great pleasure, — for at first all sympathy is more or less 
exclusive. 

From hence, under a sunshine, if anything rather too 
warm, we proceeded to the Villa Pamphili, whose beautiful 
gardens are much resorted to for amusement ; and there we 
remained till evening. A large flat meadow, enclosed by long 
ever green oaks and lofty pines, was sown all over with daisies, 
which turned their heads to tlie sun. I now revived my 
botanical speculations, which I had indulged in the other day 
during a walk towards Monte Mario, to the Villa Melini, and 
the Villa Madama. It is very interesting to observe the 
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working of a vigorous unceasing vegetation, which is hero un- 
broken by any severe cold. Here there are no buds : one has 
actually to learn what a bud is. The strawberry-tree {arbutus 
nnedo) is at this season, for the second time, in blossom, while 
its last fruits are just ripening. So also the orange-tree may 
seen in flower, and at tke same time bearing partially and fully 
ripened fruit. (The latter trees, however, if they are not sheltered 
by standii^ between buildings, are, at this season, generally 
covered). As to the cypress, that most “ venerable” of trees, 
when it is old and well grown, it affords maiter enough for 
thought. As soon as possible I shall pay a visit to the Botanical 
Gardens, and hope to add there much to my experience. 
Generally, there is nothing to be compared with the new life 
which the sight of a new country affords to a thoughtful per- 
son. Although I am still the same being, I yet diin k I am 
changed to the very marrow. 

For the present I conclude, and shall perhaps fill the next 
sheet with murders, disorders, earthqu^s, and troubles, 
in order that at any rate my pictures may not be without 
their dark shades. 


Rome, Dec. 3, 1786. 

The weather lately has changed almost every six days. 
Two days quite glorious, then a doubtful one, and after it 
two or three rainy ones, and then again fine weather. I 
endeavour to put each day, according to its nature, to the 
best use. 

And yet these glorious objects are even still like new 
acquaitonces to me. One has not yet lived with them, nor got 
familiar with their peculiarities. Some of them attract us 
with irresistible power, so that for a time one feels indifferent, 
if not unjust, towards all others. Thus, for instance, the Pan- 
theon, the Apollo Belvedere, some colossal heads, and very 
recently the Sistine Chapel, have by turns so won my whole 
heart, that I scarcely saw any thing besides them. But, 
in truth, can man, little as man always is, and accustomed to 
littleness, ever make himself equal to all that here surrounds 
him of the noble, the vast, and the refined ? Even though 
he should in any degree adapt himself to it, then how 
vast is the multitude of objects that immediately press upon 
2b 2 
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Deceynler 5^ 1786 . 

During the few weeks I have been here, I have ab'eady seen 
many strangers come and go, so that I have often wondered at 
the levity with which so many treat these precious monu- 
ments. God be thanked that hereafter none of those birds of 
passage will be able to impose upon me. When in the north 
they shall speak to me of Rome, none of them now will be 
able to excite my spleen, for I also have seen it, and know too, 
in some degree, where I have been. 


December 1786 . 

We have every now and then the finest days possible. The 
rain which falls from time to time has made the grass and 
garden stuffs quite verdant. Evergreens too are to be seen 
here at different spots, so that one scarcely misses the fallen 
leaves of the forest trees. In the gardens you may see 
orange-trees full of fruit, left in the open ground and not 
under cover. 

I had intended to give you a particular accomit of a very 
pleasant trip which we took to the sea, and of our fishing ex- 
ploits, but in the evening poor Moritz, as he was riding 
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home, broke his arm, his horse having sHpped on the smooth 
Roman pavement. This marred all our pleasure, and has 
plunged our little domestic circle in sad affliction. 


Dec, 15, 1786. 

I am heartily delighted that you have taken my sudden 
disappearance just as I wished you should. Pray appease 
for me every one that may have t^en offence at it. I never 
wished to give any one pain, and even now I cannot say 
anything to excuse myself. God keep me from ever afflicting 
my friends with the premises which led me to this conclusion. 

Here I am gradually recovering from my “ salto mortale,’^ 
and studying rather than enjoying myself. Rome is a world, and 
one must spend years before one can become at all acquainted 
with it. How happy do I consider those travellers who can 
take a look at it and go their way! 

Yesterday many of Winckchnann’s letters, which he wrote 
from Italy, fell into my hands. With what emotions did I 
not begin to read them. About this same season, some one and 
thirty years ago, he came hither a still poorer simpleton than 
myself, but then he had such thorough German enthusiasm 
for all that is sterling and genuine, either in antiquity or 
art. How bravely and diligently did he not work his way 
through all difficulties ; and what good does it not do me,— 
the remembrance of such a man in such a place ! 

After the objects of Nature, who in all her parts is true to 
herself and consistent, nothing speaks so loudly as the re- 
membrance of a good intelligent man, — that genuine art which 
is no less consistent and harmonious than herself. Here in 
Rome we feel this right well, where so many an arbitrary' 
caprice has had its day, where so many a folly has immor- 
talized itself by its power and its gold. 

The following passage in Winckelmann s letters to Fran- 
conia particularly pleased me. “ We must look at all the 
objects in Rome with a certain degree of phlegm, or else one 
will be taken for a Frenchman. In Rome, I believe, is the 
high school for all the world, and I also have been purified 
and tried in it.” 

This remark applies directly to my mode of visiting the 
different objects here ; and most certain is it, that out of 



374 


LETTERS FROM ITALY. 


Rome no one can have an idea how one is schooled in Rome. 
One must, so to speak, be new born, and one looks back on 
one’s earlier notions, as a man does on the little shoes, which 
fitted him when a child. The most ordinary man learns 
something here, at least he gains one uncommon idea, even 
though it never should pass into his whole being. 

This letter will reach you in the new year. All good 
wishes for the beginning ; before the end of it we shall see 
one another again, and that will be no little giutification. 
The one that is passing away has been the most important 
of my life. I may now die, or I may tarry a little longer yet ; 
in either case it will be alike well. And now a word or two 
more for the little ones. 

To the children you may either read or tell what follows. 
Here there are no signs of winter. The gardens are planted 
with evergreens ; the sun shines bright and warm ; snow is 
nowhere to be seen, except on the most distant hills towards 
the north. The citron trees, which are planted against the 
garden walls, are now, one after another, covered with reeds, but 
the oranges are allowed to stand quite open. A hundred of the 
very finest fruit may be seen hanging on a single tree, which 
is not, as with us, dwarfed, and planted in a bucket, but stands 
in the earth free and joyous, amidst a long line of brothers. 
The oranges are even now very good, but it is thought they 
will be still finer. 

We were lately at the sea, and had a haul of fish, and 
drew to the light fishes, crabs, and rare univalves of the most 
wonderful shapes conceivable ; also the fish which gives an 
electric shock to all who touch it. 


jRome, Bee. 20, 1786. 

And yet, after all, it is more trouble and care than enjoy- 
ment. llie Regenerator, which is changing me within and 
without, continues to work. I certainly thought that I had 
something really to learn here ; but that I should have to take 
BO low a place in the school, that I must forget so much that 
I had learnt, or rather absolutely unlearn so much,— that I had 
never the least idea of. Now, however, that I am once convinced 
of its necessity, I have devoted myself to the task ; and the more 
I am obliged to renounce my former self, the more delighted I 
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am. I am like an architect who has be^im to build a tower, 
but finds he has laid a bad foundation : he becomes aware of 
the fact betimes, and willingly goes to work to pull down all 
that he has raised above the earth ; having done so, he pro- 
ceeds to enlarge his ground plan, and now rejoices to anti- 
cipate the undoubted stability of his future building. Heaven 
grant that, on my return, the moral consequences may be dis- 
cernible of all that this living in a wider world has effected 
within me. For, in sooth, the moral sense as well as the 
artistic is undergoing a great change. 

Dr. Milliter is here on his return from his tour in Sicily — 
an energetic, vehement man. What objects ho may have, I 
cannot tell. He will reach you in May, and has much to tell 
you. He has been two years travelling in Italy. He is dis- 
gusted with the Italians, who have not paid due respect to 
the weighty letters of recommendation which wore to have 
opened to him many an arcliive, many a private library ; so 
that he is far from having accomplished his object in coming 
here. 

He has collected some beautiful coins, and possesses, ho 
tells me, a manuscript which reduces numismatics to as pre- 
cise a system of characteristics as the Linnocan system of 
botany. Herder, he says, knows still more about it : probably 
a transcript of it will be permitted. To do something of the 
kind is certainly possible, and, if well done, it will be truly 
valuable ; and we must sooner or later enter seriously into this 
branch of learning. 


Rome^ Dec. 25, 1786. 

I am now beginning to revisit the principal sights of Rome : 
in such second views, our first amazement generally dies away 
into more of sympathy and a purer perception of the true value 
of the objects. In order to form an idea of the highest achieve- 
ments of the human mind, the soul must first attain to perfect 
freedom from prejudice and prepossession. 

' Marble is a rare material. It is on this account that the 
„Apollo Belvedere in the original is so infinitely ravishing; for 
that sublime air of youthM freedom and vigour, of never- 
changing juvenescence, which breathes around the marble, at 
once vanishes in the best even of plaster casts. 
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In tlie Palace Kondanini, wliicli is right opposite to our 
lodgings, there is a Medusa-mask, above the size of life, in 
which the attempt to pourtray a lofty and beautiful counte- 
nance in the numbing agony of death has been indescribably 
successful. I possess an excellent cast of it, but the charm 
of the marble remains not. 'Phe noble semi-transparency of 
the yellow stone — approaching almost to the hue of flesh — ^is 
vanished. Compared with it, the plaster of Paris has a chalky 
and dead look. 

And yet how delightful it is to go to a modeller in gypsum, 
and to sec the noble limbs of a statue come out one by one 
from the mould, and thereby to acquire wholly new ideas of 
their shapes. And then, again, by such means all that in 
Home is scattered, is brought together, for the purpose of com- 
parison ; and this alone is of inestimable service. Accordingly, 
I could not resist the temptation to procure a cast of the co- 
lossal head of Jupiter. It stands right opposite to my bed, in 
a good light, in order that I may address my morning devo- 
tions towards it. With all its grandeur and dignity it has, 
however, given rise to one of the funniest interludes possible. 

Our old hostess, when she comes to make my bed, is gene- 
rally followed by her pet cat. Yesterday I was sitting in the 
great hall, and could hear the old woman pursue her avocation 
within. On a sudden, in great haste, and with an excitement 
quite unusual to her, she opens the door, and calls to me to come 
quickly and sec a wonder. To my question what was the 
matter, she replied the cat was saying its prayers. Of the 
animal she had long observed, she told me, that it had as 
much sense as a Christian — ^but this was really a great wonder. 
I hastened to see it with my own eyes ; and it was indeed 
strange enough. ITie bust stood on a high pedestal, and as 
there was a good length of the shoulders, the head stood 
rather high. Now the cat had sprung upon the table, and 
had placed her fore-feet on the breast of the god, and, stretch- 
ing her body to its utmost length, just reached with her muzzle 
his sacred beard, which she was licking most ceremoniously ; 
and neither by the exclamation of the hostess, nor my entrance 
into the room, was she at all disturbed. I left the good dame 
to her astonishment ; and she afterwards accounted for puss’s 
strange act of devotion, by supposing that this sharp-nosed 
cat had caught scent of the grease which had probably been 
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transferred from the mould to the deep lines of the beard, and 
liad there remained. 


29, 1786. 

Of Tischbein I have much to say and to boast. In the first 
place, a thorough and original German, he has made himself 
entirely what he is. In the next place, I must make grateful 
mention of the friendly attentions he has shewn me through- 
out the time of his second stay in Koine. For he has had 
prepared for me a series of copies after the best masters, 
some in black chalk, others in sepia and water colours ; which 
in Germany, when I shall be at a distance from the originals, 
will grow in value, and will serve to remind me of all that is 
rarest and best. 

At the commencement of his career as an artist, when ho 
set up as a portrait painter, Tischbein camQ in contact, 
especially in Munich, with distinguished personages, and in 
his intercourse with them his feeling of art has been strength- 
ened and his views enlarged. 

The second part of the “ Zerstrente Blatter'* (stray leaves) I 
have brought with me hither, and they are doubly welcome. 
What good influence this little book has had on me, even on 
the second perusal. Herder, for his reward, shall be circum- 
stantially informed. Tischbein cannot conceive how anything 
so excellent could ever have been written by one who has 
never been in Italy. 


Dec. 29, 1786. 

In this world of artists one lives, as it were, in a mirrored 
chamber, where, without wishing it, one sees one’s own image 
and those of others continually multiplied. Latterly I have often 
observed Tischbein attentively regarding me ; and now it 
appears that he has long cherished the idea of painting my 
portrait. His design is already settled, and the canvass stretched. 
I am to be drawn of the size of life, enveloped in a white mantle, 
and sitting on a fallen obelisk, viewing the ruins of the Cam- 
pagna di Koma, which are to fill up the background of the 
picture. It will form a beautiful piece, only it will be rather 
too large for our northern habitations. I indeed may again 
crawl into them, but the portrait wiQ never be able to enter 
their doors. 
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Dec. 29, 1786. 

I cannot help observing the great efforts that are constantly 
being made to draw me from my retirement — how the poets 
either read or get their pieces read to me ; and I should be 
bHnd did I not see that it depends only on myself whether I 
aball play a part or not. All this is amusing enough ; for I 
have long since measured the lengths to which one may go in 
Rome. The many little coteries here at the feet of the mis- 
tress of the world strongly remind one occasionally of an ordi- 
nary country town. 

In sooth, things here are much like what they are every 
where else ; and what could be done ivith me and through me 
causes me ennui long before it is accomplished. Here you 
must take up with one party or another, and help them to 
carry on their feuds and cabals ; and you must praise these 
artists and those dilettanti, disparage their rivals, and, above 
all, be pleased with every thing that the rich and great do. 
All these little meannesses, then, for the sake of which one is 
almost ready to leave the world itself, — must I here mix my- 
self up with them, and that too when I have neither interest 
nor stake in them ? No ; I shall go no further than is merely 
necessary to know what is going on, and thus to learn, in 
private, to be more contented with my lot, and to procure for 
myself and others all the pleasure possible in the dear wide 
world. I wish to see Home in its abiding and permanent 
features, and not as it passes and changes with every ten years. 
Had I time, I might wdsh to employ it better. Above all, 
one may study history here quite differently from what one 
can on any other spot. In other places one has, as it were, 
to read oneself into it from without ; here one fancies that he 
reads from within outwards : all arranges itself around you, 
and seems to proceed from you. And this holds good not only of 
Roman history, but also of that of the whole world. From liome 
I can accompany the conquerors on their march to theWeser 
or to the Euphrates ; or, if I wish to be a sight-seeer, I can wait 
in the Via Sacra for the triumphant generals, and in the mean- 
time receive for my support the largesses of com and money ; 
and so take a very comfortable share in all the splendour. 


Rome, Jan. 2, 1787. 

Men may say what they will in favour of a written and 
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oral communication *, it is only in a ^wy lew c*wi 
it is at all adequate, for itne^er can coBEvey tbe true ebaaractet 
of any object soever — ^no, not even of a purely intellectual one. 
But if one has already enjoyed a sure and steady view of the 
object, then one may profitably hear or read about it, for then 
there exists a living impression around which all else may 
arrange itself in the mind ; and then one can think and judge. 
You have often laughed at me, and wished to drive me 
away from the peculiar taste I had for examining stones, 
plants, or animals, from certain theoretical points of view: 
now, however, I am directing my attention to architects, sta- 
tuaries, and painters, and hope to find myself learning some- 
thing even from them. 


Without date. 

After all this I must further speak to you of the state of in- 
decision I am in with regard to my stay in Italy. In my last 
letter I wrote you that it was my purpose immediately after 
Easter to leave Rome, and return home. Until then I shall 
yet gather a few more sheUs from the shore of the great ocean, 
and so my most urgent needs will have been appeased. I am 
now cured of a violent passion and disease, and restored to 
the enjo}Tnent of life, to the enjoyment of history, poetry, and 
of antiquities, and have treasures which it will take me many 
a long year to polish and to finish. 

Recently, however, friendly voices have reached me to the 
effect that I ought not to be in a hurry, but to wait till I can 
return home with still richer gains. From the Dulce, too, I 
have received a very kind and considerate letter, in which he 
excuses me from my duties for an indefinite period, and sets me 
quite at ease with respect to my absence. My mind there- 
fore turns to the vast field which I must otherwise have left 
untrodden. For instance, in the case of coins and cameos, I 
have as yet been able to do nothing. I have indeed begun to 
read Winckelmann’s History of Art, but have passed over 
Egypt ; for, I feel once again, that I must look out before 
me ; and I have done so with regard to Egyptian matters. 
The more we look, the more distant becomes the horizon of 
art ; and he who would step surely, must step slowly. 

I intend to stay here till the Carnival ; and, in the fiwt week 
of Lent, shall set off for Naples, taking Tischbein with me. 
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both because it will be a treat to him, and because, in his 
society, all my enjoyments are more than doubled. I purposi; 
to return hither before Easter, for the sake of the solemnities of 
Passion week. But there Sicily lies— -there below. A journey 
thither requires more preparation, and ought to be taken too 
in the autumn : it must not be merely a ride round it and across 
it, which is soon done, but from which one brings away with 
us in return for our fatigue and money nothing but a simple — 
I have seen it. The best way is to take up one’s quarters, first 
of all, in Palenno, and afterwards in Catania ; and then from 
those points to make fixed and profitable excursions, having 
previously, however, well studied Uiedesel and others on the 
locality. 

If, then, I spend the summer in Rome, I shall set to work to 
study, and to pre])arc myself for visiting Sicily. As I cannot 
well go there before November, and must stay there till over 
December, it will be the spring of 1788 before I can hope to 
get home again. Then, again, I have had before my mind a 
medius terminus. Giving up the idea of visiting Sicily, I have 
thought of spending a part of the summer at Rome, and then, 
after paying a second visit to Florence, getting home by the 
autumn. 

But all these plans l^ave been much perplexed by the news of 
the Duke’s misfortune. Since the letters which informed me 
of this event I have had no rest, and would most like to set off 
at Easter, laden with the fragments of my conquests, and, 
passing quickly through Upper Italy, be in Weimar again by 
June. 

I am too much alone here to decide ; and I write you this long 
story of my whole position, that you may be good enough to sum- 
mon a council of those who love me, and who, being on the spot, 
know the circumstances better than I do. Let them, therefore, 
determine the proper course for me to take, on the supposition 
of what, I assure you, is the fact, that I am myself more dis- 
posed to return than to stay. The strongest tie that holds me 
in Italy is Tischbein. I should never, even should it be my 
happy lot to return a second time to this beautiful land, learn 
so much in so short a time as I have now done in the society 
of this well-educated, highly refined, and most upright man, 
who is devoted to me both body and soul. I cannot now tell 
you how thickly the scales are falling from off my eyes. He who 
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travels by niglit, takes tke davm for day, and a murky day for 
brightness : what will he think, then, when he shall see the 
sun ascending the mid-heaven? For I have hitherto kept 
myself from all the world, which yet is yearning to catch me 
by degrees, and which I, for my part, was not unwilling to 
watch and observe with stealthy glances. 

I have wi'itten to Fritz a joking account of my reception 
into the Arcadia; and indeed it is only a subject of joke, for 
the Institute is really sunk into miserable insignificance. 

Next Monday week Monti’s tragedy is to be acted. He is 
extremely anxious, and not without cause. He has a very 
troublesome public, which requires to be amused from moment 
to moment ; and his piece has no brilliant passages in it. He 
has asked me to go with liiin to his box, and to stand by him 
as confessor in this critical moment. Another is ready to 
translate my “ Iphigcnia another — to do I know not what, in 
honour of me. They are all so divided into parties, and so 
bitter against each other. But my countrymen are so unani- 
mous in my favour,* that if I gave them any encourage- 
ment, and yielded to them in the very least, they would try a 
hundred follies with me, and end with crowning me on the 
Capitol, of which they have already seriously thought — so 
foolish is it to have a stranger and a Protestant to play the 
first part in a comedy. What connexion there is in all this, 
and how great a fool I was to think that it was all intended 
for my honour, — of all this we will talk together one day. 


January 6, 1787. 

I have just come from Moritz, whose arm is healed, and loosed 
from its bandages. It is well set, firm, and he can move it quite 
freely. What during these last forty days I have experienced 
and learned, as nurse, confessor, and private secretary to this 
patient, may prove of benefit to us hereafter. The most pain- 
ful sufferings and the noblest enjoyments went side by side 
throughout this whole period. 

To refresh me, I yesterday had set up in our sitting-room 
a cast of a colossal head of Juno, of which the original is in 
the Villa Ludovisi. This was my first love in Rome ; and now 
I have gained the object of my wishes. No words can give 
the remotest idea of it. It is like one of Homer’s songs. 
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I have, however, deserved the neighbourhood of such good 
society for the future, for I can now tell you that Iphigenia 
is at last finished — i. e. that it lies before me on the table in 
two tolerably concordant copies, of which one will veiy soon 
begin its pilgrimage towards yourself. Receive it with all 
indulgence, for, to speak the truth, what stands on the paper 
is not exactly what I intended ; but still it will convey an idea 
of what was in my mind. 

You complain occasionally of some obscure passages in 
my letters, which allude to tlie oppression, which I suffer in 
the midst of the most glorious objects in the world. With 
all this my fellow traveller, this Grecian princess, has had a 
great deal to do, for she has kept me close at work when I 
wished to be seeing sights. 

I often think of om' worthy friend, who had long determined 
upon a grand tour, which one might well term a voyage of 
discovery. After he had studied and economized several 
years, with a view to this object, ho took it in his head to 
carry away with him the daughter of a noble house, thinking 
it was all one still. 

With no less of caprice, I determined to talce Iphigopia 
with me to Carslbad, I will now briefly enumerate the 
places where I held special converse with her. 

When I had left behind me the Brenner, I took her out of 
my large portmanteau, and placed her by my side. At the 
Lago di Garda, while the strong south wind drove the waves 
on the beach, and where I was at least as much alone as 
my heroine on the coast of Tauris, I drew the first 
outlines, which afterwards I filled up at Verona, Vicenza, 
and Padua ; but above all, and most diligently at V enice. 
After this, however, the work came to a stand-still, for I hit 
upon a new design, viz., of writing an Iphigenia at Delphi, 
which I should have immediately carried into execution, but 
for the distractions of my young, and for a feeling of duty 
towards the older piece. 

In Rome, however, I went on with it, and proceeded with 
tolerable steadiness. Every evening before I went to sleep 
I propped myself for my morning’s task, which was resumed 
immediately I awoke. My way of proceeding was quite 
simple. I calmly wrote down the piece, and tried the melody 
line by line, and period by period. What has been thus 
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produced, you shall soon judj'e of. For my part, doino^ this 
work, I have leanit more than I have done. With the piece 
itself there shall follow some fm-ther remarks. 


Jan. 6, 1787. 

To speak a^ain of church matters, I must tell you that on 
the night of Christmas-day we wandered about in troops, and 
visited all the churches where solemn services were being per- 
formed ; one especially was visited, because of its organ and 
music. The latter was so arranged, that in its tones nothing 
belonging to pastoral music Avas wanting — neither the singing 
of the shepherds, nor the twittering of birds, nor the bleating 
of sheep. 

On Christmas-day I saw the Pope and the whole consistory in 
S. Peter’s, where Le celebrated high mass partly before and 
partly from his throne. It is of its kind an unequalled sight, 
splendid and dignified enough, but I have grown so old in my 
Protestant Diogenism, that this pomp and splendoui’ revolt 
more than they attract me. I, like my pious forefathers, am dis- 
posed to say to these spiritual conquerors of the world, “ Hide 
not from me the sun of higher art and purer humanity.” 

Yesterday, which was the PVast of Epiphany, I saw and 
heard mass celebrated after the Greek rite. Tlie ceremonies 
appeared to me more solemn, more severe, more suggestive, 
and yet more popular than the Latin. 

But there, too, I also felt again that I am too old for any- 
thing, except for truth alone. Their ceremonies and operatic 
music, their gyrations and ballet-like movements— it all 
passes off from me like water from an oilskin cloak. A work 
of nature, however, like that of a Sunset seen from the 
Villa Madonna— a work of art, like my much honoured Juno, 
makes a deep and vivid impression on me. 

And now I must ask you to congratulate me Avith regard to 
theatrical matters. Next week seven theatres will be oj)ened. 
Anfossi himself is here, and will act “ Alexander in India.” 
A CjTus also Avill be represented, and the “Taking of 
Troy” as a ballet. That assuredly must be something for 
the children! 
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Itome^ Jan, 10, 1787. 

Hero, then, comes the “child of sorrows,” for this sur- 
name is due to “ Iphigenia” in more than one sense. On the 
occasion of my reading it out to our artists, I put a mark 
against several lines, some of which I have in ray opinion 
improved, but others I have allowed to stand — perhaps Herder 
will cross a few of them with his pen. 

The true cause of my having for many years preferred 
prose for my works, is the great uncertainty in which our 
prosody fluctuates, in consequence of which many of my 
judicious, learned friends and fellow artists have left many 
things to taste, a course, however, which was little favour- 
able to the establisliing of any certain standard. 

I should never have attempted to translate “ Iphigenia” 
into iambics, had not Moritz’s prosody shone upon me like a 
star of light. My conversation with its author, especially 
during his confinement from his accident, has still more en- 
lightened me on the subject, and I would recommend my 
friends to think favourably of it. 

It is somevvhat singular, that in our language we have but 
very few syllables which are decidedly long or short. With all 
the others, one proceeds as • taste or caprice may dictate. 
Now Moritz, after much draught, has hit upon the idea that 
there is a certain order of rank among our syllables, and that 
the one which in sense is more emphatic is long as compared 
with the less significant, and makes the latter short, but on the 
otlier hand, it does in its turn become short, whenever it 
comes into the neighbourhood of another which possesses 
greater weight and emphasis than itself. Here, then, is at 
least a rule to go by : and even though it does not decide the 
whole matter, still it opens out a path by which one may hope 
to get a little further. I have often allowed myself to be 
influenced by these rules, and generally have found my ear 
agreeing with them. 

As I formerly spoke of a public reading, I must quietly 
tell you how it passed off. These young men accustomed to 
those earlier vehement and impetuous pieces, expected some- 
thing after the fashion of Berlichingen, and could not so well 
make out the calm movement of “ Iphigenia,” and yet the 
nobler and purer passages did not M pf effect. Tischbein, 
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wlio also could hardly reconcile himself to this entire absence of 
passion, produbed a pretty illustration or symbol of the work. 
He illustrated it by a sacrifice, of which the smoke, home down 
by a light breeze, descends to the earth, while the freer flame 
strives to ascend on high. The drawing was very pretty and 
significant. I have the sketch still by me. And thus the 
work, which I thought to despatch in no time, has employed, 
hindered, occupied, and tortured me a full quarter of a year. 
This is not the first time that I have made an important 
task a mere by-work ; but we will on that subject no longer 
indulge in fancies and disputes. 

I inclose a beautiful cameo, — a lion with a gad-fly buzzing 
at his nose ; this seems to have been a favourite subject with 
the ancients, for they have repeated it very often. I should like 
you firom this time forward to seal your letters with it, in 
order that through this (little) trifle an echo of art may, as 
it were, reverberate from you to me. 


Rome^ Jan. 13, 1787. 

How much have I to say each day, and how sadly am 1 pre- 
vented, either byaniusement or occupation, from committing 
to paper a single sage remark! And then again, the fine 
days when it is better to be anywhere rather than in one’s 
room, which, without stove or chimney, receive us only to 
sleep or to discomfort ! Some of the incidents of the last week, 
however, must not be left unrecorded. 

In the Palace Giustiniani there is a Minerva, which claims 
my undivided homage. Winckelmann scarcely mentions it, 
and, at any rate, not in the right place ; and I feel myself 
quite unworthy to say anything about it. As we contem- 
plated the image, and stood gazing at it a long time, the 
wife of the keeper of the collection said — ^’I’his must have once 
been a holy image; and the English, who happen to be of 
this religion, arc still accustomed to pay worship to it by 
kissing this hand of it, (which in truth was quite white, 
while the rest of the statue was brownish). She further told 
us, that a lady of this religion had been there not long before, 
and, throwing herself on her knees before the statue, had 
regularly offered prayer to it ; and I, she said, as a Christian, 
could not help smiling at so strange an action, and was 
VoL. II. 2 c 
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oblijjed to run out of tlie room, lest I should bui-st out into a 
loud laugh before her lace. As I was unwilling to move from 
the statue, she asked me if my beloved was at all lilce the 
statue that it charmed me so much. The good dame knew of 
nothing besides devotion or love ; but of the pure admira- 
tion for a glorious piece of man’s handiwork, — of a mere 
sympathcitic vtmeration for the creation of the human intel- 
lect, she could form no idea. We rejoiced in that noble 
Englishwoman, and went away witli a longing to turn our 
steps back again, and I shall certainly soon go once more 
thither. If my friends wish for a more j)articular descrip- 
tion, let them read what Winckelmann says of the high style 
of art among the Greeks ; unfortmuitely, however, he does 
not adduce this Minerva as an illustration. But if I do not 
gi’eatly en-, it is, nevertheless, of this high and severe style, 
since it passes into the beautiful, — it is, as it were, a bud tliat 
opens, — and so a Minerva, whose character this idea of tran- 
sition so well suits. 

Now for a spectacle of a diffc'rcnt kind. On the feast of 
the Three Kings, or the Commemoration of Christ's manifes- 
tation to the Gentiles, wo jiaid a visit to the Propaganda. 
Tliere, in the presence of three cardinals and a large audience, 
an essay was first of all delivered, which treated of the place 
in which the Virgin ISIary received the three Miigi, — in the 
stable, — or if not, where? Next, some Latin verses were 
read on similar subjects, and after this a series of about 
thirty scholars came forward, one by one, and read a little 
piece of poetry in their native tongues; Malabar, Epirotio, 
Ihirkish, Moldavian, Hellenic, Persian, Colchian, Hebrew, 
Arabic, SjTian, Coptic, Saracenic, Armenian, Erse, Mada- 
gassic, Icelandic, Bohemian, Greek, Isam'ian, iEthiopic, 
&o. The poems seemed for the most part to be composed in 
the national syllabic mcasm'c, and to be delivered with the 
vernacular declamation, for most barbaric rhythms and tones 
occurred. Among them the Greek sounded like a star in the 
night. 'Hie unditory laughed most unmercifully at the 
strange sounds; and so this representation also became a 
farce. 

And now (before concluding) a little anecdote, to show 
with what levity holy things ai*e treated in Holy Rome. The 
deceased cardinal, Albani, was once present at one of those 
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festal meetings which I have just been describing. One of 
the scholars, with his face turned towards the Cardinals, 
began in a strange pronunciation, Gmja ! Gnqja ! so that it 
sounded something like canaglia! camglia! The Cardinal 
turned to his brothers with a whisper, “ He knows us at 
any rate.’’ 


January 13, 1787. 

IIow much has Winekelmaim done, jind yet how much 
reason has he loft us to wash that he liad done still more. 
With the materials wdiieh he had collected he built quickly, 
in order to reach the roof. Were he still living, he would 
be the first to give us a re-cast of his groat work. What 
further obs(*rvations, wdiat corrections would he not have 
made — to what good use would lu; not have put all that others , 
following his owm principles, hav(^ observc'd and ('fli'cted. 
And, besides, Cardinal Albani is dead, out of respect to 
whom he has w'rittcn much ; and, perhaps, concealed much. 


January 15, 1787. 

And so then, “ Aristodemo” has at last been acted, and 
with good success too, and the greatest apjdausc; as the 
Abbate Monti is related to the house of the Nepote, and is 
highly esteemed among the higher orders : from these, there- 
fore, all was to be hoped for. The boxes indeed were but 
sparing in their plaudits ; as for the pit, it was won from the 
very first, by the beautiful language of the poet and the 
appropriate recitation of the actors, and it omitted no 
opportunity of testifying its approbation. The bench of the 
German artists distinguished itself not a little ; and this time 
they w'ere quite in place, though it is at all times a little 
overloud. 

The author himself remained at liome, full of anxiety for 
the success of the piece. From act to act favourable def> 
patches arrived, which changed his fear into the greatest 
joy. Now there is no lack of repetitions of the representa- 
tion, and all is on the best track. Thus, by the most 
opposite things, if only each has the merit it claims, the 
favour of the multitude, as well as of the connoisseur, may 
be won. 


2c 2 
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But the acting was in the highest degree meritorious, and 
the chief actor, who appears throughout the piece, spoke and 
acted cleverly,— one could almost fancy one of the ancient 
Caesars was marching before us. They had veiy judiciously 
transferred to their stage dresses the costume which, in the 
statue, strikes the spectator as so dignified ; and one saw at 
once that the actor had studied the antique. 


January 18, 1787. 

Rome is threatened with a great artistic loss. The King 
of Naples has ordered the Hercules Farnese to be brought to 
his palace. The news has made all the artists quite sad ; 
however, on this occasion, we shall see something which was 
hidden from our forefathers. 

The aforesaid statue, namely, from the head to the knee, 
with the lower part of the feet, together with the sockle on 
which it stood, were found within the Farnesian domain, but 
the legs from the knee to the ancle were wanting, and had 
been supplied by Giuglielmo Porta ; on these it had stood since 
its discovery to the present day. In the mean time, how- 
ever, the genuine old legs were found in the lands of th« 
Borghesi, and were to be seen in their villa. 

Recently, however, the Prince Borghese has achieved a 
victory over himself, and has made a present of these costly 
relics to the King of Naples. The legs by Porta are being 
removed, and the genuine ones replaced; and every one is 
promising himself, however well contented he has been 
hitherto with the old, quite a new treat, and a more harmo- 
nious enjoyment. 


Rome^ January 18, 1787. 

Yesterday, which was the fekival of the Holy Abbot S. 
Antony, we had a merry day ; the weather was the finest in 
the world; though there had been a hard frost during the 
night, the day was bright and warm. 

One may remark, that all religions which enlarge their 
worship or their speculations must at last come to this, 
of making the brute creation in some degree partakers of 
spiritual favours. S. Anthony, — Abbot or Bishop, — ^is the 
patron Saint of all four-footed creatures; his festival is a kind 
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of Satumalian holiday for the otherwise oppressed beasts, and 
also for their keepers and drivers. All the gentry must on 
this day either remain at home, or else be content to travel 
on foot. And there are no lack of fearful stories, which tell 
how unbelieving masters, who forced their coachmen to drive 
them on this day, were punished by suffering great calamities. 

The church of the Saint lies in so wide and open a district, 
that it might almost be called a desert. On this day, however, 
it is full of life and fun. Horses and mules, with their manes 
and tails prettily, not to say gorgeously, decked out with 
ribbons, are brought before the little chapel, (which stands 
at some distance from the church,) where a priest, armed 
with a brush, and not sparing of the holy water, which stands 
before him in buckets and tubs, goes on sprinkling the lively 
creatures, and often plays them a roguish trick, in order to make 
them start and frisk. Pious coachmen offer their wax-tapers, of 
larger or smaller size ; the masters send alms and presents, 
in order that the valuable and useful animals may go safely 
through the coming year witliout hurt or accidents. The 
donkics and horned cattle, no less valuable and useful to their 
owners, have, likewise, their modest share in this blessing. 

Afterwards we delighted ourselves with a long walk under 
a delicious sky, and surrounded by the most interesting 
objects, to which, however, we this time paid very little 
attention, but gave full scope and rein to joke and mer- 
riment. 


Rome, January 19, 1787. 

So then the great king, whose glory filled the world, who.se 
deeds make him worthy even of the Papists’ paradise, has 
departed this life, and gone to converse with heroes like him- 
self in the realm of shades. Hot^ disposed does one fed to 
sit still when such an one is gone to his rest. 

This has been a very good day. First of all we visited a 
part of the Capitol, which we had predously neglected ; then 
we crossed the Tiber, and drank some Spanish wine on 
board a ship which had just come into port : — it was on this 
spot that Romulus and l^mus are said to have been found. 
Thus keeping, as it were, a double or treble festival, we 
revelled in the inspiration of art, of a mild atmosphere, and 
of antiquarian reminiscences. 
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January 1787. 

What at first furnishes a hearty enjoyment, when we take 
it superfieially only, often weighs on ns afterwards most 
oppressively, when we see that without solid knowledge the 
true delight must be missed. 

As regards anatomy, I am pretty well prepared, and I have, 
not without some labour, gained a tolerable knowledge of the 
human frame ; for the continual examination of the ancient 
statues is continually stimulating one to a more perfect under- 
standing of it. In oui’ Medico Chirurgical Anatomy, little 
more is in view than an acquaintance with the several parts, 
and for this purpose the sorriest picture of the muscles may 
serve very well ; but in Rome the most exquisite parts would 
not even be noticed, unless as helping to make a noble and 
beautiful form. 

In the great Lazaretto of San Spirito there has been pre- 
pared for the use of the artists a very fine anatomical figure, 
displaying the whole muscular system. Its beauty is really 
amazing. It might pass for some flayed demigod, — even a 
Marsyas. 

Thus, after the example of the ancients, men here study 
the human skeleton, not merely as an artistically arranged 
series of bones, but rather for the sake of the ligaments with 
which life and motion are carried on. 

When now I tell you, that in the evening we also study 
perspective, it must be pretty plain to you that we are not 
idle. With all our studies, however, we are always hoping 
to do more than we ever accompHsli. 


Rome^ January 22, 1787. 

’ Of the artistic sense of Germans, and of their artistic life, 
of these one may well say, — One hears sounds, but tliey are 
not in unison. When now I bethink myself what glorious 
objects are in my neighbourhood, and how little I have pro- 
fited by them, I am almost tempted to despair; but then 
again I console myself with my promised return, when I 
hope to be able to imderstand these master-pieces, around 
which now I go groping miserably in the dark, 

But, in fact, even in Rome itself, there is but Uttle pro- 
vision made for one who earnestly wishes to study art as a 
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whole. He must patch it up and put it together for himself out 
of endless but still gorgeously rich mins. No doubt but few 
only of those who visit Home, arc purely and earnestly desi- 
rous to see and to learn things rightiy and thoroughly. They 
all follow, more or less, their own fancies and conceits, and 
this is observed by all alike who attend upon the strangers. 
Every guide has his own object, every one has his own 
dealer to recommend, his own artist to favour; and why 
should he not? for does not the inexperienced at once 
prize, as most excellent, whatever may be presented to him 
as such ? 

It would have been a great benefit to the study of art — indeed 
a peculiarly rich museum might have been formed — if the 
government, (whose permission even at present must be 
obtained before any piece of antiquity can be remov'cd from 
the city,) had on such occasions invariably insisted on casts 
being delivered to it of the objects removed. Besides, if 
any Pope had established such a rule, before long every one 
would have opposed all further removals ; for in a few years 
people woxild have been frightened at the number and value 
of the treasures thus carried off, for which, even now, per- 
mission can only be obtained by secret influence. 


January 22^ 1787, 

The representation of the “Aristodemo” has stimulated, in 
an especial degree, the patriotism of our German artists, which 
before was far from being asleep. They never omit an occasion 
to speak well of my “ Iphigcnia some passages have from 
time to time been again called for, and I have found myself 
at last compelled to a second reading of the whole. And 
thus also I have discovered many passages which went off 
the tongue more smoothly than they look on the paper. 

The favorable report of it has at last sounded oven in the 
ears of Reiffenstein and Angelica, who entreated that I should 
produce my work once more for their gratification. I begged, 
however, for a brief respite, though I was obliged to describe to 
them, somewhat circumstantially, the plan and movement of 
the plot. The description won the approbation of these person- 
ages more even than I could have hoped for; and Signor 
Zucchi also, of whom I least of all expected it, evinced a warm 
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and liberal sympathy with the piece. The latter circumstance, 
however, is easily accounted for by the fact that the drama 
approximates very closely to the old and customary form of 
Greek, French, and Italian tragedy, which is most agree- 
able to every one whose taste has not been spoilt by the teme- 
rities of the English stage. 


Jan. 25, 1787. 

It becomes every day more difficult to fix the termination 
of my stay in Rome ; just as one finds the sea continually 
deeper the further one sails on it, so it is also with the exa- 
mination of this city. 

It is impossible to understand the present without a know- 
ledge of the past ; and to compare the two, requires both time 
and leism*e. The very site of the city carries us back to the 
time of its being founded. We see at once that no great 
people, under a wise leader, settled here from its wanderings, 
and with w’ise forecast laid the foundations of the seat of future 
empire. No powerful prince would ever have selected this spot 
as well suited for the habitation of a colony. No ; herdsmen 
and vagabonds first prepared here a dwelling for themselves : 
a couple of adventurous youths laid the foundation of the 
palaces of the masters of the world on the hill at whose foot, 
amidst the marshes and the silt, they had defied the officers 
of law and justice. Moreover, the seven hills of Rome are not 
elevations above the land which lies beyond them, but merely 
above the Tiber and its ancient bed, which afterwards became 
the Campus Martins. If the coming spring is favourable to 
my making wider excursions in the neighbourhood, I shall 
be able to describe more fully the unfavourable site. Even 
now I feel the most heartfelt sympathy with the grief and 
lamentation of the women of Alba whey they saw their city 
destroyed, and were forced to leave its beautiful site, the 
choice of a wise prince and leader, to share the fogs of the 
Tiber, and to people the miserable Ccclian hill, from which 
their eyes still fell upon the paradise they had been drawn 
from. 

I know as yet but little of the neighbourhood, but I am 
perfectly *convinced that no city of the ancient world was 
■worse situated than Rome : no wonder, then, if the Romans, 
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as soon as they had swallowed up all the neighbouring states, 
went out of it, and, with their villas, returned to the noble 
sites of the cities they had destroyed, in order to live and to 
enjoy life. 


Rome, Jan. 25, 1787. 

It suggests a very pleasing contemplation to think how 
many people are living here in retiremej^t, calmly occupied 
with their several tastes and pursuits. In the house of a 
clergyman, who, without any particular natural talent, has 
nevertheless devoted himself to the arts, we saw most interest- 
ing copies of some excellent paintings which he had imitated 
in miniature. His most successful attempt was after the Last 
Supper of Leonardo da Vinci. The moment of time is when 
the Lord, who is sitting familiarly at supper with his disciples, 
utters the awful words, “ One of you shall betray me.” 

Hopes are entertained that he will allow an engraving to 
be taken either of this or of another copy, on which he is at 
present engaged. It wiU be indeed a rich present to give to 
the great public a faithful imitation of this gem of art. 

A few days since I visited, at the Trinita de* Monte, Father 
Jacquier, a Franciscan. He is a Frenchman by birth, and 
well knoAvn by his mathematical writings ; and although far 
advanced in years, is still very agreeable and intelligent. He 
has been acquainted with all the most distinguished men of 
his day, and has even spent several months with Voltaire, who 
had a great liking for him. 

I have also become acquainted with many more of 
such good, sterling men, of whom countless numbers are 
to be found here, whom, however, a sort of professional mis- 
trust keeps estranged from each other. The book-trade fur- 
nishes no point of union, and literary novelties are seldom 
fruitful ; and so it befits the solitary to seek out the hermits. 
For since the acting of “Ari8todemo,”in whose favour we made 
a very lively demonstration, I have been again much sought 
after. But it was quite clear I was not sought for my own 
sake ; it was always with a view to strengthen a party — to 
use me as an instrument ; and if I had been willing to come 
forward and declare my side, I also, as a phantom, should for 
a time have played a short part. But now, since they see that 
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nothing is to be made of me, they let me pass ; and so I go 
steadily on my own way. 

Indeed, my existence has lately taken in some ballast, which 
gives it the necessary gravity. I do not now frigliten myself 
with the spectres which used so often to play before my eyes. 
Be, therefore, of good heart. You will keep me above water, 
and draw me back again to you. 


Rome, Jan. 28, 1787. 

Two considerations which more or less affect every thing, 
and which one is compelled at eveiy^ moment to give way to, 
I must not foil to set down, now that they have become quite 
clear to me. 

First of all, then, the vast and yet merely fragmentary riches 
of this city, and eacli single object of art, is constantly suggest- 
ing the question. To what date does it owe its existence.^ 
Winckelmann urgently calls upon us to separate epochs, to dis- 
tinguish the different styles which the several masters employed, 
and the way in which, in the course of time, they gradually per- 
fected them, and at last coiTupted them again. Of the necessity 
of so doing, every real friend of art is soon thoroughly convinced. 
We all acknowledge the justice and the importance of the 
requisition. But now, how to attain to this conviction ? How- 
ever clearly and correctly the notion itself may be conceived, 
yet -without long preparatory labours there will always be a, 
degree of vagueness and obscurity as to the particular appli- 
cation. A sure eye, strengthened by many years’ exercise, is 
above all else neccssaiy. Here hesitation o^ reserve are of no 
avail. Attention, however, is now directed to this point ; and 
every one who is in any degree in earnest seems convinced 
that in this domain a sure judgment is impossible, imless 
it has been formed by historical study. 

The second consideration refers exclusively to the arts of 
the Greeks, and endeavours to ascertain how those inimitable 
artists proceeded in their successfrd attempts to evolve from 
the human form their system of divine types, which is so per- 
fect and complete, diat neither any leading chameter nor any 
intermediate shade or transition is wonting. For my part, I 
cannot withhold the conjecture that they proceeded according 
to the same laws that Nature works by, and which I am endea- 
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vouring to discover. Only, tiicre is in MMUllf WWI 
besides, which it is impos^ble to cipiie». 


Rome, Feb, 2, 1787. 

Of the beauty of a walk through Rome by moonlight it is 
impossible to form a conception, without having f^itnessed it. 
All single objects are swallowed up by the great masses of 
light and shade, and nothing but grand and genei-al outlines 
present themselves to the eye. For three several days we 
have enjoyed to the full the brightest and most glorious of 
nights. Peculiarly beautiful at such a time is the Coliseum. 
At night it is always closed; a hemiit dwells in a little 
shrine within its range, and beggars of all kinds nestle 
beneath its crumbling arches : the latter had lit a tire on the 
arena, and a gentle wind bore down the smoke to tlie ground, 
so that the lower portion of the ruins was quite hid by it, 
while above the vast walls stood out in deeper darloiess 
before the eye. As we stopped at the gate to contemplate 
the scene through the iron gratings, the moon shone brightly 
in the heavens above. Presently the smoke found its way iip 
the sides, and through every chink and opening, while the 
moon lit it up like a cloud. The sight was c.\cccdingly glo- 
rious. In such a light one ought also to see the Pantheon, 
the Capitol, the Portico of St. Peter’s, and the other grand 
streets and squares: — Jind thus sun and moon, like the human 
mind, have quite a different work to do here from elsewhere, 
where the vastest and yet the most elegant of masses present 
themselves to their rays. 


Rome, Feh, 13, 1787. 

I must mention a trifling fall of luck, even though it is but 
a little one. However, all luck, whether great or little, is of 
one kind, and always brings a joy with it. Near the Trinita 
de’ Monte the ground has been lately dug up to fonn a foun- 
dation for the new Obelisk, and now the whole of this region 
is choked up with the ruins of the Gardens of Lucullus, which 
subsequently became the property of the Emperors. My pomi- 
quier was passing early one morning by the spot, and found in 
riie pile of earth a flat piece of burnt clay, with some figures on it. 
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Having washed it, he showed it to me. I eagerly secured 
the treasure. It is not quite a hand long, and seems to liave 
been part of the stem of a great key. Two old men stand 
before an altar ; they are of the most beautiful workmanship, 
and I am uncommonly delighted with my new acquisition. 
Were they on a cameo, one would greatly like to use it as a 
seal. 

I have by me a collection also of many other objects, and 
none is worthless or unmeaning, — ^for that is impossible ; here 
everything is instructive and significant. But my dearest 
ti’casure, however, is oven that which I carry with me in my 
soul, and which, every growing, is capable of a still greater 
growth. 


Home^ Feh 15, 1787. 

Before departing for Naples, I could not get off from 
another public reading of my “ Iphigenia.” Madam Angelica 
and Ilofrath Rciffenstein were the auditory, and even Signor 
ISucchi had solicited to be present, because it was the wish of 
his spouse. While it was reading, however, he worked away 
at a great architectural plan— for he is very skilful in executing 
drawings of this kind, and especially the decorative parts. lie 
went with Clerisseauto Dalmatia, and was the associate of all his 
labours, drawing the buildings and ruins for the plates, which 
the latter published. In this occupation he learned so much 
of perspective and effect, that in his old days he is able to 
amuse himself on paper in a very rational manner. 

The tender soul of Angelica listened to the piece with in- 
credible profoundness of sympathy. She promised me a 
drawing of one of the Scenes, which I am to keep in re- 
membrance of her. And now, just as I am about to quit 
Rome, I begin to feel myself tenderly attached to these kind- 
hearted people. It is a source of mingled feelings of pleasure 
and regret to know that people are sorry to part with you. 


Rome, Feh. 16, 1787. 

The safe arrival of “ Iphigcnia” has been announced to me 
in a most cheering and agreeable way. On my way to the 
Opera, a letter from a well-known hand was brought to me, 
—this time doubly welcome, since it was sealed with the 
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a place among tLe strange faces Letuea^K fhe gjttil aiiMimi« 
At this moment 1 fe\t my wM drwm so eVose to my Irkttik 
that I could almost Lave sprung forward to embrace them. 
From my Lcart I tLank you even for Laving simply menrioned 
the arrival of tLe “Iptgenia,” may your next be accom- 
panied witL a few kind words of approval. 

Inclosed is the list of those among whom I wish the copies 
which I am to expect from Gosehe to be distributed; for 
although it is with me a perfect matter of indifference how 
the public may receive these matters, still I hope by them 
to fiunish slight gratification to my friends at least. 

One undertakes too much. When I think on my last four 
volumes together, I become almost giddy — I am obliged to 
think of them separately, and then the fit passes off. 

I should perhaps have done better had I kept my first 
resolution to send these things one by one into the world, and 
so undertake with fresh vigour and courage the now subjects 
which have most recently awakened my sympathy. Should 
I not, perhaps, do better were I to write the “ Iphigenia at 
Delphi,” instead of amusing myself with my fanciful sketches 
of ” Tasso.” However, I have bestowed upon the latter too 
much of my thoughts to give it up, and let it fall to the 
gi’ound. 

I am sitting in the ante-room near the chimney, and the 
warmth of a foe, for once well fed, gives me courage to com- 
mence a fresh sheet, for it is indeed a glorious thing to be 
able, with our newest thoughts, to reach into the distance, 
and by words to convey thither an idea of one’s immediate 
state and circumstances. The weather is right glorious, the 
days arc sensibly lengthening, the laurels and box arc in 
blossom, as also are the alraond-trecs. Early this morning I 
was delighted with a strange sight; I saw in the distance tall, 
pole-like trees, covered over and over with the loveliest 
violet flowers. On a closer examination I found it was the 
plant known in our hothouses as the Judas-tree, and to bota- 
nists as the “ cercts stliguastrum.*^ Its papilionaceous violet 
blossoms are produced directly from out of the stem. The 
stakes which I saw had been lopped last winter, and out of 
their bark well-shaped and deeply-tinted flowers were bursting 
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by thousands. The daisies arc also springing out of the ground 
as thick as ants ; the crocus and the pheasant’s eye are more 
rare, but even on this accomit more rich and ornamental. 

What pleasures and what lessons will not the more southern 
land impart to me, and what new results will arise to me 
from them! With the things of nature it is as with tliosc of 
art ; much as is written about them, every one who secs them 
forms them into new combinations for himself. 

When I think of Naples, and indeed of Sicily,— when I 
read their history, or look at views of them, it strikes mo as 
singular that it should be even in these paradises of the world 
that the volcanic mountains manifest themselves so violently, 
for thousands of years alarming and confounding their inha- 
bitants. 

But I willingly drive out of my head the expectation of 
those much-prized scenes, in order that they may not lessen 
my enjoyment of the capital of the whole world before I 
leave it. 

For the last fourteen days I have been moving about from 
morning to night ; I am raking up everything I have not yet 
seen. I am also viewing for a second or even a third time all 
the most important objects, and they arc all ai’ranging them- 
selves in tolerable order within my mind : for while the 
chief objects are taking their right places, there is space and 
room between them for many a less important one. My 
enthusiasm is purifying itself, and becoming more decided, 
and now at last my mind can rise to the height of the 
gi’eatest and purest creations of art with calm admiration. 

In my situation one is t('mpted to envy the artist who, by 
copies and imihitions of some kind or other can, as it were, 
come near to those great conceptions, and can grasp them 
better than one who merely looks at and reflects upon them. 
In the end, how’cvcr, every one feels he must do his best ; and 
so I set all the sails of my intellect, in the hope of getting 
round this coast. 

The stove is at present thoroughly waim, and piled up with 
excellent coals, which is seldom the case with us, as no one 
scarcely has time or inclination to attend to the fire two 
whole hours togetlier; I will therefore avail myself of this 
agi’ceable temperature to rescue from my tablets a few notes 
which are almost obliterated. 
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On the 2n(l of Februa^ we attended tlie ci'reraonj' of 
blessing the tapers iu the Sistine chapel. I was in anything 
but a good humour, and shortly went off again with my 
friends ; for I tliought to myself those are the very candles 
which, for these three hmidi*cd years, have b(jen dimming 
those noble paintings, and it is tludr smoke which, with priestly 
impudence, not merely hangs in clouds around the only sun 
of art, but from year to year obscures it more and more, and 
will at last envelop it in totid darkness. 

Wo therefore sought the free air, and after a long walk 
came upon S. OnolHo's, in a corner of which Tasso is i)uricd. 
In the library of the monaster)' there is a bust of him, the 
face is of wax, and I please myself with fancying that it was 
taken after death : although the lines have lost some of their 
sharpness, and it is in some parts injured, still on the whole 
it serves better than any other I have yet seen to convey an 
idea of a talented, sensitive, and rt'finedbut reserved character. 

So much for this time. 1 must now turn to glorious 
Volckmaim's 2nd part, which contains Jlomc', and which 1 
have not yet seen. Before I shirt for Naples, tlu' harvest 
must be lioused; good d.iys are coming for binding the 
.sheaves. 


Rome, Felh \1, 1787. 

The weather is incredibly and inexpressibly beautiful ; for 
the whole of February, with the exception of four rainy days, 
a pure bright sky, and the days towards noon almost too warm. 
One is tempted out into the open air, and if till lately one 
spent all one's time in the (hty among gods and heroes, the 
country has now all at once resumed its rights, and one can 
scarcely tear oneself from the surrounding scenes, lit up as 
they are with the most glorious days. Many a time does the 
remcrabraiice come across me how our northeni artists labour 
to gain a charm from thatched roofs and ruined towers — 
how' tliey turn round and round every bush and bourne, and 
crumbling rock, in the hope of catching some picturesque 
effect ; and I have been quite surprised at myself, when I hnd 
these things from habit still retaining a hold upon me. Be 
this as it may, however, within these last fourteen da}’8 I 
have plucked up a little courage, and, sketch-book in hand, 
have w’andered up and dowm the hollows and heights of the 
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neighbouring villas, and, without much consideration, have 
sketched off a few little objects characteristically southern 
and Roman, and am now trying (if good luck will come to 
my aid) to give them the requisite lights and shades. 

It is a singular fact, that it is easy enough to clearly sec 
and to acknowledge what is good and the excellent, but that 
when one attempts to make them one’s own, and to grasp 
them, somehow or other they slip away, as it were, from 
between one’s fingers ; and we apprehend them, not by the 
standard of the true and right, but in accordance with our 
previous habits of thought and tastes. It is only by constant 
practice that we can hope to improve ; but where am I to find 
time and a collection of models ? Still I do feel myself a 
little improved by the sincere and earnest efforts of the last 
fourteen days. 

The artists are ready enough with their hints and instruc- 
tions, for I am quick in apprehending them. But then the 
lesson so quickly learnt and understood, is not so easily put 
in practice. To apprehend quickly is, forsooth, the attribute 
of the mind, but coiTcctly to execute that, requires the prac- 
tice of a life. 

And yet the amateur, however weak may be his efforts at 
imitation, need not be discouraged. The few lines w'hich I 
scratch upon the paper often hastily, seldom correctly fiicilitate 
any conception of sensible objects ; for one advances to an idea 
more surely and more steadily the more accurately and pre- 
cisely he considers individual objects. 

Only it will not do to measure oneself with artists ; every 
one must go on in his own style. For Nature has made pro- 
vision for all her children ; the meanest is not hindered in its 
existence even by that of the most excellent. “ A little man 
is still a man and with this remark, we will let tlie matter 
drop. 

I have seen the sea twice— -first the Adriatic, then the 
[Mediterranean, but only just to look at it. In Naples we 
hope to become better acquainted with it. All within me 
seems suddenly to urge me on : why not sooner — why not 
at a less sacrifice ? How many thousand things, many quite 
new and for the first time, should I not have had to commu- 
nicate ! 
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Evening^ after the follies of the Carnival. 

I am sorry to go away and leave Moritz alone ; he is going 
on well, but when he is left to himself, he immediately shuts 
himself up and is lost to the world. I have therefore exhorted 
him to write to Herder: the letter is enclosed. I should wish for 
an answer, which may be serviceable and helpful to him. 
He is a strange good fellow ; he would have been far more so, 
had he occasionally met with a friend, sensible and afibc- 
tionate enough to enlighten him as to his true state. At 
present he could not form an acquaintance likely to be more 
blessed to him than Herder’s, if permitted frequently to write 
to him. He is at this moment engaged on a very laudable 
antiquarian attempt, which well deserves to bo encouraged : 
Friend Herder could scarcely bestow his cares better nor 
sow his good advice in a more grateful soil. 

The great portrait of myself which Tischbein has taken in 
hand begins already to stand out from the canvass. The 
painter has employed a clever statuary to make him a little 
model in clay, which is elegantly draperied with the mantle ; 
with this he is working away diligently, for it must, he 
says, be brought to a certain point before we set out for 
Naples, and it takes no little time merely to cover so large a 
field of canvass with colours. 


Rome, Feb. 19, 1787. 

The weather continues to be liner than words can expres-s. 
This has been a day miserably wasted among fools. At night- 
fall I betook myself to the Villa Medici. A new moon has 
just shone upon us, and below the slender crescent I could 
with the naked eye discern almost the whole of the dark disc 
through the perspective. Over the earth hangs that haze of 
the day which the paintings of Claude have rendered so well 
known. In Nature, however, the phenomenon is perhaps no- 
where so beautiful as it is here. Flowers are now springing 
out of the earth, and the trees putting forth blossoms which 
hitherto I have been unacquainted wifii ; the almonds are in 
blossom, and between the dark-green oaks they mhke an appear- 
ance as beautiful as it is new to me. The sky is like a bright 
blue taffeta in the sunshine; what will it be in Naples? 
Almost everything here is already green. My botanical 

VoL. II. 2 D 
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whims gain food and strength from all around ; and I am on 
the way to discover new and beautiful relations by means of 
which Nature — that vast prodigy, which yet is nowhere 
visible — evolves the most manifold varieties out of the most 
simple. 

Vesuvius is throwing out both ashes and stones ; in the 
evening its summit appears to glow. May travailing Nature 
only favour us with a stream of lava. I can scarcely endure to 
wait till it shall be really my lot to witness such grand 
phenomena. 

Rome, Feh 21, 1787. 

Ash Wednesday, 

The folly is now at an end. The countless lights of yester- 
day evening were, however, a stiuiige spectacle. One must 
have seen the Carnival in Rome to get entirely rid of the 
wish to SCO it again. Nothing can be Avritten of it : as a 
subject of conversation it may be amusing enough. The 
most unpleasant feeling about it is, that real intenial joy is 
wanting — there is a lack of money, which prevents them en- 
joying the morsel of pleasure, which otherwise they .might 
still feel in it. The gre.at are economical, and hold ba^ ; 
those of the middle ranks are without the means, and the 
populace without spring or elasticity. In the last days there 
was an incredible tumult, but no heartfelt joy. The sky, so 
infinitely fine and clear, looked down nobly and innocently 
upon the mummeries. 

However, as imitation is out of the question, and camiot. 
be thought of here, I scud you, to amuse the children, some 
drawings of carnival masks, and some ancient Homan cos- 
tumes, which arc also coloured, as they may serve to supply 
a missing chapter in the “ Orbis Pictus.” 

Rome, Feh. 21, 1787. 

I snatch a few moments in the intervals of packing, to 
mention some particulars which I have hitherto omitted. 
To-morrow we set off for Naples. I am already delighting 
myself with the new scenery, which I promise myself will 
be inexpressibly beautiful ; and hope in this paradise of nature, 
to win fresh freedom and pleasure for the study of ancient 
art, on my return *to sober Rome. 

Packing up is light work to me, since I can now do it 
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with a merrier heart than I had some six months a^o, when I had 
to tear myself from all that was most dear and precious to 
me. Yes, it is now a full half year since; and of the four 
months I have spent in Home, not a moment has been lost. 
The boast may sound big; nevertheless, it does not say too 
much. 

That “ Iphigenia’^ has arrived, I know, — may, I lenm at tbe 
foot of Vesuvius that it has met with a hearty welcome. 

That Tischbein, who possesses as glorious an eye for 
nature as for art, is to accomi)any me on this journey, is 
to me the subject of gi-eat congratulation: still, as genuine 
Germans, we cannot throw aside all ])Ui-])oses and thoughts 
of work. Wc have bought the best of drawing-paper, and 
we intend to sketch away; although, in all ])robability, 
the multitude, the beauty, and the splendour of the objects, 
will choke our good intentions. 

One conquest I have gained over myself. Of all my un- 
finished poetical works I shall take with me none but the 
“Tasso,” of which I have the best ho])es. If 1 could only know 
what you are now saying to “ Iphlgenia,” your remarks might 
be some guide to me in my present labours ; for the j)lan of 
“Tasso” is very similar ; the subject still more confined, and 
in its several parts will be even still more elaborately finished. 
Still I cannot tell ns yet what it will eventually prove. What 
ah’cady exists of it must be destroyed ; it is, perhaps, somewhat 
tediously drawn out, and neither the characters nor the plot, nor 
the tone of it, are at all in hamony with my present views. 

In making a clearance I have fallen upon some of your 
letters, and in reading them over I have just lighted upon a 
reproach, that in my letters I contradict myself It may be so, 
but I was not aware of it ; for as soon as I have WTitten a 
letter I immediately send it off : I must, however, confess 
that nothing seems to me more likely, for I have lately been 
tossed about by mighty spirits, and therefore it is quite 
natural if at times I know not where I am standing. 

A story is told of a skipper, who, overtaken at sea by a 
stormy night, determined to steer for port. Ilis little boy, 
■w’ho in the dark w'as crouching by him, asked him, “ What 
silly light is that which I see — at one time above us and at 
another below us?” Ilis father promised to explain it to him 
Some other day; and then he told him that it was the beacon 
2d 2 
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of the lighthouse, which, to the eye now raised, now depressed, 
by the wild waves, appeared accordingly sometimes above 
and sometimes below. I too am steering on a passion-tossed 
sea for the harbour, and if I can only manage to hold steadily 
in my eye the gleam of the beacon, however it may seem to 
change its place, I shall at last enjoy the wished for shore. 

When one is on the eve of a departure, every earlier separa- 
tion, and also that last one of all, and which is yet to be, comes 
involuntarily into one’s thoughts ; and so, on this occasion, the 
reflection enforces itself on my mind more strongly than ever, 
that man is always making far too great and too many prepa- 
rations for life. For we, for instance — ^Tischbein and I, that is 
— must soon turn our backs upon many a precious and glorious 
object, and even upon our well-furnished museum. In it there 
arc now standing three gems for comparison, side by side, and 
yet we part from them as though they were not. 


NAPLES. 

Velletri, Fek 22, 1787. 

We arrived hero in good time. The day before yesterday 
the weather became gloomy; and our fine days were overcast: 
still some signs of the aii* seemed to promise that it would 
soon clear up again, and so indeed it turned out. The clouds 
gradually broke, here and there appeared the blue sky, and 
at last the sun shone full on our journey. We came thi'ough 
Albano, after having stopped before Genzano, at the entrance 
of a park, which the owner, Prince Chigi, in a very strange 
way holds, but docs not keep up, on which account he will 
not allow any one to enter it. In it a true wilderness has 
.been formed. Trees and shrubs, plants and weeds grow, 
.wither, fall, and rot at pleasure. That is all right, and 
.indeed could not be better. The expanse before the entrance is 
inexpressibly fine. A high wall encloses the valley, a lattice- 
.gate affords a view into it; then the hill ascends, upon which, 
above you, stands the castle. 

But now I dare not attempt to go on with the description; 
and I can merely say, that at the very moment when fix)m 
the summit we caught sight of the mountains of Sezza, the 
.Pontine Marshes, tne sea and its islands, a heavy passing 
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shower was traversing the Marshes towards the sea, and 
the light and shade, constantly changing and moving, won- 
derfully enlivened and variegated the dreary plain. The 
effect was beautifully heightened by the sun’s beams which 
lit up with various hues, the columns of smoke as they ascended 
from scattered and scarcely visible cottages. 

Vclletri is agreeably situated on a volcanic hill, which, 
towards the north alone, is connected with other hills, and 
towards three points of the heavens commands a wide and 
uninterrupted prospect. 

We here visited the Cabinet of the Cavaliere Borgia, who, 
fiivourcd by his relationship with the Cardinal has managed, 
by means of the Propaganda, to collect some valuable antiqui- 
ties and other curiosities. Egyptian charms, idols cut out 
of the very hardest rock, some small figures in metal, of 
earlier or later dates, some pieces of statuary of burnt clay, 
with figures in low relief, which were dug up in the neigh*, 
bom'hood, and on the authority of which one is almost 
tempted to ascribe to the ancient indigenous population a* 
style of their own in art. 

Of other kinds of varieties there are numerous specimens 
in this museum. I noticed two Chinese black-painted boxes; 
on the sides of one there was delineated the whole manage- 
ment of the silk-worm, and on the other the cultivation of 
rice : both subjects were very nicely conceived, and worked out 
with the utmost minuteness. Both the boxes and their covers 
are eminently beautiful, and, os well as the book in the 
library of the Propaganda, which I have already praised, are 
well Avorth seeing. 

It is certainly inexplicable that these treasures should be 
within so short a distance of Rome, and yet should not be 
more frequently visited ; but perhaps the difficulty and incon- 
venience of getting to these regions, and the attraction of the 
magic circle of Rome, may scive to excuse the fact. As w( 
arrived at the inn, some women, who were sitting before th 
doors of their houses, called out to us, and asked if w 
wished to buy any antiquities; and then, as we showed 
pretty strong hankering after them, they brought out som 
old kettles, fire-tongs, and such like utensils, and were read 
to die with laughing at having made fools of us. When w 
seemed a little put out, our guide assured us, to our comfor 
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that it was a customary joke, and that all strangers had to 
submit to it. 

I am writing this in a very miserable auberge, and feel 
neither strength nor humour to make it any longer ; therefore 
I must bid you a very good night. 


Fondi, Feh. 23, 1787. 

We were on the road very early, — ^by three in the morning. 
As the day ])roke we found ourselves on the Pontine Marshes, 
which have not by any means so ill an appearance as the 
common description in Rome would make out. Of course, by 
merely once passing over the marshes, it is not possible to 
judge of so great an undertaking as that of the intended 
draining of them, which necessarily requires time to test its 
merits ; still it does ai>pear to me, that the works which have 
commenced by the Pope’s orders, will, to a great extent at 
least, attain the desired end. Conceive to yourself a wide valley, 
which, as it stretches from north to south, has but a very slight 
fall, but which towards the east and the mountains is extremely 
low, but rises again considerably towards the sea on the west. 
Kunnmg in a straight line tlmough the whole length of it, 
the ancient Via Appia has been restored. On the right of 
the latter the principal drain has been cut, and m it the water 
flows with a rapid fall. By means of it the tract of land to 
the right has been drained, and is now profitably cultivated. 
As flu* as the eye can sec, it is cither already brought into 
cultivation or evidently might be so, if farmers could be 
found to take it, with the exception of one spot, which lies 
extremely low. 

The lei't side, which stretches towards the mountains, is 
more difficult to be managed. Here, however, cross-drains pass 
under the raised way into the chief drain ; as, however, the 
surface sinks again towards the mountains, it is impossible 
by this means to carry off the water entirely. To meet this 
difficulty it is proposed, I was told, to cut another leading 
drain along the foot of the mountains. Large patches, espe- 
cially towards Terracina, are thinly planted with willows and 
poplars. 

The posting stations consist merely of long thatched sheds. 
Tischbein sketched one of them, and enjoyed for his reward a 
gratification which only he could enjoy. A white horse having 



THE PONTINE MAKSHES. 


407 


broke loose had fled to the drained lands. Enjoying its liberty, 
it was galloping backwards and forwards on the brown tui’f 
like a flash of lightning ; in truth it was a glorious sight, 
rendered significant by Tischbein’s rapture. 

At the point where the ancient village of Meza once stood, 
the Pope has caused to be built a large and fine building, which 
indicates the centre of the level. The sight of it increases one’s 
hopes and confidence of tlie success of the whole undertaking. 
While thus we travelled on, we kept up a lively conversation to- 
gether, not forgetting the warning, that on this journey one 
must not go to sleep; and, in fact, we were strongly enough 
reminded of the danger of the atmosphere, by the blue 
vapour which, even in this season of the year, hangs above the 
ground. On this account the more delightful, as it was the 
more longed for, was the rocky site of Terracina ; and scarcely 
had we congratulated ourselves at the sight of it, 'than we 
caught a view of the sea beyond. Immediately afterwards the 
other side of the mountain city presented to our eye a vege- 
tation quite new to us. The Indian figs were pushing their 
large fleshy leaves amidst the gray green of dwarf myrtles, 
the vellowish green of the pomegranate, and the pale green 
of the olive. As we passed along, we noticed both flowers 
and shrubs quite new to us. On the meadows the narcissus 
and the adonis were in flower. For a long time the sea was 
on our right, while close to us on the letl ran an unbroken 
range of limestone rocks. It is a continuation of the Apen- 
nines, which runs down from Tivoli and touches the sea, 
which it docs not leave again till you reach the Campagna di 
Romana, where it is succeeded by the volcanic formations of 
Frescati, Alba, and Velletri, and lastly by the Pontine 
Marshes. Monte Circcllo, with the opposite promontory of 
Terracina, where the Pontine Marshes terminate, in all pro- 
bability consists also of a system of chalk rocks. 

We left the sea coast, and soon reached the charming plain 
of Fondi. Every one must admire this little spot of fertile 
and well cultivated land, enclosed with hills, which them- 
selves are by no means wild. Oranges, in great numbers, are 
still hanging on the trees ; the crops, all of wheat, are beau- 
tifully green ; olives are growing in the fields, and the little 
city is in the bottom. A palm tree, which stood out a marked 
object in the scenery, received our greetings. So much for 
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this evening. Pardon the scrawl. I must write without 
thinking, for writing sake. The objects are too numerous, 
my resting place too wretched, and yet my desire to commit 
something to paper too great. With nightfall we reached 
this place, and it is now time to go to rest. 


S. Agattty Feb. 24, 1787. 

Althougn in a \\Tetchedly cold chamber, I must yet try and 
give you some account of a beautiful day. It was already 
nearly light when we drove out of Fondi, and we were forth- 
with greeted by the orange trees which hang over the walls 
on both sides of our road. The trees are loaded with such 
numbers as can only be imagined and not expressed. Towards 
the top the young leaf is yellowish, but below and in the 
middle, of sappy green. Mignon was quite right to long 
for them. 

After this we travelled through clean and well- worked fields 
of wheat, planted at convenient distances with olive-trees. 
A soft breeze was moving, and brought to the light the silvery 
under-surfacc of the leaves, as the branches swayed gently 
and elegantly. It was a gray morning ; a north ' w'ind pro- 
mised soon to dispel all the clouds. 

Then the road enterec^ a valley between stony but well- 
dressed fields; the crops of the most beautiful green. At cer- 
tain spots one saw some roomy places, paved, and sun’ounded 
with low walls ; on these the com, which is never carried home 
in sheaves, is thrashed out at once. The valley gradually 
narrows, and the road becomes mountainous, bare rocks of 
limestone standing on both sides of us. A violent storm 
followed us, with a fall of sleet, which thawed very slowly. 

The walls, of an ancient style, built after the pattern 
of net- work, charmed us exceedingly. On the heights 
the soil is rocky, but nevertheless planted with olive-trees 
wherever there is the smallest patch of soil to receive them. 
Next we drove over a plain covered with olive-trees, and then 
through a small towa. We here noticed altars, ancient tomb- 
stones, and firagments of ever)" kind built up in the walls of 
the pleaapre-houses in the gardens. Then the lower stories 
of ancient villas, once excellently built, but now filled up 
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with earth, and overgrown with olives. At last wc caught 
a sight of Vesuvius, with a cloud of smoke resting on its 
brow. 

Molo di Gaeta greeted us again with the richest of orange- 
trees ; wc remained there some hoUrs. The creek before the 
town, which the tide flows up to, affords one the finest 
of views. Following the line of coast, on the right, till the eye 
reaches at last the horn of the crescent, one secs at a mode- 
rate distance the fortress of Gaeta on the rocks. The loft 
horn stretches out still fiirther, presenting to the beholder 
first of all a line of mountains, then Vesuvius, and, beyond 
all, the islands. Ischia lies before you nearly in the centre. 

On the shore here I found, for the first time in my life, a 
starfish, and an echinus thrown up by the sea ; a beautiful 
green leaf, [tethys foliacea), smooth as the finest bath paper, 
and other remarkable rubble-stones, the most common being 
limestone, but occasionally also serpentine, jasper, quartz, 
granite, breccian pebbles, porphyry, marble of different 
kinds, and glass of a blue and green colour. The two last- 
mentioned specimens are scarcely productions of the neigh- 
bourhood. They are probably the debris of ancient buildings ; 
and thus wc have seen the waves before our eyes playing with 
the splendours of the ancient world. We tarried awhile, and 
pleased ourselves with meditating on the nature of man, whose 
hopes, whether in the civilized or savage state, are so soon 
disappointed. 

Departing from Molo, a beautiful prospect still accompa- 
nies the traveller, even after his quitting the sea ; the last 
glimpse of it was a lovely bay, of which we took a sketch. We 
now came upon a good fruit country, with hedges of aloes. 
We noticed an aqueduct which ran from the mountains over 
some nameless and orderlcss masses of ruins. 

Next comes the ferry over the Garigliano ; after crossing it 
one passes through tolerably fruitful districts, till we reach 
the mountains. Nothing striking. At length, the first hill of 
lava. Here begins an extensive and glorious district of hill 
and vale, over which the snowy summits are towering in the 
distance. On the nearest eminence lies a long town, which 
strikes the eye with an agreeable effect. In the valley lies 
S. Agata, a considerable inn, where a cheerful fire was 
burning in a chimney arranged as a cabinet ; however, our 
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room is cold — ^no window, only sliutters, which I am just 
hastening to close. 


Naples, Feb. 25, 1787. 

And here we are happily arrived at last, and witli good 
omens enough. Of our day's journey thus much only. We 
left S. Agata with sunrise, a violent north-east wind blow- 
ing on our backs, which continued the whole day through. 
It was not till noon that' it was master of the clouds. We 
suffered much from the cold. 

Our road again lay among and over volcanic hills, among 
which I did not notice many limestone rocks. 'At last we 
reached the plains of Capua, and shortly afterwards Capua 
itself, wbrn-e we halted at noon. In the afternoon a beautiful 
but flat region lay stretched before us ; the road is broad, 
and runs tb’ough fields of green com, so even that it looked 
like a carpet, and was at le^t a span high. Along the fields 
are planted rows of poplars, firom which the branches are 
lopped to a great height, that the vines may run up them ; 
this is the case all the way to Naplea. The soil is excellent, 
light, loose, and well worked. The vine stocks are of extra- 
ordinary strength and height, dhd their shoots hang in festoons 
like nets from tree to tree. 

Vesuvius was aU the while on our left with a strong smoke, 
and I felt a quiet joy to think that at last I beheld with my 
own eyes this most remarkable object. The sky became 
clearer and clearer, and at length the sun shone quite hot into 
our narrow rolling lodging. The atmosphere w'as perfectly 
clear and bright as we approached Naples, and we now found 
ourselves, in truth, in quite another world. The houses, 
with flat roofs, at once bespeak a different climate ; inwardly, 
perhaps, they may not be very comfortable. Every one is 
in the streets, or sitting in the sun as long as it shines. The 
Neapolitan believes himself to be in possession of Paradise, 
and entertains a very melancholy opinion of our northern 
lands. Sempre neve, caso di leyno, gram, ignoranza„ ma 
danari assai. Such is the picture they draw of oui' condition. 
Interpreted for the benefit of aU our German folk, it means— 
Always snow, wooden houses, great ignorance, but money 
enough. 
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Naples at first sight leaves a free, cheerful, and lively 
impression; numberless beings are passing and repassing 
each other : the king is gone hunting, the queen promising; 
and so things could not be better. 


Naples, Monday, Feh. 26, 1787. 

“ Alla Locanda del Sgr, Moriconi al Largo del Castelhr 
Under this addi'ess, no less cheerful than high-sounding, 
letters from all the four quarters of heaven will hcncefortli 
find us. Kound the castle, which lies by the sea, there 
stretches a- large open space, which, although suiTounded on 
all sides with houses, is not called a square or piazza, but a 
largo, or expanse. Perhaps the name is derived from 
ancient times, when it was still on open and unenclosed 
country. Here, in a comer house on one side of the Largo, 
we have taken up our lodgings in a corner room, which 
commands a free and lively view of the ever moving surface. 
An iron balcony runs before several windows, and even round 
the comer. One would never leave it, if the sharp wind 
were not extremely cutting. 

The room is cheerfully decorated, especially the ceiling, 
whose arabasques of a hundred compartments bear witness to 
the proximity of Pompeii and Herculaneum, Now, all this is 
very well and very fine ; but there is no fire-place, no 
chimney, and yet February exercises even here its rights. 
I expressed a wish for something to warm me. They brought 
in a tripod of sufficient height from the ground for one con- 
veniently to hold one’s hands over it ; on it was placed a 
shallow brazier, full of extremely fine charcoal red-hot, but 
covered smoothly over with ashes. We now found it an 
advantage to be able to manage this process of domestic 
economy ; we had learned that at Rome. With the ring of 
a key, from time to time, one cautiously draws away the 
ashes of the surface, so that a few of the embers may be ex- 
posed to the free air. Were you impatiently to stir up the 
glowing coals, you would no doubt experience for a few 
moments great warmth, but you would in a short time exhaust 
the fuel, and then you must pay a certain sum to have the 
brasier filled again. 
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1 did not feel quite well, and could have wished for more 
of ease and comfort. A reed matting was all there was to 
protect one’s feet from the stone floor; skins are not 
usual. I determined to put on a sailor's cloak which we had 
brought with us in fun, and it did me good service, especially 
when I tied it round my body with the rope of my box. I 
must have looked very comical, something between a sailor 
and a capuchin. When Tischbein came back from visiting 
some of his friends, and found me in this dress, he could not 
refrain from laughing. 


Naples, Feb. 27, 1787. 

Yesterday I kept quietly at home, in order to get rid of a 
slight bodily ailment. To-day has been a regular carouse, 
and the time passed rapidly while we visited the most 
glorious of objects. Let man talk, describe and paint as he 
may — to be here is more than all. The shore, the creeks, and 
the bay, Vesuvius, the city, the suburbs, the castles, the 
atmosphere ! In the evening, too, we went into the Grotto 
of Posilippo, while the setting sun was shining into it from 
the other side. I can pardon all who lose their senses in 
Naples, and remember with emotion my father, who retained 
to the last an indelible impression of those objects which 
to-day i have cast eyes upon for the first time. Just as it is 
said, that people who have once seen a ghost, are never after- 
wards seen to smile, so in the opposite sense it may be said 
of him, that he never could become perfectly miserable, so 
long as he remembered Naples. According to my fashion, 
I am quite still and calm, and when anything happens too 
absurd, only make large — ^large eyes. 


Naples, Feb, 28, 1787. 

To-day we visited Philip Hackert, the famous landscape- 
painter, who enjoys the special confidence and peculiar favour 
of the king and the queen. A wing of the palace Franca 
Villa has been assigned to him, which, having furnished it 
with true artistic taste, he feels great satisfaction in in- 
habiting. He is a very precise and prudent personage, 
who, with untiring industry, manages, nevertheless, to enjoy 
life. 
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After that we took a sail, and saw all kinds of fish and 
wonderful shapes drawn out of the waves. The day was 
glorious; the tramontane (north winds) tolerable. 


Naples^ March 1, 1787. 

Even in Rome my self-willed hermit-like humour was 
forced to assume a more social aspect than I altogether liked : 
no doubt it appears a strange beginning to go into the 
world in order to be alone. Accordingly I could not resist 
Prince von Waldeck, who most kindly invited me, and by 
his rank and influence has procured me the enjoyment of 
many privileges. We had scarcely reached Naples, where 
he has been residing a long while, when he sent us an invita- 
tion to pay a visit with him to Puzzuoli and the neighbourhood. 

I was thinking already of Vesuvius for to-day; but Tischbein 
has forced me to take this journey, which, agreeable enough 
of itself, promises frorh the fine weather, and the society of 
a perfect gentleman, and well-educated prince, very much 
both of pleasure and profit. We had also seen in Rome a 
beautiful lady, who with her husband, is inseparable from the 
Prince. She also is to be of the party ; and we hope for a 
most delightful day. 

Moreover, I was intimately known to this noble society, 
having met them previously. The Prince, upon %ur first 
acquaintance, had asked me what I was then busy with ; and 
the plan of my “ Iphigenia ” was so fresh in my recollection, that 
I was able one evening to relate it to them circumstantially. 
Tliey entered into it ; still, still I fancied I could observe that 
something livelier and wilder was expected of me. 


Evening. 

It would be difficult to give an account of this day. How 
often has the cursory reading of a book, which irresistibly 
carries one with it, exercised the greatest influence on a man’s 
whole life, and produced at once a decisive effect, which neither 
a second perusal nor earnest reflection can either strengthen 
or modify. This I experienced in the case of the “ Sakuntala” ; 
and do not great men affect us somewhat in the same way ? A 
sail to Puzzuoli, little trips by land, cheerful walks through 
the most wonderful regions in the world ! Beneath the purest 
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sky the most treacherous soil ; ruins of inconceivable opulence, 
oppressive, and saddening ; boiling waters, clefts exhaling sul- 
phur, rocks of slag def^ng vegetable life, bare forbidding 
tracts, and then at last on all sides the most luxuriant vege- 
tation seizing every spot and cranny possible, running over 
every lifeless object, edging the lakes and brooks, and noiu- 
ishing a glorious wood of oak. on the brink of an ancient 
crater ! 

And thus one is diiven backwards and forwards between 
nature and the history of nations ; one wishes.to meditate, and 
soon feels himself quite unfit for it. In the mean time, how- 
ever, the living lives on merrily, with a joyousness which we 
too would share. Educated persons, belonging to the world and 
the world's ways, but warned by serious events, become, never- 
theless, disposed for reflection. A boundless view of earth, 
sea, and sky, — and then called away to the side of a young and 
amiable lady, accustomed and delighted to receive homage. 

Amidst all this giddy excitement, however, I failed not 
to make many notes. The future yeduction of these will be 
greatly facilitated by the map we consulted on the spot, and 
by a hasty sketch of Tischbein’s. To-day it is not possible for 
me to make the least addition to these. 


March 2. 

Tluirsday I ascended Vesuvius, although the weather was 
unsettled, and the summit of the mountain surrounded by 
clouds. I took a carriage as far as Resina, and then, on the 
back of a mule, began the ascent, having vineyards on both 
sides. Next, on foot, I crossed the lava of the year ’71, on the 
surface of which a fine but compact moss was already growing ; 
then upwards on the side of the lava. The hut of the hermit 
on the height, was on my left hand. After this we climbed the 
Ash- hiU, which is wearisome walking; two-thirds of the sum- 
mit were enveloped in clouds. At last we reached thfi ancient 
crater, now filled up, where we found recent lava, only two 
months and fourteen days' old, and also a slight streak of only 
five days, which was, nowever, already cold. Passing over 
these, we next ascended a height which had been thrown up 
by volcanic action ; it was smoking from all its points. As 
the smoke rolled away from us, I essayed to approach the 
crater; scarcely, however, had we taken fifty steps in 
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the steam, when it became so dense that I could scarcely* 
see my shoes. It was to no purpose that we held snuff 
continually before our nostrils. My guide had disappeared; 
and the footing on the lava lately thrown up was very unsteady. 
I therefore thought it right to tur ound, and to reserve 
the sight for a finer day, and for less of smoke. However, I 
now knowhow difficult it is to-breathe m such an ataiosphei*e. 

Otherwise, the mountain was quite still. There was no 
flame, no roaring, no stones thrown up — all which it usually 
does at most times. I reconnoitered it well, with the intention 
of regularly storming it as soon as the weather shall improve. 

The specimens of lava that I found, were mostly of well- 
known kinds. I noticed, however, a phenomenon which 
appeared to me extremely strange, which I intend to examine 
again still more closely, and also to consult connoisseurs and 
collectors upon it. It is a stalactite incrustation of a part of 
the volcanic funnel, which has been thrown down, and now 
rears itseli'in the centre of the old choked-up crater. This mass 
of solid greyish stalactite appears to have been formed by the 
sublimation of the very finest volcanic evaporation, without the 
co-operation of either moisture or fusion. It will furnish 
occasion for further thinking. 

To-day, the 3rd of March, the sky is covered wdth clouds, 
and a sirocco is blowing. For post-day, good weather. 

A very strange medley of men, beautiful houses, and most 
singular fishes are here to be seen in abundance. 

Of the situation of the city, and of its glories, wluch have 
been so often described and commended, not a word from me. 

“ Vede Napoli e poi muori” is the cry here. “ See Naples, 
and die.” 

Naples^ March 1787. 

Tliat no Neapolitan will allow the merits of his city to be 
questioned, tliat their poets should sing in extravagant hyper- 
bole of the blessings of its site, arc not matters to quarrel 
about, even though a pairofVesuviuses stood in its neighbour- 
hood. Here one can almost cast aside all remembrances, even 
of Rome. As compared with this free, open situation, the 
capital of the w'orld, in the basin of the Tiber, looks like a 
cloister built on a bad site. 

The sea, with its vessels, and their destinations, presents 
wholly new matters for reflection. The frigate for Palermo 



416 


lettehs feom Italy. 


started yesterday, with a strong, direct, north wind. This time 
it certainly will not be more than six-and-thirty hours on the 
passage. With what longing did I not watch the full sails as 
the vessel passed between Capri and Cape Minerva, until at 
last it disappeared. Who could see one’s beloved thus sailing 
away and survive ? The sirocco (south wind) is now blowing ; 
if the wind becomes stronger, the breakers over the Mole will 
be glorious. 

To-day being Friday, is the grand promenade of the nobi- 
lity, when every one displays his equipages, and especially his 
stui It is almost impossiblfe to see finer horses anywhere 
than in Naples. For the first time in my life I have felt an 
interest in these animals. 


Naples, March 3, .1787. 

Here you have a few leaves, as reporters of the enter- 
tainment I have met with in this place ; also a corner 
of the cover of your letter, stained with smoke, in testi- 
mony of its having been with me^on Vesuvius. You must 
not, however, fancy, either in your waking thoughts or in 
your dreams, that I am surrounded by perils; be assured 
that wherever I venture, there is no more danger than on the 
road to Belvedere. The earth is everywhere the Lords ; may 
be well said in reference to such objects. I never seek 
adventure out of a mere rage for singularity ; but even because 
I am most cool, and can catch at a glance, the peculiarities of 
any object, I may well do and venture more than many others. 
The passage to Sicily is anything but dangerous. A few days 
ago, the frigate sailed for Palermo with a favorable breeze 
from the north, and, leaving Capri on the right, has, no doubt, 
accomplished the voyage in six-and-thirty hours. In all such 
expeditions, one finds the danger to be far less in reality than, 
at a distance, one is apt to imagine. 

Of earthquakes, there is not at present a vestige in Lower 
Italy ; in the upper provinces Rimini and its neighbourhood 
has lately suflPered. Thus the earth has strange humours, and 
people talk of earthquakes here just as we do of wind and 
weather, and as in Thuringia they talk of conflagrations. 

I am delighted to find that you are now familiar with the 
two editions of my “Iphigenia,” but still more pleased should I 
be had you been more sensible of the difference between them. 
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I know what I have done for it, and may well speak thereof, 
since I feel that I could make still further improvements. If it 
be a bliss to enjoy the good, it is still greater happiness to dis- 
cern the better ; for in art the best only is good enough. 

Naples, March 5, 1787. 

We spent the second Sunday of Lent in visiting church 
after church. As in Rome all is highly solemn ; so here every 
hour is merry and cheerful, llie Neapolitan school of painting, 
too, can only be understood in Naples. One is astonished to 
see the whole front of a church painted from top to bottom. 
Over the door of one, Christ is driving out of the temple the 
buyers and sellers, who, terribly frightened, arc nimbly hud- 
dling up their wares, and hurrying down the stops on both 
sides. In another church, there is a room over the entrance, 
which is richly ornamented with frescoes representing the 
deprivation of Hcliodorus. Luca Giordano must indeed have 
painted rapidly, to fill such large areas in a lifetime. I'hc 
pulpit, too, is here not alvyays a mere cathedra, as it is in other 
places,— a place where one only may teach at a time ; but a 
gallery. Along one of these I once saw a Capuchin walking 
backwards and forwards, and, now from one end, now from 
another, reproaching the people with their sins. What had 
he not to tell them ! 

But neither to be told nor to be described is the glory of 
a night of the full moon such as we have enjoyed here, wan- 
dering tlirough the streets and squares and on the quay, with 
its long promenade, and then backwards and forwards on the 
beach ; one felt really possessed with the feeling of the infinity 
of space. So to dream is really worth all trouble. 


Naples, March 5, 1787. 

I made to-day the acquaintance of an excellent individual, 
and I must briefly give you a general description of him. It 
is the Chevalier Filangieri, famous for his work on legislation. 
He belongs to those noble young men who wish to promote the 
happiness and the moderate liberty of mankind. In his bearing 

* Heliodonis, Bishop of Tricca, in Thessaly, in the fourth century, author 
of the “ CEthiopics, or, the Amours of Theagenes and Chariclea,” was, 
it is said, deprived of his bishopric for writing this work. — A. W. M. 

VoL. II. 2 E 
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you recognise at once the soldier, the chevalier, and the man 
of the world ; but this appearance is softened by an expres- 
sion of tender moral sensibility, which is 'diffused over his 
M'hole count('nance, and shines forth most agreeably in his 
character and conversation; he is, moreover, heartily at- 
tached to his sovereign and country, even though he cannot 
approve of all that goes on. lie is also oppressed with a 
fear of Joseph II. The idea of a despot, even though it only 
floats as a phantom in the air, excites the apprehensions of 
every noble-minded man. He spoke to me without resers^e, 
of what Naples had to fear from him ; but in particular he 
was delighted to speak of Montesquieu, Beccaria, and of some 
of his own writings — all in the same spirit of the best wiU, and 
of a heart full of youthful enthusiasm to do good. And yet he 
may one day be classed with the Thirty. He lias also made me 
acquainted with an old writer, from whose inexhaustible depths 
these new Italian friends of legislation derive intense encou- 
ragement and edification. He is called Giambattista Vico, and 
is preferred even to Montesquieu. After a hasty perusal of his 
book, which was lent to me as a sacred deposit, I laid it 
down, saying to myself. Here are sybilline anticipations of 
good and right, which once must, or ought to be, realised, 
dra-wn apparently from a serious contemplation both of the 
past and of the present. It is well when a nation possesses 
such a forefather : the Germans will one day receive a similar 
codex from Ilamann, 


Naples^ March 6, 1787. 

Most reluctantly, yet, for the sake of good-fellowship, Tisch- 
bein accompanied me to-day to Vesuvius. To him — the artist 
of form, who concerns himself with none but the most beau- 
tiful of human and animal shapes, and one also whose taste 
and judgment lead to humanise even the formless rock and 
landscape,— such a frightful and shapeless conglomeration of 
matter, which, moreover, is continually preying on itself, and 
proclaiming >var against every idea of the beautiful, must have 
appeared utterly abominable. 

We started in twocaleches, as we did not tnist ourselves to 
drive through the crowd and whirl of the city. The drivers kept 
up an incessant shouting at the top of their voice whenever don- 
keys with their loads of wood or rubbish, or rolling caleches 
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met us, or else warning the porters with their bui-dcns, or 
other pedestrians, whether cliildreii or old people to get out 
of the way. All the while, however, they drove at a sharp 
trot, without the least stop or check. 

As you get into the remoter suburbs and gardens, tlic 
road soon begins to show signs of a Plutonic action. For 
as we had not had rain for a long time, the natui’ally ever- 
green leaves were covered with a thick gray and ashy dust ; 
so that the glorious blue sky, and the scorching sun which 
shone down upon us, were the only signs that we were still 
among the living. 

At the foot of the steep ascent, we were received by two 
guides, one old, the other young, but both active fellows. 
The first pulled me up the path, the other Tischbein,-— 
pulled I say, for these guides are girded round tlie waist 
with a leathern belt, which the traveller takes hold of, and 
being drawn up by his guide, mak(is his way the easier with foot 
and staff. In this maimer we reached the flat from which the 
cone rises : towards the north lay the ruins of the Somnia. 

A glance westwards over the country beneath us, removed, 
as well as a bath could, all feeling of exhaustion and fatigue, and 
we now went round the ever-smoking cone, as it threw out its 
stones and ashes. Wherever the space allowed of our viewing 
it at a sufficient distance, it appeared a grand and elevating 
spectacle. In the first place, a violent thundering toned forth 
from its deepest abyss, then stones of larger and smaller sizes 
were showered into the air by thousands, and enveloped by clouds 
of ashes. The greatest jiart fell again into the gorge ; the rest 
of the fragments, receiving a lateral inclination, and falling on 
the outside of the crater, made a marvellous rumbling noise. 
First of all the larger masses plumped against the side, and 
rebounded with a dull heavy sound ; then the smaller came 
rattling down ; and last of all, drizzled a shower of ashes. 
All this took place at regidar intervals, which by slowly coimt- 
ing, we were able to measure pretty accurately. 

Between the Somma, however, and the cone the space is 
narrow enough; moreover, several stones ftdl around us, and 
made the circuit anything but agreeable. Tischbein now felt 
more disgusted than ever with Vesuvius, as the monster, not 
content with being hateful, showed an inclination to become 
mischievous also. 


2 E 2 
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As, however, the presence of danger generally exercises on 
man a kind of attraction, and calls forth a spiijit of opposition in 
the human breast to defy it, I bethought myself that, in the 
interval of the eruptions, it would be possible to climb up the 
cone to the crater, and to get back before it broke out again. 
I held a council on this point witli our guides under one of 
the overhanging rocks of the Somma, where, encamped in 
safety, we refreshed ourselves with the provisions wc liad 
brought with us. The younger guide was willing to run the 
risk with me ; wc stuffed our hats full of linen and silk 
handkerchiefs, and, staff in hand, we prepared to start, I 
holding on to his girdle. 

The little stones were yet rattling around us, and the ashes 
still drizzling, as the stalwart youth hurried forth with me 
across the hot glowing rubble. We soon stood on the brink 
of the vast chasm, the smoke of which, although a gentle air 
was bearing it away from us, unfortunately v(aled the interior 
of the crater, which smoked all round from a thousand 
crannies. At intervals, however, we caught sight through 
the smoke of the cracked walls of the ro6k. The view was 
neither instructive nor delightful; but for the very rcnsoii 
that one saw nothing, one lingered in the hope of catching a 
glimpse of something more ; and so we forgot our slow 
counting. Wc were standing on a narrow ridge of the vast 
abyss : of a sudden the thunder pealed aloud ; we ducked our 
heads involuntarily, as if that would have rescued us from the 
precipitated masses. The smaller stones soon rattled, and 
without considering that wc had again an interval of cessa- 
tion before us, and only too much rejoiced to have outstood 
the danger, we rusbed down and reached the foot of the 
hill, together with the drizzling ashes, which pretty thickly 
covered our heads and shoulders. 

Tischboin was heartily glad to sec me again. After a 
little scolding and a little refreshment, I was able to give my 
especial attention to the old and new lava. And here the 
elder of the guides was able to instruct me accurately in the 
signs by which the age of the several strata was indicat'd. 
The older were already covered with ashes, and rendered 
quite smooth ; the newer, especially those which had cooled 
slowly, presented a singular appeaiunce. As, sliding along, 
they carried away with them the solid objects which lay oa 
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the surface, it necessarily happened that from time to time sc- 
\ eral would come into contact with each other, and tlicse again 
b('ing swept stillTui’ther by the molten stream, and pushed one 
over the other, would eventually form a solid mass with won- 
derful jags and corners, still more strange even than the some- 
what similarly formed piles of the icebergs. Among this fused 
and waste matter I found many great rocks, which, being 
struck with a hammer, present on the broken face a perfect 
resemblance to the primeval rock formation. The guides 
maintained that these were old lava from the lowest depths 
of the mountain, which arc very often thrown up by the 
volcano. 

Upon our retm*n to Naples, we noticed some small houses 
of only one story, and of a remarkable appearance and 
singular build, without Avindows, and receiving all their 
light from the doors, which opened on the road. The inha- 
bitants sit before them at the door from the morning to the 
night, Avhen they at last retire to their holes. 


Tlie city, which in the evening is all of a tumult, though of 
a different kind from the day, extorted from me the wish 
that I might be able to stay here for some time, in order to 
sketch to the best of my powers the moving scene. It will 
not, however, be possible. 


Naples^ Wednesday y March 7, 1787. 

This week Tischbein has shown to me, and without reserve 
commented upon, the greater part of the artistic treasures of 
Naples. An excellent judge and drawer of animals, he had 
long before called my attention to a horse’s head in brass in 
the Palace Columbrano : we went there to-day. This relic of 
art is placed in the court right opposite the gateway, in a 
niche over a well, and redly excites one’s astonishment. 
What must have been the effect of the whole head and body 
together ? The perfect horse must have been far larger than 
those at S. Mark’s : moreover, the head alone, when closely 
viewed, enables you distinctly to recognise and admire the 
character and spirit of the animal. The splendid frontal 
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bones, the snorting nostrils, the pricked ears, the stiff mane, 
— a strong, excited, and spirited creature ! 

We turned round to notice a female statue which stands in 
a niche over the gateway. It has been already described by 
'Winckclmann as an imitation of a dancing girl, with the 
remark, that such artistes represent to us in living move- 
ment, and under the greatest variety, that beauty of form 
which the masters of statuaiy exhibit in the (as it were) 
pcti’ificd nymphs and goddesses. It is very light and beau- 
tiful ; the head, which had been broken off, has been skilfully 
set on again : otherwise it is nowise injured, and most assu- 
redly deserves a better place. 


Naples. 

To-day I received your dear letter of the 16th February ; 
only, keep on ■wTiting. I have made arrangements for the for- 
warding of my letters, and I shall continue to do so, if I move 
fui'ther. Quite strange docs it seem to me to read that my 
friends do not often sec each other ; and yet perhaps nothing 
is more common than for men not to meet who arc living close 
together. 

The weather here has become duU : a change is at hand. 
Spring is commencing, and we shall soon have some rainy 
days. The summit of Vesuvius has not been clear since I 
paid it a visit. These few last nights flames have been seen to 
issue from it ; to-day it is keeping itself quiet, and therefore 
more violent eruptions are expected. 

The storms of these last few days have shown to us a 
glorious sea; it is at such times that the waves may be 
studied in tlieir worthiest style and shape. Nature, indeed, 
is the only book which presents important matter on aU its 
pages. On the other hand, the theatres have ceased to fur- 
nish any amusement. During Lent nothing but operas, 
which differ in no respect from more profane ones but by the 
absence of ballets between the acts ; in all other respects 
they are as gay as possible. In the theatre of S. Carlo they 
are representing the destruction of Jerusalem by Nebu- 
chadnezzar : to me it is only a great raree-show ; my taste 
is quite spoilt for such things. 

To-day we were with the Prince von Waldeck at Capo di 



NA.PLES* 


423 


Monte, wliere there is a great collection of paintings, coins, 
&c. It is not well arranged, but the things themselves are 
above praise : we can now coiTcct and confirm many tradi- 
tional ideas. Those coins, gems, and vases which, like the 
stunted citron-trees, come to ns in the north one by one, 
have quite a different look here in the mass, and, so to speak, 
in their own home and native soil. For where works of art 
arc rare, their very rarity gives them a value ; here we learn 
to treasure none but the intrinsically valuable. 

A very high price is at present given lor l^ltruscan vases, 
and certainly beautiful and excellent pieces are to be found 
among them. Not a traveller but wishes to possess some 
specimen or other of them ; one docs not seem to value 
money hero at the same rate as at home : I fear that I 
myself shall yet be tempted. 


Naples, Friday, March 9, 1787. 

This is the pleasant part of travelling, that even ordinary 
matters, by their novelty and unexpectedness, often acquire 
the appearance of an adventure. As I eame back from Capo di 
Monte, I paid an evening visit to Filangieri, and saw sitting 
on the sofa, by the side of the mistress of the house, a lady 
whose external appearance seemed to agree but little with the 
familiarity and easy manner she indulged in. In a light, 
striped, silk gown of very ordinary texture, and a most sin- 
gular cap, by way of head-dress, but of a pretty figure, she 
looked like some poor dressmaker who, taken up with the 
care of adorning the persons of others, had little time to 
.bestow on her own external appearance ; such people are so 
accustomed to expect their labours to be remunerated, that 
they seem to have no idea of working gratis for themselves. 
She did not allow her gossip to be at all checked by my arrival, 
but went on talking of a number of ridiculous adventures which 
had happened to her that day, or which had been occasioned 
by her own hrusquerie and impetuosity. 

The lady of the house wished to help me to get in a word 
or two, and spoke of the beautiful site of Capo di Monte, and 
of the treasures there. Upon this the lively lady sprang up 
with a good high jump from the sofa, and as she 8to<^ on her 
feet seemed still prettier than before. She took leave, and 
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running to the door, said, as she pajssed me, “ The Filangieri 
are coming one of these days to dine with me — I hope to 
see you also.” She was gone before I could say yes. I now 

learnt that she was the Princess , a near relative to the 

master of the house.* Tlie Filangieri were not rich, and lived 
in a becoming but moderate style ; and such I presumed was 
the case with my little Princess, especially as such titles are 
anything but rare in Naples. I set down the name, and the 
day and hour, and left them, without any doubt but that I 
should be found at the right place in due time. 


Naples y Sunday^ March 11, 1787. 

As my stay in Naples cannot be long, I take the most remote 
points first of all — the near throw themselves, as it were, in 
one's way. I have been with Tischbein to Pompeii, and on 
our road all those glorious prospects which were already well 
known to us from many a landscape drawing, lay right and 
left, dazzling us by their number and unbroken succession. 

Pompeii amazes one by its narrowness and littleness ; con- 
fined streets, but perfectly straight, and furnished on both 
sides with a foot pavement ; little houses without windows, the 
rooms being lit only by the doors, which opened on the atrium 
and the galleries. Even the public edifices, the tomb at the 
gate, a temple, and also a villa in its neighbourhood, are like 
models and dolls’ houses, rather than real buildings. The 
rooms, corridors, galleries and all, are painted with bright 
and cheerful colours, the wall surfaces uniform ; in the middle 
some elaborate painting (most of these have been removed) ; oi^ 
the borders and at the comers, light tasteful arabesques, 
terminating in the pretty figures of nymphs or children; while 
in others, from out of garlands of flowers, beasts, wild and 
tame, are issuing. Thus does the city, which first of all the 
hot shower of stones and ashes overwhelmed, and afterwards 
the excavators plundered, still bear witness, even in its pre- 
sent utterly desolate state, to a taste for painting and the 
arts common to the whole people, of which the most enthusi- 
astic dilettante of the present day has neither idea nor feeling, 
and so misses not. 


♦ Filangieri's sister. 
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When one considers the distance of this town from Vesu- 
vius, it is clear that the volcanic matter which overwhelmed 
it could not have been carried hither either by any sudden 
impetus of the mountain, or by the wind. We must rather 
suppose that these stones and ashes had been floating for a 
time in the air, like clouds, until at last they fell upon the 
doomed city, 

In order to form a clear and precise idea of this event, one 
has only to think of a mountain village buried in snow. The 
spaces between the houses, and indeed the crushed houses 
themselves, were filled up ; however, it is not improbable that 
some of the mason- work may, at diflerent points, have peeped 
above the surface, and in this way have excited the notice 
of those by whom the hill was broken up for vineyards 
aud gardens. And, no doubt, many an owner, on digging 
up his own portion, must have made valuable gleanings. Se- 
veral rooms were found quite empty, and in the corner of one 
a heap of ashes was observed, under which a quantity of 
household articles and works of art was concealed. 

The strange, and in some degree unpleasant impression 
which this mummied city leaves on the mind, we got rid 
of, as, sitting in the arbour of a little inn close to the sea 
(where we dispatched a frugal meal), we revelled in the blue 
sky, the glaring ripple of the sea, and the briglit sunshine ; and 
cherished a hope that, when the vine-leaf should again cover 
the hill, we might all be able to pay it a second visit, and 
once more enjoy ourselves together on the same spot. 

As we approached the city, we again came upon the little cot- 
tages, which now appeared to us perfectly to resemble those in 
Pompeii. We obtained permission to enter one, and found it 
extremely clean — neatly-platted rush-bottomed chairs, a bufiet, 
eovered all over with gilding, or painted with variegated 
flowers, and highly varnished. Thus, after so many centuries, 
and such numberless changes, this country instils into its 
inhabitants the same customs and habits of Me, the same incli- 
nations and tastes. 

Naples, Monday, March 12, 1787. 

To-day, according to my custom, I have gone slowly through 
the city, noting several points, for a future description of it, 
of which unfortunately I cannot communicate anything to- 
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day. All tends to this one conclusion : that a highly-favored 
land, which furnishes in abundance the chief necessaries of 
existence, produces men also of a happy disposition, who, with- 
out trouble or anxiety, trust to to-morrow to bring them what 
to-day has been wanting, and consequently live on in a light- 
hearted careless sort of life. Momentary gratification, moderate 
enjoyments, a passing sorrow, and a cheerful resignation ! 

The morning has been cold and damp, with a little rain. In 
my walk I came upon a spot where the great slabs of the 
pavement appeared swept quite clean. To my great surprise 
I saw, on this smooth and even spot, a number of ragged boys 
squatting in a circle, and spreading out their hands over the 
ground, as if to warm them. At first I took it to be some 
game that they were playing ; when, however, I noticed the 
perfect seriousness and composure of their countenances, with 
an expression on it of a gratified want, I therefore put my 
brains to the utmost stretch, but they refused to enlighten me 
as I desired. I was, therefore, obliged to ask what it could 
be that had induced these little imps to take up this strange 
position, and had collected them in so regular a circle. 

Upon this I was informed that a neighbouring smith had 
been heating the tire of a wheel, and that this is done in the 
following manner : — The iron tire is laid on the pavement, and 
around is as much oak chips as is considered sufficient to 
soften the iron to the required degree. The lighted wood 
burns away, the tire is riveted to the wheel, and the ashes 
carefully swept up. The little vagabonds take advantage of 
the heat communicated to the pavement, and do not leave the 
spot till they have drawn from it the last radiation of warmth. 
Similar instances of contentedness, and sharp-witted profiting 
by what otherwise would be wasted, occur here in great num- 
ber. I notice in this people the most shrewd and active 
industry, not to make riches, but to live free from care. 


Evening. 

In order that I might not make any mistake yesterday, as 
to the house of my odd little princess, and might be there in 
time, I called a hackney carriage. It stopped before the grand 
entrance of a S2>acious palace. As I had no idea of coming 
to so splendid a dwelling, I repeated to him most distinctly 
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the name ; he assured me it was quite right.'' I soon found 
myself in a spacious court, still and lonesome, empty and 
clean, enclosed by the principal edifice and side buildings. 
The architecture was the well-known light Neapolitan style, 
as was also the colouring. Right before me was a grand porcli, 
and a broad but not very high flight of steps. On both sides 
of it stood a line of servants, in splendid liveries, who, as I 
passed them, bowed very low. I thought myself the Sultan 
in Wieland’s fiiiry tale, and after his example, took courage. 
Next I was received by the upper domestics, till at last the 
most courtly of them opened a door, and introduced mo into 
a spacious apartment, which was as splendid, but also as 
empty of people as all before. In passing backwards and 
forwards I observed, in a side-room, a table laid out for about 
forty persons, with a splendour corresponding with all around. 
A secular priest now entered, and without asking who I was, 
or whence I came, approached me as if I were already known 
to him, and conversed on the most common-place topics. 

A pair of folding dooi’s were now thrown open and imme- 
diately closed again, as a gentleman rather advanced in years 
entered. The priest immediately proceeded towards him, as 
I also did ; we greeted him with a few words of courtesy, 
which he returned in a barking stuttering tone, so that I 
could scarcely make out a syllable of his Hottentot dialect. 
When he had taken his place by the stove, the priest 
moved away, and I accompanied him. A portly Benedictine 
entered, accompanied by a younger member of his order. 
He went to salute the host, and after being also barked at, 
retired to a window. The regular clergy, especially those 
whose dress is becoming, have great advantage in society ; 
their costume is a mark of humility and renunciation of self, 
while, at the same time it lends to its wearers a decidedly 
dignified appearance. In their behaviour they may easily, 
without degrading themselves, appear submissive and com- 
plying ; and then again, when they stand upon their own 
dignity, their self-respect sits well upon them, although in 
others it would not be so readily allowed to pass. This was 
the case with this person. When I asked him about Monte 
Cassino, he immediately gave me an invitation thither, and 
promised me the best of welcomes. In the meanwhile the 
room had become full of people; officers, people of the court, 
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more regulars, and even some Capuchins, had arrived. Once 
more a set of folding-doors opened and shut ; an aged lady, 
somewhat older than my host, had entered; and now the 
presence of what I took to be the lady of the house, made 
me feel perfectly confident that I was in a strange mansion, 
where I was wholly unknown to its owners. Dinner was now 
served, and I was keeping close to the side of my friends the 
monks, in order to slip with them into the paradise of the 
dining-room, when all at once I saw Filangieri, with his 
wife, enter and make his excuses for being so late. Shortly 
after this m^ little princess came into the room, and with 
nods, and winks, and bows to all as she passed, came straight 
to me. — “ It is very good of you to keep your word,” she 
exclaimed ; “ mind you sit by me, — you shall have the best 
bits, — wait a minute though ; I must find out which is my 
proper place, then mind and take your place by me.” Thus 
commanded, I followed the various windings she made ; and at 
last we reached our seats, having the Benedictine right oppo- 
site and Filangieri on my other side. “ The dishes are all 
good,” she observed,— “ all lenten fare, but choice : FU point 
out to you the best. But now I must rally the priests, — 
the churls! I can’t bear them; every day they arc cutting a 
fresh slice off our estate. What we have, we should like 
to spend on ourselves and our friends.” The soup was now 
handed round, — ^the Benedictine was sipping his very deli- 
berately. “ Pray don’t put yourself out of your way, — the 
spoon is too small, I fear; I will bid them bring you a larger 
one. Your reverences are used to a good mouthful.” The 
good father replied, — “ In your house, lady, eveiy thing is 
so excellent, and so well arranged, that much more distin- 
guished guests than your humble servant would find every- 
thing to their heart’s content.” 

Of the pasties the Benedictine took only one ; she called 
out to him, — “ Pray take half a dozen; pastry, your reverence 
surely knows, is easy of digestion.” With good sense he 
took another pasty, thanking the princess for her attention, 
just as if he had not seen through her malicious raillery. 
And so, also, some solid paste-work furnished her with occa- 
sion for venting her spite ; for, as the monk helped himself 
to a piece, a second rolled off the dish towards his plate,— 
“A third! your reverence; you seem anxious to lay a 
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foundation!” — “ When such excellent materials are furnished 
to his hand, the ai’chitccfs labours are easy,” rejoined his 
reverence. Thus she went on continually, only pausing 
awhile to keep her promise of pointing out to me the best 
dishes. 

All this while I was conversing with my neighbour on the 
gravest topics. Absolutely, I never heard Filangieri utter 
an unmeaning sentence. In this respect, and indeed in many 
others, he resembles our worthy friend, George Schlosser, 
with this difference, that the former, as a Neapolitan, and a 
man of the world, had a softer nature and an eiusier manner. 

During the whole of this time my roguish neighbour 
"allowed the clerical gentry not a moment’s truce. Above all, 
the fish at this lenten meal, dished up in imitation of flesh of 
all kinds, furnished her with inexhaustible opportunities for 
all manner of irreverent and ill-natured observ'ations ; espe- 
cially in justification and defence of a taste for flesh, she 
observed that people would have the form to give a relish, 
even when the essence was prohibited. 

Many more such jokes were noticed by me at the time, but 
I am not in the humour to repeat them. Jokes of this kind, 
fresh spoken, and falling from beautiful lips, may be tolerable, 
not to say amusing, but set down in black and white, they 
lose all charm, for me at least. Then again, the boldly hazarded 
stroke of wit has this peculiarity, that at the moment it 
pleases us while it astonishes us by its boldness, but when 
told afterwards, it sounds offensive, and disgusts us. 

The dessert was brought in, and I was afraid that the 
cross-fire would still be kept up, when suddenly my fair 
neighbour turned quite composedly to me and said, — “ The 
priests may gulp their Syracusan wine in peace, for I can- 
not succeed in worrying a single one to death, — no, not even 
in spoiling their appetites. Now, let me have some rational 
talk with you ; for what a heavy sort of thing must a conver- 
sation with Filangieri be ! llic good creature ; he gives him- 
self a great deal of trouble for nothing. I often say to him, if 
you make new laws, we must give ourselves fresh pains to 
find out how we can forthwith transgress them, just as we 
have already set at naught the old. Only look now, how 
beautiful Naples is ! For these many years the people have 
lived free from care and contented, and if now and then 
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some poor wretch is hanged, all the rest still pursue their own 
merry course.” She then proposed that I should pay a visit 
to Sorrento, where she had a large estate ; her steward would 
feast me with the best of fish, and the delicious mungom^ 
(flesh of a sucking calf). The mountain air, and the un- 
equalled prospect, would be sure to cure me of all philosophy, 
—then she would come herself, and not a trace shcmld remain 
of all my wrinkles, which, by the bye, I had allowed to grow 
before their time, and together we would have a right merry 
time of it. 


Naples, March 13, 1787. 

To-day also I write you a im Hues, in order that letter 
may ])rovoke letter. Things go well with me — however, I 
see less than I ought. The place induces an indolent and 
easy sort of life ; nevertheless, my idea of it is gradually 
becoming more and more complete. 

On Sunday we were in l‘ompeii. Many a calamity has 
happened in the w^orld, but never one that has caused so much 
entertainment to posterity as this one. I scarcely know of 
anything that is more interesting. The houses are small and 
close together, but within they are all most exquisitely painted. 
The gate of the city is remarkable, with the tombs close to it. 
The tomb of a priestess, a semicircular bench, with a stone 
back, on which was the inscription cut in large characters. 
Over the back you have a sight of the sea and the setting sun 
— a glorious spot, worthy of the beautiful idea. 

Wc found there good and merry company from Naples; 
the men are perfectly natural and light-hearted. We took 
our dinner at the “ Torre del’ Annunziata,” with our table 
placed close to the sea. The day was extremely fine. The 
view towards Castell a Mare and Sorrento, near and incompa- 
rable. My companions were quite raptimous in praise of their 
native place ; some asserted that without a sight of the sea it 
was impossible to live. To me it is quite enough that I have 
its image in my soul, and so, when the time comes, may safely 
return to my mountain home. 

Fortunately, there is here a very honest painter of land- 
scapes, who imparts to his pieces the very impicssion of the 
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rich and open country around. He has already executed some 
sketches for me. 

The Vesuvian productions I have now pretty well studied ; 
things, however, assume a different signification when one 
sees them in connection. Properly, I ought to devote the 
rest of my life to obseiwation : I should discover much that 
would enlarge man’s knowledge. Pray tell Herder that my 
botanical discoveries are continually advancing ; it is still the 
same principle, but it requires a whole life to work it out. 
Perhaps I am already in a situation to draw the leading lines 
of it. 

I can now enjoy myself at the museum of Portici. Usually 
people make it the first object, — we mean to make it our last. 
As yet I do not know whether I shall be able to extend my 
tour ; all things tend to drive me back to Rome at Easter. I 
shall let things take their course. 

Angelica has undertaken to paint a scene out of my “ Iphi- 
genia.” The thought is a very happy subject for a picture, 
and she will delineate it excellently. It is the moment when 
Orestes finds himself again in the presence of his sister and 
his friend. What the three characters arc saying to each 
other she has indicated by the grouping, and given theis 
words in the expressions of their countenances. I'Vom thir 
description you may judge how keenly sensitive she is, and 
how quick she is to seize whatever is adapted to her nature. 
And it is really the turning point of the whole drama. 

Fare you well, and love me ! Here the people arc all very 
good, even though they do not know what to make of me. 
Tischbein, on the other hand, pleases them far better. This 
evening he hastily painted some heads of the size of life, and 
about which they disported themselves as strangely as the 
New Zealanders at the sight of a sliip of war. Of this an 
amusing anecdote. 

Tischbein has a gi-eat knack of etching with a pen the 
shapes of gods and heroes, of the size of life, and even more. 
He uses very few lines, but cleverly puts in the shades with a 
broad pencil, so that the heads stand out roundly and nobly. 
The bystanders looked on with amazement, and were highly 
delighted. At last an itching seized their fingers to try and 
paint ; they snatched the brushes and painted — one another’s 
beards, daubing each other’s faces. Was not this an 
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original trait of human nature? And this was done in an 
elegant circle, in the house of one who was himself a clever 
draughtsman and painter ! It is impossible to form an idea of 
this race without having seen it. 


Caserta, Wednesday^ March 14, 1787. 

I am here on a visit to Hackert, in his highly agreeable 
apartments, which have been assigned him in the ancient 
castle. The new palace, somewhat huge and Escurial-like, of 
a quadrangular plan, with many courts, is royal enough. The 
site is uncommonly fine, on one of the most fertile plains in 
the world, and yet the gardens trench on the mountains. From 
these an aqueduct brings down an entire river, to supply 
water to the palace and the district ; and the whole can, on 
occasion, be thrown on some artificially-arranged rocks, to 
form a most glorious cascade. The gardens are beautifully 
laid out, and suit well with a district which itself is thought a 
garden. 

The castle is truly kingly. It appears to me, however, par- 
ticularly gloomy ; and no one of us could bring himself to 
think the vast and empty rooms comfortable. The King pro- 
bably is of the same opinion, for he has caused a house to be 
built on the mountains, which, smaller and more proportioned 
to man’s littleness, is intended for a hunting-box and country- 
seat. 


Caserta, Thursday, March 15, 1787. 

Hackert is lodged very comfortably in the old castle — it is 
quite roomy enough for all his guests. Constantly busy with 
drawing and painting, he nevertheless is very social, and 
easily draws men around him, as in the end he generally 
makes every one become his scholar ; he has also quite won 
me by putting up patiently with my weaknesses, and insists, 
above all things, on distinctness of drawing, and marked and 
clear keeping. When he paints, he has three colours always 
ready ; and as he works on and uses one after another, a pic- 
ture is produced, one knows not how or whence. I wish the 
execution were as easy as it looks. With his usual blunt 
honesty he said to — , “ You have capacity, but you are 
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unable to accomplish anything ; stay with me a year and a 
half, and you shall be able to produce works which shall be a 
delight to yourself and to others."’ Is not this a text on which 
one might preach eternally to dilettanti : — We would like to 
see Avhat sort of a pupil we can make of you. 

Tlic special confidence with which the queen honors him 
is evinced not merely by the fact that he gives lessons in prac- 
tice to the princesses, but still more so by his being fre. 
quently summoned on an evening to talk witli and instruct 
them on art and kindred subjects. He makes Sulzcr’s book 
the basis of such lectures, selecting the articles, as entertain- 
ment or conviction may be his object. 

I was obliged to approve of this, and, in consequence, to 
laugh at myself. What a difterenco is there between him who 
wishes to investigate principles, and one whose highest object 
is to work on the world and to teach them for their mere pri- 
vate amusement. Sulzer s theory was always odious to me on 
account of the falseness of its fundamental maxim, but now 
I saw that the book contained much more than the multitude 
require. The varied information which is here communicated, 
the mode of tlunking with which alone so active a mind as 
Sulzer’s could be satisfied, must have been quite sufficient for 
the ordinary run of people. 

Many happy and profitable hours have I spent with the 
pictui'e-restorer Anders, who has been summoned hither from 
Rome, and resides in the Castle, and industriously pursues 
his work, in which the king takes a great interest. Of his 
skill in restoring old paintings, I dare not begin to speak, 
since it would be necessary to describe the whole process of 
this yet difficult craft, — and wherein consists the difficulty 
of the problem, and the merit of success. 


Caserta^ March 16, 1787. 

Your dear letter of the 19th February reached me to-day, 
and I must forthwith dispatch a word or two in reply. How 
glad should I be to come to my senses again, by thinking of 
my friends ! 

Naples is a paradise : in it every one lives in a sort of 
intoxicated self-forgetfulness. It is even so with me ; I scarcely 
know myself-— 1 seem quite an altered man. Yesterday 1 

VoL. II. 2 F 
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said to myself : either you have always been mad, or you are 
so now. 

I have paid a visit to the ruins of ancient Capua, and all 
that is connected with it. 

In this country one first begins to have a true idea of what 
vegetation is, and why man tills the fields. The flax here is al- 
ready near to blossoming, and the wheat a span and a-half high. 
Around Caserta the land is perfectly level, the fields worked 
as clean and as fine as the beds of a garden. AH of them are 
planted with poplars, and from tree to tree the vine spreads ; 
and yet, notwithstanding this shade, the soil below produces the 
finest and most abundant crops possible. What will they be 
when the spring shall come in power! Hitherto we have had 
very cold winds, and there has been snow on the mountains. 

Within fourteen days I must decide whether to go to Sicily 
or not. Never before have I been so tossed backwards 
and forwards in coming to a resolution : every day something 
will occur to recommend the trip ; tlie next morning — some 
circumstance will be against it. Two spirits are contending 
for me. 

I say this in confidence, and for my female friends alone : 
speak not a word of it to my male fi*iends. I am well 
aware that my “ Iphigenia” has fared strangely. The 
public were so accustomed to tlie old form, expressions 
which it had adopted from frequent hearing and reading, 
were familiar to it; and now quite a diflerent tone is sound- 
ing in its ears ; and I clearly see that no one, in fact, thanks 
me for the endless pains I htive been at. Such a work is 
never finished : it must, however, pass for such, as soon as 
the author has done bis utmost, considering time and circum- 
stances. 

All this, however, will not be able to deter me from trying 
a similar operation with “Tasso.” Perhaps it would be 
better to throw it into the fire ; however, I shall adhere to 
my resolution, and since it must be what it is, I shall make a 
wonderful work of it. On this account, I am pleased to find that 
the printing of my works goes on so slowly ; and then, again, 
it is well to be at a distance from the murmurs of the compo- 
sitor. Strange enough that even in one’s most independent 
actions, one expects, nay, requires a stimulus. 
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Qaserta^ March 16, 1787. 

If in Rome one can readily set oneself to study, here one 
can do nothing but live. You forget yourself and the 
world; and to mo it is a strange feeling to go about with 
people who think of nothing but enjoying themselves. Sii* 
William Hamilton, who still resides here as ambassador from 
England, has at length, after his long love of art, and long 
study, discovered the most perfect of admirers of nature and 
art in a beautiful young woman. She lives with him : an 
English w'oman of about twenty years old. She is very 
handsome, and of a beautiful figure. The old knight has 
had made for her a Greek costume, which becomes her ex- 
tremely. Dressed in this, and lotting her hair loose, and 
taking a couple of shawls, she exliibits every possible variety 
of posture, expression, and look, so that at the last the spec- 
tator almost fancies it is a dream. One beholds here in per- 
fection, in movement, in ravishing variety, all that the greatest 
of artists have rejoiced to be able to produce. Standing, 
kneeling, sitting, lying down, grave or sad, playful, ex- 
ulting, repentant, wanton, menacing, anxious — all mental 
states follow rapidly one after another. With wonderful 
taste she suits the folding of her veil to each expression, and 
with the same handkerchief makes every kind of head-dress. 
The old knight holds the light for her, and enters into the 
exhibition with his whole soul. lie thinks he can discern 
in her a resemblance to all the most famous antiques, all the 
beautiful profiles on the Sicilian coins — aye, of the Apollo 
Belvedere itself. This much at any rate is certain — the 
entertainment is unique. We spent two evenings on it with 
thorough enjoyment. To-day Tischbein is engaged in paint- 
ing her. 

What I have seen and inferred of the personnel of the 
Court requires to be ftu’ther tested, before I set it down. 
To-day the king is gone hunting the wolves : they hope to 
kill at least five. 


Naples, March 17, 1787. 

When I would write words, images only start before 
my eyes, — the beautiful land, the free sea ; the hazy 

2 F 2 
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islands, the roaring mountain ; — powers to delineate all this 
fail me. 


Here in this country one at last understands how it ever 
came into the head of man to till the ground — ^here where 
it produces everything, and where one may look for as many 
as from three to five crops in the year. 


I have seen much, and reflected stiU more. The world 
opens itself to me more and more— all even that I have long 
kno\^^l is at last becoming my own. How quick to know, 
but how slow to put in practice, is the human creature! 


The only pity is, that I cannot at each moment communi- 
cate to others my observations. But, both as man and artist, 
one is here driven backwards and forwards by a hundred ideas 
of his own, while his services are put in requisition by hun- 
dreds of persons. Ilis situation is peculiar and strange ; he 
cannot freely sympathize with another’s being, because he 
finds his own exertions so put to the stretch. 


And after all, the world is nothing but a wheel; in its 
whole periphery it is every where similar, but, nevertheless, 
it appears to us so strange, because we ourselves are carried 
round with it. 


What I always said has actually come to pass ; in this 
l^d alone do I begin to understand and to unravel many a 
phenomenon of nature, and complication of opinion. I am 
gathering from every quarter, and shall bring back with me 
a great deal, — cei^inly much love of my own native land, 
ftJid joy to live with a few dear friends. 


With regard to my Sicilian tour, the gods still hold tho 
4oales in their hands : the index still wavers. 
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Who can the friend be who has thus mysteriously an- 
nounced? Only, may I not neglect him in my pilgrimage 
and tour in the island ! 


The frigate from Palermo has returned : in eight days she 
sets sail again. Whether I shall sail with it, and. be back at 
Rome by Passion Week, I have not as yet determined.. 
Never in my life have I been so undecided; a trifle will 
turn the scale. 


With men I get on rather better : for I feel that one must 
weigh them by avoirdupois weight, and not by the jewel- 
ler’s scales; as, unfortunately, friends too often weigh one 
another in their hypochondriacal humours and in an over- 
exacting spirit. 


Here men know nothing of one another; they scarcely 
observe that others are also going on their way, side by side 
with them. They run all day backwards and forwards in a 
Paradise, without looking around them; and if the neigh- 
bouring jaws of hell begin to open and to rage, they have re- 
course to S. Januarius. 


To pass through such a counties.? multitude, with its rest- 
less excitement, is strange, but salutary. Here they are all 
crossing and recrossing one another, and yet every one finds 
his way and his object. In so great a crowd and bustle I feel 
myself perfectly calm and solitary; the. more bustling the 
streets become, the more quietly I move. 

Often do I think of Rousseau and his hypochondriacal 
discontent ; and I can thoroughly understand how so fine an 
organization may have been deranged. Did I not myself feel 
such sympathy with natural objects ; and did I not see that, 
in the apparent perplexity, a hundred seemingly contrary 
observations admit of being reconciled, and arranged side by 
side, just as the geometer by a cross line tests many mea- 
surements, I should often think myself mad. 
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Naples, March 18, 1787. 

We must not any longer put off our visit to Herculaneum, 
and the Museum of Portici, where the curiosities 'which have 
been dug out of it are collected and preserved. That ancient 
city, lying at the foot of Vesuvius, was entirely covered with 
lava, which subsequent eruptions succesively raised so high, 
that the buildings are at present sixty feet below the surface. 
The city was discovered by some men coming upon a marble 
pavement, as they wore digging a wcU. It is a great pity that 
the excavation Avas not executed systematically by German 
miners ; for it is admitted that the work, which was carried on 
at random, and with the hope of plunder, has spoilt many a noble 
monument of ancient art. After descending sixty steps into a 
pit, by torch-light you gaze in admiration at the theatre which 
once stood beneath the open sky, and listen to the guide re- 
counting all that Avas found there, and carried off. 

We entered the museum Avell recommended, and Avere well 
received; nevertheless avc Averc not allowed to take any 
draAAungs. Perhaps on this account we paid the more atten- 
tion to Avhat we saw, and the more vividly transported our- 
selves into those long-passed times, Avhen all these things 
surrounded their living owners, and ministered to the use and 
enjoyment of life. I'lie little houses and rooms of Pompeii 
now appeared to me at once more spacious and more con- 
fined — more confined, because I fancied them to myself 
crammed full of so many precious objects : more spacious, 
because these very objects could not have been furnished 
merely as necessaries, but, being decorated with the most 
graceful and ingenious devices of the imitatiA'c arts, while 
they delighted the taste, must also have enlarged the 
mind far beyond what the amplest house-room could ever haA^e 
done. 

One sees here, for instance, a nobly-shaped pail, mounted 
at the top with a highly-ornamented edge. When you 
examine it more closely, you find that tliis rim rises on two 
sides, and so furnishes convenient handles by Avhich the vessel 
may be lifted. The lamps, according to the number of their 
wicks, are ornamented with masks and mountings, so that 
each burner illuminates a genuirife figure of art. We also saw 
some high and gracefully slender stands of iron for holding 
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lampSj the pendant burners beinpj suspended with figures of all 
kinds, which display a wonderful fertility of invention ; and 
as, in order to please and delight the eye, they sway and oscil- 
late, the effect surpasses all description. 

In the hope of being able to pay a second visit, wo followed 
the usher from room to room, and snatched all the delight 
and instruction that was possible from a cursory view. 


Naples^ Monday y March 19, 1787. 

Within these last few days I have formed a new connexion. 
Tischbein for three or four 'weeks has fiiithfully lent me all 
the assistance in his jKtwer, and diligently ex])laincd to me the 
works both of nature and art. Yesterday, howeviir, after being 
at the Museum of Portici, we had some conversation together, 
and we came to the conclusion that, considering his own ar- 
tistic objects, he could not perform, with credit to himself, 
the works which, in the hope of some future ap])omtment 
in Naples, ho has undertaken for the Court and for several 
persons in the city, nor do justice to my views, wishes, and 
fencies. With sincere good wishes for my success, he has 
therefore recommended to me for my constant companion 
a young man whom, since I arrived here, I have often 
seen, not 'without feeling some inclination and liking for 
him. His name is Kniep, who, after a long stay at Rome, 
has come to Naples as the true field and element of the 
landscape-painter. Even in Rome I had heard him highly 
spoken of as a clever draughtsman — only his industry was 
not much commended. I have tolerably studied his cha- 
racter, and think the ground of this censure arises rather 
from a 'W'ant of a decision, which certainly may be overcome, 
if we are long together A favourable beginning confirms me 
in this hope ; and if he continues to go on thus, we shall 
continue good companions for some time. 


Naples^ March 19, 1787. 

One needs only to walk along the streets, and keep one’s 
eyes well open, and one is sure to see the most unequall^jd of 
scenes. At the Mole, one , of the noisiest quarters of the 
eity, I saw yesterday a PulcineUo, who on a temporary stage 
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of planks was quarrelling with an ape, while from a balcony 
above a right pretty maiden was exposing her charms to 
every eye. Not far from the ape and his stage a quack 
doctor was recommending to the credulous crowd his 
nostrums for every evil. Such a scene painted by a Ger- 
ard Dow would not fail to charm contemporaries and pos- 
terity. 

To-day, moreover, was the festival of S. Joseph. lie is the 
patron of all Fritaruoli — that is, pastry-cooks, and understands 
baking in a very extensive sense. Because beneath the black 
and seething oil hot flames will, of course, rage, — therefore, 
every kind of torture by fire falls within his province. 
Accordingly, yesterday evening, being the eve of the Saint’s 
day, the fronts of the houses were adorned with pictui'es, to 
the best of the inmates’ skill, representing souls in Purgatory, 
or the Last J udgment, with plenty of fire and flame. Before the 
doors frying-pans were hissing on hastily- constructed hearths. 
One partner was working the dough, another shaped it into 
twists, and threw it into the boiling lard ; a third stood by 
the frj’ing-pan, holding a short skewer, with which he drew 
out the twists as soon as they were done, and shoved them off 
on another skewer to a fourth party, who offered them to the 
bystanders. The two last were generally young apprentices, 
and wore white curly wigs, — this head-dress being the Neapo- 
litan symbol of an angel. Other figures besides completed 
the group ; and these were busy in presenting wine to the 
busy cooks, or in drinking themselves, crying, and puffiiig 
the aiticle all the while ; the angels, too, and cooks were all 
clamouring. The people crowded to buy — for all pastry is 
sold cheap on this evening, and a jmrt of the profits given 
to the poor. 

Scenes of this kind may be witnessed without end. Thus 
fores it every day; always something new — some fresh 
absurdity. The variety of costume, too, that meets you in 
the streets ; the multitude, too, of passages in the Toledo 
street alone ! 

Thus there is plenty of most original entertainment, if only 
one will live with the people ; it is so natural, that one almost 
bectmes natural oneself. For this is the original birth-placo 
of Pulcinello, the true national mask — the Harlequin of 
Pergamo, and the Hanswurth of the Tyrol. This Pdcinelle 
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now is a thoroughly easy, sedate, somewhat indifferent, 
perhaps lazy, and yet humorous fellow. And so one meets 
everywhere with a “Kellner’' and a “Hausknecht.” With ours 
I had special fun yesterday, and yet there was nothing 
more than my sending him to fetch some paper and pens. A 
half misunderstanding, a little loitering, good humour and 
rogueiy, produced a most amusing scene, which might be 
very successfully brought out on any stage. 


Naples, Tuesday, March 20, 1787. 

The news that an eruption of lava had just commenced, 
which, taking the direction of Ottajano, was invisible at Na- 
ples, tempted mo to visit Vesuvius for the third time. Scarcely 
had I jumped out of my cabriolet (zwciriidrigen einpferdigen 
Fuhrwerk), at the foot of the mountain, when immediately ap- 
peared the two guides who had accompanied us on our previous 
ascent. I had no wish to do without cither, but took one out of 
gratitude and custom, the other for reliance on his judgment, — 
and the two for the gi'eater convenience. Having ascended 
the summit, the older guide remained with our cloaks and 
refreshment, while the younger followed me, and we boldly 
went straight towards a dense volume of smoke, which broke 
forth from the bottom of the funnel ; then we quickly w^ent 
downwards by the side of it, till at last, under the clear heaven, 
we distinctly saw the lava emitted from the rolling clouds of 
smoke. 

We may hear an object spoken of a thousand times, but 
its peculiar features will never be caught till we see it with 
our own eyes. The stream of lava was small, not broader 
perhaps than ten feet, but the way in which it flowed down 
a gentle and tolerably smooth plain was remarkable. As it 
flowed along, it cooled both on the sides and on the surface, 
so that it formed a sort of canal, the bed of which was contin- 
ually raised in consequence of the molten mass congealing 
even beneath the fiery stream, which, with uniform action, 
precipitated right and left the scoria which were floating on 
its surface. In this way a regular dam was at length thrown 
up, in which the glowing stream flowed on as quietly as 
any mill-stream. We passed along the tolerably high dam,. 
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while the scoria rolled regularly off the sides at our feet. 
Some cracks in the canal afforded opportunity of looking 
at the living stream from below, and as it rushed onwards, we 
observed it from above. 

A very bright sun made the glowing lava look dull ; but a mo- 
derate steam rose from it into the pure air. I felt a great desire 
to go nearer to the point where it broke out from the moun- 
tain ; there my guide averred, it at once formed vaults and 
roofs above itself, on which he had often stood. To see and ex- 
perience this phenomenon, we again ascended the hill, in order 
to come from behind to this point. Fortunately at this mo- 
ment the place was cleared by a pretty strong wind, but not 
entirely, for all round it the smoke eddied Irom a thousand 
crannies ; and now at last we stood on the top of the solid 
roof, (which looked like a hardened mass of twisted dough), 
but which, however, projected so far outwards, that it was 
impossible to see the welling lava. 

We ventured about twenty steps further, but the ground 
on which we stepped became hotter and hotter, while around 
us rolled an oppressive steam, which obscured and hid the 
sun ; the guide, who w’as a few steps in advance of me, pre- 
sently turned back, and seizing hold of me, hurried out of this 
Stygian exhalation. 

After we had refreshed our eyes with the clear prospect, 
and washed our gums and throat with wine, we went round 
again to notice any other peculiarities which might charac- 
terise this peak of hell, thus rearing itself in the midst of a 
Paradise. I again observed attentively some chasms, in appear- 
ance like so many Vulcanic forges, which emitted no smoke, 
but continually shot out a steam of hot glowing air. They were 
all tapestried, as it were, with a kind of stalactite, which covered 
the funnel to tlie top, with its knobs and chintz-like variation 
of colours. In consequence of the irregularity of the forges, 
I found many specimens of this sublimation hanging within 
reach, so that, with our staves and a little contrivance, we 
were able to hack off a few, and to secure them. I saw in the 
shops of the dealers in lava similar specimens, labelled simply 
“ Lava and I was delighted to have discovered that it was 
volcanic soot precipitated fixjm the hot vapour, and dis- 
tinctly exhibiting the sublimated mineral particles which it 
contained. 
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The most glorious of sunsets, a heavenly evening, refreshed 
me on my return ; still I felt how all great contrasts confound 
the mind and senses. From the terrible to the beautiful— 
from the beautiful to the terrible ; each destroys the other, 
and produces a feeling of indifference. Assuredly, the Neapo- 
litan would be quite a different creature, did he not feel him- 
self thus hemmed in between Elysium and Tartarus. 


Naples^ March 22, 1787. 

Were I not impelled by the German spirit, and desire to 
Icai-n and to do rather than to enjoy, I should tarry a little 
longer in this school of a liglit-hearted and ha])py life, and 
try to profit by it still more. Here it is enough for content- 
ment, it' a man has ever so little an income. The situation of 
the city, tlie mildness of the climate, can never b(', sufficiently 
extolled ; but it is almost exclusively to these that the stranger 
is refcn*ed. 

No doubt, one who has abundance of time, tact, and means, 
might remain here for a long time, with profit to himself. Thus 
Sir William Hamilton has contrived highly to enjoy a long resi- 
dence in this city, and now, in the evening of his life, is reaping 
the fruits of it. The rooms which he has had furnished in the 
English style, are most delightful, and the view from the 
comer room, perhaps, unique, llelow you is the sea, with 
a view of Capri, Posilippo on the right, with the prome- 
nade of Villa Keal between you and the grotto ; on the left 
an ancient building belonging to the Jesuits, and beyond it. 
the coast stretching from Sorrento to Cape Minerva. Another 
prospect equal to this is scarcely to be found in Europe, — ^at 
least, not in the centre of a great and populous city. 

Hamilton is a person of universal taste, and after having 
wandered tlirough the whole rejilm of creation, has found 
rest at last in a most beautiful wife, a masterpiece of the great 
artist — Nature. 

And now after all this, and a hundred-fold more of enjoy- 
ment, the sirens from over the sea are beckoning me ; and if 
the wind is fiivorable, I shall start at the same time with this 
letter, — ^it for the north, I for the south. The human mind 
will not be confined to any limits — I especially require breadth 
and extent in an eminent degree ; however, I must content 
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myself on this occasion with a rapid survey, and must not 
think of a long fixed look. If by hearing and thinking, I can 
only attain to as much of any object as a finger’s tip, I shall 
be able to make out the whole hand. 

Singularly enough, within these few days, a friend has 
spoken to me of Wilhelm Meister^ and urged me to continue 
it. In this climate, I don’t think it possible ; however, some- 
thing of the air of this heaven may, perhaps, be imparted to 
the closing books. May' my existence ohly unfold itself suffi. 
ciently to lengthen the stem, and to produce richer and finer 
flowers ; certainly it were better for me never to have come 
here at all, than to go away unregenerated. 


Naples, March 22, 1787. 

Yesterday we saw a picture of Correggio’s, which is for sale. 
It is not, indeed, in very good preservation ; however, it still 
retains the happiest stamp possible of all the peculiar charms of 
this painter. It represents a Madonna, with the infant, hesi- 
tating between the breast and some pears which an angel is 
offering it ; the subject, therefore, is the weaning of Christ. 
To me the idea appears extremely tender ; the composition 
easy and natural, and happily and charmingly executed. It 
immediately reminded me of the Vow of S. Catherine, and, 
in my opinion, the painting is unquestionably from the hand 
of Correggio. 


Naples, Friday, March 23, 1787. 

The terms of my engagement with Kniep are now settled, 
and it has commenced in a right practical w'ay. We went toge- 
ther to Pffistum, where, and also on our journey thither and 
back, he showed the greatest industry with his pencil. He has 
taken some of the most glorious outlines possible. He seems 
to relish tliis moving but busy sort of life, which has called for 
a talent which he was scarcely conscious of. This comes of 
being resolute : but it is exactly here that his accurate and 
nice skill shows itself. He never stops to surround the paper 
on which he is about to draw with the usual rectangular lines; 
however, he seems to take as much pleasure in cutting points 
to his pencil, which is of the best English lead, as in drawing 
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itself. Thus his outlines are just what one would wish them 
to be. 

Now we have come to the following arrangement : — From 
this day forward, we are to live and travel together ; while he 
is to have nothing to trouble himself about but drawing, as he 
has done for the last few days. 

All the sketches are to be mine ; but in order to a further 
profit, after our return, from our connexion, he is to finish for 
a certain sum a number of them, which I am to select ; and 
then, remuneration for the others is to be settled according to 
the dexterity he evinces in them, and the importance of the 
views taken, and other considerations. This arrangement 
has made me quite happy, and now at last I can give you an 
account of our journey. 

Sitting in a light two -wheeled carnage, and driving in turn, 
with a rough good-natured boy behind, we rolled through the 
glorious country, which Kniep greeted with a true artistic 
eye. We now reached the mountain stream, which, running 
along a smooth artificial channel, skirts most delightful rocks 
and woods. At last, in the district of Alh Cava^ Kniep could 
not contain himself, but set to work to fix on paper a splendid 
mountain, which right before us stood out boldly against the 
blue sky, and with a clever and characteristic touch drew 
the outlines of the summit, with the sides also, down to its 
very base. We both made merry with it, as the earnest of our 
contract. 

A similar sketch was* taken in the evening from the win- 
dow, of a singularly lovely and rich country, which passes 
all my powers of description. Who would not have been 
disposed to study at such a spot, in those bright times, when 
a high school of art was flourishing? Very early in the 
morning we set ofi* by an untrodden path, coming occasionally 
on marshy spots towards two beautifully shaped hills. Wo 
crossed brooks and pools, where the wild bulls, like hippo- 
potamuses, were wallowing, and looking upon us with their 
wild red eyes. 

The country grew flatter and more desolate ; the scarcity 
of the building bespoke a sparing cultivation. At last, when 
we were doubting whether we were passing through rocks or 
ruins, some great oblong masses enabled us to distinguish the 
remains of temples and other monuments of a once splendid 
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city. Kniep, who had already sketched on the way the two 
picturesque limestone hills, suddenly stopped to find a spot 
from which to seize and exhibit the peculiarity of this most 
unpicturcsque region. 

A countryman, whom I took for my guide, led me the mean- 
while through the buildings. The first sight of them excited 
nothing but astonishment. I found myself in a perfectly strange 
world ; for, as centuries pass from the severe to the pleasing, 
they form man’s taste at the same time — indeed, create him 
after the same law. But now our eyes, and through them 
our whole inner being, has been used to, and decidedly pre- 
possessed in favor of, a lighter style of architecture ; so that 
these crowded masses of stiunpy conical pillars appear heavy, 
not to say frightful. But I soon recollected myself, called to 
mind the history of art, thought of the times when the spirit 
of the age was in unison with this style of architecture, and 
realised the severe style of sculptme ; and in less than an hour 
found myself reconciled to it, — ^nay, I went so far as to thank 
my genius for permitting mo to see with my o>vn eyes such 
well-preserved remains, since drawings give us no true idea 
of them ; for, in architectural sketches, they seem more ele- 
gant, and in perspective views even more stumpy than they 
actually are. It is only by going round them, and passing 
through them, that you can impart to them their real cha- 
racter ; you evoke for them, not to say infuse into them, the 
very feeling which the architect had in contemplation. And 
thus I spent the whole day, Kneip the while working away 
most diligently in taking very accurate sketches. How de- 
lighted wiis I to be exempt from that care, and yet to acquire 
such unfailing tokens for the aid of memory ! Unfortunately, 
there was no accommodation for spending the night here. 
We returned to Sorrento, and started early next morning for 
Naples. Vesuvius, seen ft*om the back, is a rich country ; 
poplars, with their colossal pyramids, on the road-side, in 
the foreground ; these, too, formed an agreeable feature, 
which we halted a moment to take. 

We now reached an eminence. The most extensive area in 
the w'orld opened before us. Naples, in all its splendour : its 
mile-long line of houses on the flat shore of the bay, the pro- 
montories, tongues of land and walls of rock ; then the islands, 
and, behind all, the sea,—- the whole was a ravishing si^t. 
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A most hideous singing, or rather exulting cry and howl of 
joy, from the boy behind, frightened and distm’bed us. Some- 
yrhat angrily, I called out to him ; ho had never had any 
harsh words from us, — ^he had been a very good boy. 

For a while he did not move ; then he patted me lightly on 
the shoulder, and pushing between us both his right arm, 
with the fore-finger stretched out, exclaimed, “ Signor^ p«r~ 
donate! qiiesta ^ la rnict patriaT — wliich, being interpreted, 
runs, “ Forgive me, Sir, for tliat i.s my native land !” And so 
I was ravished a second time. Something like a tear stood 
in the eyes of the phlegmatic child of the north. 


Naples^ March 25 , 1787 . 

Although I saw that Kniep was delighted to go with me to 
the festival of the Annunciation, still I could not fail to ob- 
serve that there was a something he was sorry to part from. 
His candour could not let him long conceal from me the fact, 
that he had formed here a close and fiiithful attachment. It 
was a pretty talc to listen to, the story of tlieir first meeting, 
and the description of the foir one’s behaviour uj) to this time 
told in her favour ; Kniep, moreover, insisted on my going and 
seeing for myself how pretty she really was. Accordingly, an 
opportunity was contrived, and so as to afford me the enjoy- 
ment of one of the most agreeable views over Naples. He took 
me to the flat roof of a house, which commanded a survey of 
the lower toAvn, near the Mole, the bay, and the shore of Sor- 
rento ; all that lay beyond on the left, became fore-shortened 
in the strangest way possible, and which, except from this par- 
ticular spot, was never witnessed. Naples is, every where, 
beautiful and glorious. 

While we were admiring the country around, suddenly, 
(although expected), a very beautiful face presented itself above 
the roof— for the entrance to these flat roofs is generally an 
oblong opening in the roof, which can bo covered, when not 
used, by a trap-door. While, then, the little angel appeared in 
ftill figure above the opening, it occurred to me that ancient 
painters usually represent the Annunciation by making the 
angel ascend by a similar trap-door. But the angel on this 
occasion was really of a very fine form, of a very pretty face, 
and a good natural carriage. It was a real joy to me, under 
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the free heaven, and in presence of the finest prospect in the 
world, to see my new friend so happy. After her departure, 
he confessed to me that he had hitherto voluntarily endured 
poverty, as by that means he had enjoyed her love ; and at 
the same time, had learned to appreciate her contented dis- 
position : and now his better prospects, and improved condi- 
tion, were chiefly prized, because they procured him the means 
of making her days more comfortable. 


Naples^ March 25, 1787. 

After this pleasant little incident I walked on the shore, 
calm and happy. There a good insight into botanical matters 
opened on me. 'I’cll Herder that I am very near finding 
the primal vegetable type ; only I fear that no one will be 
able to trace in it the rest of the vegetable kingdom. My 
famous theory of the Cotyledons is so refined, that perhaps it 
is impossible to go further with it. 


Naples^ March 26, 1787. 

To-morrow this letter will leave this for you. On Thurs- 
day, the 29th, I go to Palermo in the corvette, which formerly, 
in my ignorance of sea matters, I promoted to the rank of a 
frigate. The doubt whether I should go or remain made me 
unsettled even in the use of my stay here ; now I have made 
up my mind, things go on better. For my mental state this 
journey is salutaiy — indeed necessary. I see Sicily pointing 
to Africa, and to Asia, and to the wonderful, whither so many 
rays of the world’s history are directed : even to stand still is 
no ti ifle ! 

I have treated Naples quite in its own style. I have been 
anything but industrious. And yet I have seen a great deal, 
and formed a pretty general idea of the land, its inhabitants, 
and condition. On my return there is much that 1 shall have 
to go over again ; indeed, only “ go over,” for by the 29th of 
June I must be in Rome j^ain. As I have missed the Holy 
Week, I must not fail to be present at the festivities of St. 
Peter’s Day. My Sicilian exp^tion must not altogether draw 
me off from my original plans. 

The day before yesterday we had a violent storm, with 
thunder, lightning, and rain. Now it is again clear; a glo- 
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rious Tramontane is blowing; if it lasts, we shall have a rapid 
passage. 

Yesterday I went with my fellow-traveller to see the vessel, 
and to take our cabin. A sea voyage is utterly out of the 
pale of my ideas ; this short trip, which will probably be a 
mere coasting one, will help my imagination, and enlarge my 
world. The captain is a young lively fellow ; the ship trim 
and clean, built in America, and a good sailer. 

Here every spot begins to look green ; Sicily, they tell me, I 
shall find still more so. By the time you get this letter I shall 
be on ray return, leaving Trinacria behind me. Such is 
man ; he is always cither anticipating or recalling ; I have 
not yet been there ; and yet I now am, in thought, back again 
with you ! However, for the confusion of this letter I am not 
to blame. Every moment I am interrupted, and yet I would, 
if possible, fill this sheet to the very corner. 

Just now I have had a visit from a Marchesc Berio, a young 
man who appears to be well informed. He was anxious to 
make the acquaintance of the author of “ Werther.*’ Generally, 
indeed, the people here evince a great desire for, and delight 
in, learning and accomplishments. Only they are too happy 
to go the right way to acquire them. Had I more time, I 
would willingly devote it to obsei^’ing the Neapolitans. Those 
four weeks — what are they, compared with the endless variety 
of life ? 

Now, fare you well. On these travels I have learnt one 
thing at least~how to travel well ; whether I am learning to 
live, I know not. The men who pretend to understand that art, 
are, in nature and manner, too widely different from me, for 
setting up any claim to such a talent. 

Farewell, and love me as sincerely as I from my heart re- 
member you. 


Naples, March 28, 1787. 

These few days have been entirely passed in packing and 
leave-taking; with making all necessary arrangements, and 
paying bills ; looking for missing articles, and with prepara- 
tions of all kinds. I set the time down as lost. 

The Prince of Walbeck has, just at my departure, un^ttled 
me again. For he has been talking of nothing less than that I 
should arrange, on my return, to go with him to Greece and 
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Dahnatia. When one enters once into the world, and gives 
way to it, it is necessary to be vciy cautious, lest one should 
be caixied away, not to say driven mad by it. I am utterly 
incar-^le of adding another syllable. 


Naples, March 29, 1787. 

For some days the weather has been very unsettled ; to-day, 
(the appointed time for our sailing), it is again as fine as pos^ 
sihle. A favourable north wind, a bright sunny sky, beneatli 
which one wishes oneself in the wide world I Now I bid an 
affectionate farewell to all my friends in Weimar and Gotha. 
Your love accompanies me ; for wherever I am I feel my need 
of you. Last night I dreamt I was again among old familiar 
faces. It seems as if I could not unload my boat of phea- 
sants’ feathers any where but among you. May it be well 
loaded. 


SICILY. 

At Sea, Thursday, March 29, 1787, 

A fresh and favourable breeze from the north-east is not blow- 
ing this time, as it did at the last sailing of the packet. But, 
unfortunately, a direct head- wind comes from the opposite 
quarter, the south-west — and so we are experiencing to our cost 
how much the traveller by sea depends upon the caprice of the 
wind and weather. Out of all patience, we whiled away the 
morning cither on the shore or in the coffee-house ; at last, at 
noon we went on board, and the weather being extremely 
fine, we enjoyed the most glorious of views. The corvette 
lay at anchor near to the Mole. With an unclouded sun the 
atmosphere was hazy, giving to the rocky walls of Sorrento, 
which were in the shade, a tint of most beautiful blue. 
Naples, with its living multitudes, lay in the full sunshine, 
and glittered brilliantly with countless tints. It was not until 
sunset that the vessel began slowly to move from her moor- 
ings : then the wind which was contrary drove us ovct to 
Fos^pe, and its promontory. All night long the ship went 
xpiietly on iis way. She is a swift s^er, and was \mk m 
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America, and is well fitted with cabins and berths. The 
passengers cheerful, but not boisterous. Opera-singers and 
dancers, consigned to Palermo. 


Fndaijy March 30, 1787. 

By day-break we found ourselves between Ischia and Capri 
— ^perhaps not more than a mile from the latter. Tlic sun 
rose from behind the mountains of Capri and Capo Minerva. 
Knicp diligently sketched the outlines of tlie coasts and the 
islands, and took several beautiful views. The slowness of the 
passage was favourable to his labours. We were making our 
way but slowly under a light side-wind. We lost sight of Vesu- 
■\ius about four, just as we came in view of Cape Minerva and 
Ischia. These, too, disapj)eared about evening. Tlie sun set in 
the sea, attended with clouds, and a long streak of light, 
reaching for miles, all of a brilliant purple. This phenomenon 
was also sketched by Kiiiep. At last we lost sight altogether 
of the liind, and the watery horizon surrounded us, tlu; night 
being clear, with lovely moonlight. 

Thest' beautiful sights, however, I could only enjoy ff)r a few 
moments, for I was soon attacked w'ith sca-siekness. 1 betook 
myself toiny cabin, chose an horizontal position, and abstaining 
from all meat or drink, except white bread and red wine, soon 
found myself pretty comfoi-table again. Shut out from the ex- 
tenial world. I let the internal have full sway; and, as a tedious 
voyage was to be anticipated, I immediately set myself a heavy 
task in order to while aw'ay the time profitably. Of all my papers 
I Lad only brought with me the first two adfc {)f“ Tasso,” written 
in poetic prose. These two acts, as regards their plan and 
evolution, were nearly similar to the presimt ones, but, written 
full ten years ago, had a somewhat soft and misty tone, which 
soon disappeared, while, in accordance with my later notions, I 
made form more predominant, and introduced more of rhythm. 


Saturday, March 31, 1787. 

The sun rose tliis morning from the water quite clear. About 
seven we overtook a French vessel, which had left Naples 
two days before us, so much the better sailer was om* vessel ; 
still we had no prospect as yet of the end of our passage. 
We were somewhat dieered by the sight of Ustica, but, ua- 
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fortunately, on our left, when we ought to have had it, like 
Capri, on our right. Towards noon the wind became directly 
contrary, and we did not make the least way. The sea began 
to get rough, and every one in the ship was sick. 

1 kept in my usual position, and the whole piece was 
thought over and over, and through and through again. The 
hours passed away, and I should not have noticed how th(^ 
went, but for the roguish Kniep, on whose appetite the waves 
had no influence. When, from time to time, he brought me 
some wine and some bread, he took a mischievous delight in 
expatiating on the excellent dinner in the cabin, the cheer- 
fulness and good nature of our young but clever captain, and 
on his regrets that I was unable to enjoy my share of it. So, 
likewise, the transition from joke and merriment to qualmish- 
ness and sickness, and the various ways in which the latter 
manifested themselves in the different passengers, afforded 
him rich materials for humorous description. 

At four in the afternoon the captain altered the course of 
our vessel. The mainsails were again set, and we steered 
direct for Ustica, behind which, to our great joy, we dis- 
cerned the mountains of Sicily. The wind improved, and we 
bore rapidly towards Sicily, and a few little islands appeai’ed 
in view. The sunset was murky, the light of heaven being 
veiled beneath a mist. The wind was pretty fair for the 
whole of the evening ; towards midnight the sea became very 
rough, 

Sunday, April 1, 1787. 

About 3 in the morning a violent storm. Half asleep and 
dreaming, I went on with the plan of my drama; in the 
mean time there was great commotion on deck ; the sails 
were all taken in, and the vessel pitched on the top of the 
waves. As day broke tlie storm abated, and the sky cleared 
up. Now Ustica lay right on our left. They pointed out 
to me a large turtle swimming a great distance off; by 
my telescope I coidd easily discern it, as a living point. 
Towards noon we were clearly able to distinguish the coast of 
Sicily with its headlands and bays, but we had got very far 
to the leeward, and tacked on and ofi‘. Towards mid-day we 
came nearer to the shore. 'The weather being clear, and the 
sun shining bright, we saw quite distinctly the western coast 
from the promontory of Lilybmum to Cape Gallo, 
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A shoal of dolphins attended our ship on both bows, and 
continually shot a-head. It was amusing to watch them as 
they swam along, covered by the clear transparent waves at 
one time, and at another springing above the W'ater, showing 
their fins and spine -ridged back, with their sides playing in 
the light from gold to green, and from green to gold. 

As the land was difect on our lee, the captain lay to in a 
bay behind Cape Gallo. Kniep failed not to seize the oppor- 
tunity to sketch the many beautiful scenes somcw'hat in detail. 
Towards sunset the captain made again for the open sea, 
steering north-east, in order to make the heights of Palermo. 
I ventured several times on deck, but never intermitted for a 
moment my poetical labours; and thus I became pretty well 
master of the w'hole piece. With a cloudy sky, a bright but 
broken moonlight, the reflection on the sea was infinitely 
beautiful. Paintings, in order to heighten the eflect, generally 
lead us to believe, that the reflection from the heavenly lumi- 
naries on the water has its greatest breadth nearest to the 
spectator, where it also possesses its greatest brilliancy. On 
this occasion, however, the reflection was broadest at the 
horizon, and, like a sharp pyramid, ended with sparkling 
waves close to the ship. During the night our captain again 
frequently changed the tack. 


Monday^ April 2 y 1787. 

lliis morning, about 8 o’clock, we found ourselves over 
against Palermo. The morning seemed to me highly delight- 
M. During the days that I had been shut up in my cabin, I 
bad got on pretty well with the plan of my drama. I felt 
quite well now, and was able to stay on deck, and observe 
attentively the Sicilian coast. Kniep went on sketching aw’ay, 
and by his accurate, but rapid pencil, many a sheet of paper 
w'as converted into highly valuable mementoes of our landing; 
which, however, we still had to wait for. 


PALERMO. 

Monday y April 2y 1787. 

By 3 o’clock p.m., we at last, after much trouble and dif- 
ficulty, got into horbour, where a most glorious view lay 
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before ns. Perfectly reco^xTC{i from my sca-sickncss, I enjoyed 
it hii^'bly. The town facing north, lay at the foot of a high hill, 
with the sun (at this time of day) shining above it. The sides of 
t\n\ buildings wliich looked towards us, lay in a deep shade, 
which, li()W(?ver, was clear, andlitupby the reflection from the 
water. On our right Monte Pellegrino, with its many elegant 
outlines, in full light; on the left the coast, with its bays, isth- 
muses, and lu'adlands, stretching far away into the distance ; 
and the most agreeable eflect was produced by the fresh green 
of some fine ti'ces, whose crowns, lit up from behind, swayed 
backwards and forwards before the dark buildings, like great 
masses of glow-woriUwS, A brilliant haze gave a blueish tint 
to Ml the shjidcs. 

Insti'ad of hunying impatiently on shore, we reimiined on 
deck till we were actually forced to land ; for whore could we 
hope soon to find a position equal to this, or so favourable a 
point of view ? 

Through the singular gateway, which consists of two vast 
pillars, which are left iineonne(4cd above, in order that the 
tower-high car of S. Kosalia may bo able to pass ihrongh, on 
her famous festival, wc were driven into the city, and alighted, 
almost immediately, at a large hotel on our left. The host, 
an old, decent ])ei'son, long accustomed to, see strangers of 
every nation and tongue, conducted us into a large room, the 
balcony of which eonmianded a view of the sea, with the 
roadstead, where we recognised onr ship, Monte Kosalia, and 
the beach, and were enabled to form an idea of our where- 
abouts. Highly satisfied with the po.sition of our room, we 
did not for some time observe that, at the farther end of it* 
was an alcove, slightly raised, and concealed by curtains, in 
which was a most spacious bed, with a magnificent canopy 
and curtains of silk, in perfect keeping with the other stately, 
but old fa.'ihioned, ftirniturc of our apartment. This display 
of splendour made me uneasy; so, as my custom was, I 
wshed to make an agreement with ray host. To this the old 
man replied that conditions were unnecessary, and he trusted 
I should have nothing to complain of in him. We were also 
at liberty to make use of tlic ante-room, uhich was next to 
our apartment, and cool, airy, and agreeable from its many 
balconies. 

We amused ourselves with the endless variety of views. 
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and endt'avoured to sketch them one by one in pencil, or in 
colours, for here the. eye fell upon a plentiful harvest for 
the artist. 

In the evening the lovely moonlight attracted us once more 
to the roadstead, and even after our return riveted ns for 
some time on the balcony. The light was peculiar, — the 
leposc and loveliness of the scene were extreme. 

Palermo, Timday, April 3, 1787. 

Our first business was to examine the city, which is easy 
enough to survey, but difficult to know ; easy, because a street 
X mile long, from the lower to the upper gate, from the sea 
to the mountain, intersects it, and is itself again crossed, 
aeai’ly in its middle, by another. Whatever lies on these 
two great lines is easily found; but in the inner streets a 
sti'anger soon loses himself, and without a guide will never 
extricate himself from their labyrinths. 

Towards evening our attention was directed to the long 
line of carnages, (of the well-known build,) in which the 
principal pefsons of the neighbourhood were taking their 
evening drive from the city to the beach, for the sake of the 
fresh air, amusement, and perhaps also for intrigue. 

It was full moon about two hours before^ midnight, and the 
evening was in consequence indescribably glorious. The 
northerly position of Palermo produces a very strange effect ; 
as the city and shore come between the sun and the harbour, 
its reflection is never observed on the waves. ()n this account,, 
though it was one of the very brightest of days yesterday, I 
^undthe sea of a deep blue colour, solemn, and oppressive; 
whereas, at Naples, after noon-day, it gets brighter and 
brighter, and glitters with more airy lightness, and to a 
greater distance. 

Kniep has to-day left me to make my pilgimages and obser- 
vations by myself, in order that he mij^t accurately sketch 
the outline of Monte Pellegrino, the most beautiful headland 
in the whole world. 


Palermo, April Z, 1787 - 

Here agaiii 1 must put a few things t^ether, somethii^ 
in the way of an appendix, and with the cardlessness A 

ffimiliftri ty. 



456 


LETTERS PROM ITALY. 


At sunset of the 29th of March we set sail for Naples, 
and at last, after a passage of four days and three hours, cast 
anchor in the harbour of Palermo. The little diary which 
I enclose, will give an account of ourselves and our for- 
tunes. I never entered upon a journey so calmly as I did 
this, and never have 1 had a quieter time of it than during 
our passage, which a constant headwind has unusually pro- 
longed, even though I passed the time chiefly on my bed, in 
a close little berth, to which I was obliged to keep during 
the first day, in consequence of a violent attack of sea- 
sickness. Now my thoughts pass over towards you; for if 
ever anything has exercised a decided influence on my mind, 
this voyage has certainly done so. 

He who has never seen himself surrounded on all sides by 
the sea. can never possess an idea of the world, and of his 
own relation to it. As a landscape painter, this great simple 
line has given me entirely new ideas. 

During our voyage we had, as the diary records, many 
changes, and, on a small scale, experienced all a sailor’s for- 
tunes. However, the safety and convenience of* the packet- 
boat cannot be sufficiently commended. Our captain is a 
very brave and an extremely handsome man. My fellow- 
passengers consisted of a whole theatrical troop, well man- 
nered, tolerable, and agreeable. My artist, who accompanies 
me, is a merry true-hearted fellow. In order to shorten the 
weary houi’s of the passage, he has explained to me all the 
mechanical part of aquarell, or painting in water colours, — 
an art which has been carried to a great height of perfection 
in Italy. He thoroughly understands the effect of particular^ 
colours in effecting certain tones, to produce which, without 
knowing the secret, one might go on mixing for ever. I had, 
it is true, learned a good ded of it in Rome, but never before 
so systematically. The artists must have stuffied and perfected 
the art in a country like Italy or this. No words can express 
the hazy brilliancy which hung around the coasts, as on a 
most b^utiful noon we neared Palermo. He who has once 
seen it will never forget it. Now, at last, I can understand 
Claude Lorraine; and can cherish a hope that hereafter, in the 
north, I shall be able to produce, ftom my soul, at least a 
&mt idea of these glorious abodes. Oh ! t^t only all little- 
ness had departed from it as entirely as the little chann of 



SICILY — PALEBMO. 


457 


thatched roofs has Tanished from among my ideas of what a 
drawing should be. We shall see what this “Queen of 
Islands” can do. 

No words can express the welcome — with its fresh green 
mulberry trees, evergreen oleanders, and hedges of citron, 
&c. In the open gardens you see large beds of ranunculuses 
and anemones. The air is mild, warm, and fragrant ; the 
wind refreshing. The full moon, too, rose from behind a 
promontory, and shone upon the sea; — and this joyous 
scene after being tossed about four days and nights on the 
waves ! 

Forgive me if, with a stump of a pen and the Indian-ink 
my fellow-traveller uses for his sketches, I scribble down 
these remarks. I send them to you as a faint lisp ing murmur ; 
since I am preparing for all that love me another record 
of these, my happy hom’s. What it is to be I say not; 
and when you will receive it, that also it is out of my power 
to tell. 


Palermo, Tuesday, April 3. 

This letter must, as far as possible, impart to you, my 
dearest friends, a high treat ; it is intended to convey to you 
a description of an unrivalled bay, embracing a vast mass of 
waters. Beginning from the east, where a hattish headland 
runs far out into the sea, it is dotted with many rugged, 
beautiftilly-shaped, wood-crowned rocks, until it reaches the 
fishing-huts of the suburbs ; then the town itself, whose fore- 
most houses (and among them our own hotel) all look 
towards the harbour anu to the great gate by which wo 
entered. 

Then it stretches westwards, and passing the usual landing- 
place, where vessels of smaller burden can lie to, comes next 
to what is properly the harbour, near the Mole, which is the 
station of all hu^r vessels ; and then, at the western point, 
to protect the shipping, rises Monte Pellegrino, with its 
beatiful contour, after leaving between it and the mainland a 
lovely fertile valley, which at its other end again reaches 
the sea. 

Kniep sketched away, I took, with my mind’s eye, the 
plan of the country — (tcA icAww/mrfe)-— with great delight; 
and now, glad to have reached home again, we feel neither 



4^8 LETTERS FROM ITALY. 

stren^h nor energy to tell a long story, and to go into par- 
ticulars. Our endeavours must, therefore, be reserved for a 
future occasion ; and this sheet must serve to convince you of 
our inability adequately to seize these objects, or rather of 
our presumption in thinking to grasp iuid master them in so 
short a time. 


Palcnno, Wednesday April 4, 1787. 

In tlic afternoon we paid a visit to the tortile and delight- 
ful valley at the foot of the Southern Mountains, running by 
Palenno, and through which the Oreto meanders. Here, 
too, is a call, for the painters eye, and a practised hand to 
convey an idea of it. Kniep, however, hastily seized an 
excellent point of view at a .spot wlierc the pent-up water 
was dashing down from a half-broken weir, and was shaded by 
a lovely group of trees, behind which an uninterrupted prospect 
opened up the valley, aftbrding a view of several farm 
buildings. 

Beautiful spring weatlier, and a budding luxuriance, diffused 
over the whole valley a relreshing feeling of peace, which our 
stupid guide marred by his ill-timed erudition, telling us that 
ill former days, Hannibal had fought a battle here, and cir- 
cumstantially detailing all the dreadful feats of war which had. 
been perpetrated on the spot. In no fiiendly mood I re- 
proved him for thus fahilly calling up again such departed 
spectres. It was bad enough, I said, that from time to time 
the crops should be trodden down, if not by elephants, yet by 
men and horses. At any rate, it was not right to scare away 
the ])eaceful dreams of imagination by reviving such tumults 
and horrors. 

The guide was greatly surprised that I could, on such a spot, 
despise classical i\nnini.scenccs ; and I, too, could not make 
him understand how greatly such a mingling of the past with 
the present displeased me. 

Still more singular did our guide deem me, when at all the 
rfiallow places, of which many were left quite dry by the streamy 
1 searo^d for pebbles, and carried off with me specimens of 
each sort. I again found it difficult to make him understand 
that there was no readier way of forming an idea of a moun- 
ttdnous district like that before us, than by examining the 
nature of the stones which aro washed down by the streams^ 
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and that in so doing, the purpose was to acquire a riglit 
notion of those eternally classic heights of the ancient world. 


And, indeed, my gains from this stream were large enough : 
I carried away nearly forty specimens, which, however, may 
be comprised under a few classes. Most of these were of a 
species of rock, -which, in one respect, might be regarded as a 
sort of jasper or honiblende ; in another, looked like clay-slate. 
I found some pebbles rounded, otlters of a rhoinboidal shape, 
others of irregular forms, and of various colours. Moreover, 
many varieties of the primeval limestone, not a few s])ecimeus 
of breccia, of Avliich the substratum was lime, and holding 
jasper, or modifications oflimestone. Rubbles of musclielkalk 
also wen; not wanting. 


The horses here are fed on barley, chaff*, {hackvrliny) and 
clover. In spring they give them the greem barley, in order to 
refresh them— per rlnfrrmir is the phrase. As there arc no 
meadows lu're, they have no hay. On tlie hill-sid('s there 
arc some pustui'C-lands, and also in the corn-fields, as a thiid 
is always left fallow. They keep hut few sheep, and these 
arc of a breed from Barbaiy. On tlie wliole tluy have more 
mules than horses, because the hot food suits the former better 
than the latter. 

The plain on which Palermo lies, as m cU us the districts of Ai 
Colli, which lie without the (dtv, and a part also of Baggaria, 
have for their basis the musclielkalk, of which the city is built. 
There are, for this purpose, extensive qmirries of it in the 
neighbourhood. In one place, near Monte Pellegrino, they are 
more than fifty feet deep, The lower layers are of a whiter hue. 
In it are found many petrified corals and other shell-fish, but 
principally great scallops. The upper stratum is mi.xed with 
red marl, and contains but few, if any, fossils. Right above it 
lies the red marl, of which, however,, the layer is not very stiff. 

» Monte Pellegrino, however, rises out of all this ; it is a pri- 
mary limestone, has many hollows and fissures, which, 
although very irregular, when closely observed are found to 
follow the order of the strata. The. stone is close, and rings, 
when struck. 
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Palermo^ Thursday^ April 5, 1787. 

We have gone carefully through the city. The style of 
architecture resembles for the most part that of Naples ; but 
the public buildings, for instance the fountains, are still further 
removed from good taste. Here there is no artistic mind to 
regulate the public works ; the edifices owe both their shape 
and existence to chance accidents. A fountain, which is the 
admiration of the whole island, would, perhaps, never have 
existed, had not Sicily furnished a beautiful variegated mar- 
ble, and had not a sculptor, well practised in animal shapes 
liappencd {o be in favour precisely at the time. It would be 
a difficult matter to describe this fountain. In a moderately- 
sized site stands a round piece of masomy, not quite a staff 
high [Stock hoch). The socle, the wall, and the coniice are of 
variegated marble. In the wall are several niches in a row, 
from which animals of all kinds in white marble, are looking 
with strctched-out necks. Horses, lions, camels, and elephants, 
are interchanged one with another; and one scarcely ex- 
pects to find, witliin the circle of this menagerie, a fountain, 
to which, through four openings, marble steps lead you down 
to draw from the w'ater, which flows in rich abundance. 

Tlic same nearly may be said of the churches, in which even 
the Jesuits’ love of show and finery is surpassed — but not 
from design or plan, but by accident— just as artist after 
artist, whether sculptor or carver, gilder, lackerer, or worker 
in marble chose, without taste or rule, to display on each 
vacant spot his own abilities. 

Amidst all this, however, one cannot fail to recognize a 
certain talent in imitating natural objects ; fer instance, the 
heads of the animals around the fountains are very well 
executed. By this means it is, in truth, that the admiration of 
the multitude is excited, whose artistic gratification consists 
chiefly in comparing the imitation with its living prototype. 

Towards evening I made a merry acquaintance, as I 
entered the house of a small dealer in the Long Street, in 
order to purchase some trifles. As I stood before the win- 
dow to look at the wares, a slight breeze arose, which 
eddying along the whole street, at last distributed through 
all the windows and doors the immense cloud of dust which 
it had raised. “ By all the saints,” I cried, “ whence comes 
all the dust of your town — is there no helping it ? In its 
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length and beauty, this street vies with any in the Corso 
in Rome. On both sides a fine pavement, which each stall 
and shop-holder keeps clean by interminable sweeping, 
but brushes everything into the middle of the street, 
wliich is, in consequence, so much the dirtier, and with 
everjy- breath of wind sends back to you the filth which 
has just before been swept into the roadway. In Naples busy 
donkeys carry off day by day the rubbish to the gardens and 
farms. Why should you not here contrive and establish some 
similar regulation?” 

“ Things with us are as they are,” he replied ; “ we throw 
everything out of the house, and it rots before the door ; you 
see here horse-dung and filth of all kinds — it lies there and 
dries, and returns to us again in the shape of dust. Against 
it w’C are taking precautions all day long. But look, our 
pretty little and ever-busy brooms, worn out at last, only 
go to increase the heap of filth before our doors.” 

And oddly enough it was actually so. They had nothing 
but very little besoms of palm-branches, which, slightly 
altered, might have been really useful ; but as it was, they 
broke off easily, and the stumps were lying by thousands in 
tlie streets. To my repeated questioning, whether there was 
no board or regulations to prevent all this ; he replied, 
“ A story is current among the people that those whose duty 
it was to provide for the cleansing of our streets, being men of 
great power and influence, could not be compelled to disburse 
Sie money on its lawful objects ; and besides that there was 
also the strange fact that certain parties feared that if the 
dirty straw and dung were swept away, every one would sec 
how badly the pavement beneath was laid down. And so 
the dishonesty of a second body would be thereby exppsed. 
“All this, however,” he remarKed, with a most humorous 
expression, “ is merely the interpretation which the ill-dis- 
posed put upon it.” For his part, he was of the opinion of 
those who maintained that the nobles preserved this soft 
litter for their carriages, in order that, when they take their 
drive for amusement in the evening, they might ride at ease 
over the elastic ground. And as the man was now in the 
humour, he joked away at many of the abuses of the police,-— 
a consolatory proof to me that man has always humour enough 
to make merry 'with what he cannot help. 
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S. Rosalia, the patron saint of Palermo, is so universally 
knovm, from the description which Brydone has given of her 
festival, that it must assuredly be agreeable to my friends 
to read some account of the place and the spot where she si 
most particularly worshipped. 

Monte Pellegrino, a vast mass of rocks, of which the 
breadth is greater than the height, lies on the north-west 
extremity of the Bay of Palermo. Its beautiful form admits 
not of being described by words ; a most excellent view of it 
may be sc'en in the Voyage Pittoresque de la Sidle. It con- 
sists of a gray limestone of the earlier epoch. The rocks are 
((uitc barren, not a tree nor a bush will gi’ow on them ; even 
the more smootfi and levtd portions are but barely covered 
with grasses or mosses. 

In a cavern of this mountain, the bones of the saint were 
discoverc'd, at the beginning of the last centur}', and brought 
to Palermo. The presence of them delivered the city from a 
pestilence, and over since S. Rosalia has been the Patron 
Siiint of the peo})le. Chapels have been built in her honour, 
splendid festivals have been instituted. 

The pious and devout frequently made pilgrimages to the 
mountain ; and in consequence a road has been made to it, 
which, like an ancient aqueduct, rests on arches and columns, 
and ascends zigzag between the rocks. 

The place of worship is far more suitable to the humility of 
the saint who retired thither, than ai-e the splendid festivities 
which have been instituted in honour of her total renuncia- 
tion of the world. And perhaps the whole of Christendom, 
which now, for eighteen hundred years, has based its riches, 
pomps, and festival amusements, on the memory of its first 
founders and most zealous confessors, cannot point out a holy 
spot which has been adorned and rendered venerable in so 
eminent and delightful a way. 

When you have ascended the mountain, you proceed to the 
comer of a rock, over against which there rises a high wall of 
atone. On this the Church and the monastery arc very finely 
situated. 

The exterior of tlie church has nothing promising or in- 
^ting ; you open its door without any high expectation, but 
on -entering are ravished with wonder. You find yourself in 
a vast vestibule, which extends to the whole breadth of the 
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church, and is open towards the nave. You see licrc the 
usual vessel of holy water and some confessionals. The nave 
is an open space, which on the right is bounded by the 
native rock, and on the left by the continuation of the vesti- 
bule. It is paved with flat stones on a slight inclination, in 
order that the rain M^ater may run ofl*. A small well stands 
nearly in the centre. 

The cave itself has been transformed into the choir, without, 
however, any of its rough iiatm*al shape being altered. De- 
scending a few steps, close upon them stajids the choristers’ 
desk with the clioir hooks, and on each side are the seats of 
the choristers. The whole is lighted by the daylight, which 
is atlmittcd from the couii; or nave. Deep within, in the 
dark recesses of the cave, stands tlie high-altar. 

As already stated, no change has 1)ccti made in the cave ; 
only, as the roclis drop incessantly with water, it was necessary 
to keep the place dr}*. This lias been eflerted by means of tin 
tubes, w'hich arc fastened to every projection of the rock, and 
arc in various ways connected together. As they are broad 
above and come to a naiTow edge below, and are })ainted of 
a dull green colour, they give to the rook an appearance of 
Iwing overgrown with a species of cachis. The water is con- 
ducted into a clear reservoir, out of w'liich it is taken by the 
laithful as a remedy and preventative for every kind of ill. 

As I w'as narrowly observing all this, an ecclesiastic came 
up to me and asked whetlxer I was a Genoese, and wished a 
mass or so to be said ? I repli(^d upon this that I Imd come 
to Palermo w ith a Genoese, w ho would to-morrow, as it was 
a festival, come up to the shrine ; but, as one of us must 
always be at home, I had come up to day in order to look 
about me. Upon this lie ob.servcd, I was at perh'Ct lilierty 
to look at everything at my leisure, and to perform my devo- 
tions. In particular he pointed out to me a little altar whicli 
stood on the left as especially holy, and then left me. 

, Through the openings of a large trcUiss work of lattice, 
lamps appeared burning before an altar. I knelt do^vn close 
to the gratii^B and peeped through. Further in, however, 
another lattice of brass wire was drawn acro.ss, so that one 
looked as it wrere through gauze at the objects within. By 
the light of 8(Hae duU lamps I caught si^ht of a lovely female 
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She lay seemingly in a state of ecstac)' — the eyes half- 
closed, the head leaning carelessly on her right hand, which 
was adorned with many rings. I could not sufficiently dis- 
cern her face, but it seemed to be peculiarly charming. Her 
robe was made of gilded metal, which imitated excellently a 
texture wrought with gold. The head and hands were of 
white marble. I cannot say that the whole was in the lofty 
style, still it was executed so naturally and so pleasingly that 
one almost fancied it must breathe and move. A little angel 
stands near her, and with a bunch of lilies in his hand ap- 
pears to be fanning her. 

In the meanwhile the clergy had come into the cave, taken 
their places, and began to chant the Vespers. 

I took my seat right before the altar, and listened to them 
for a while ; then I again approached the altar, knelt down 
and attempted to obtain a still more distinct view of the 
beautiful image. I resigned myself without reserve to the 
charming illusion of the statue and the locality. 

The chant of the priests now resounded through the 
cave; the water was trickling into the re8er\’oir near the 
altar ; while the over-hanging rocks of the vestibule — the 
proper nave of the church — shut in the scene. There was a 
deep stillness in this waste spot, whose inhabitants seemed to 
be all dead — a singular neatness in a wild cave : the tinsel 
and tawdry pomp of the Roman Catholic ceremonial, especially 
as it is vividly decked out in Sicily, Jiad here reverted to its 
original simplicity. The illusion produced by the statue of 
the fair sleeper — which had a charm even for the most 
practised eye : — enough, it was with the greatest difficulty that 
I tore myself from the spot, and it was late at night before I 
got back to Palermo. 


Palermo^ Saturday ^ April 7, 1787. 

In the public gardens, which are close to the roadstead, I 
have passed some most delightful hours. It is the most 
wonderful place in the world. Regularly laid out by art, it 
still looks a fairy spot ; planted but a short time ago, it yet 
transports you into ancient times. Green edgings surround 
beds of the choicest exotics ; citron-espaliers arch over low- 
arboured walks ; high walls of the oleander, decked with 
thousands of its red camation-like blossoms, dazde the eye. 
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Trees wholly strange and unknown to me, as yet witJiout 
leaf, and probably, therefore, natives of a still warmer climate, 
spread out their strange looking branches. A raised seat at the 
end of the level space gives you a survey of these curiously 
mixed rarities, and leads the eye at last to great basins in 
which gold and silver fish swim about with their pretty 
movements; now hiding themselves beneath moss-covered 
reeds ; now darting in troops to catch the bit of bread which 
has tempted them from their hiding place. AH the plants 
exhibit tints of green which I am not used to ; yellower and 
bluer than arc fmmd with us. What however lent to every 
object the rarest of charms was a strong halo which hung 
around everything alike, and produced the following singular 
effect: objects which were only distant a few steps from 
others, were distinguished from them by a decided tint of 
light blue, so that at last the distinctive colours of the most 
remote were almost merged in it, or at least assumed to the 
eye a decidedly strong blue tint. 

The very singular effect which such a halo imparts to dis- 
tinct objects, vessels, and headlands, is remarkable enough to 
an artistic eye ; it assists it accurately to distinguish, and, 
indeed, to measure distances. It makes, too, a walk on the 
heights extremely charming. One sees Nature no more; 
nothing but pictures ; just as if a painter of exquisite taste had 
arranged them in a gallery. 

But these wonderful gardens have made a deep and lasting 
impression on my mind. The black waves on the northern 
horizon, as they broke on the irregular points of the bay — and 
even the smell of tlie sea — all seemed to recall to my imagina- 
tion, as well as my memory, the happy island of the Phceacians. 
I hastened to purchase a Homer ^ and began to read this book 
with the highest delight, making an impromptu translation of 
it for the benefit of Kniep, who had well d^rved by his 
ddigent exertions this day some agreeable ref^hment oyer a 
gla^ of wine. 


Pidermo^ April 8, 1787, 
(Easter Day.) 

The morning rejoicings in the blissful Resurrection of the 
Lord commenced with break of day. Crackers, wild-fireii 
VoL, II. 2 H 
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rockets^ serpents, &c., were let off by wholesale in fr ont of the 
churches, as the worthippers cix)wded in at the open doors. 
The chiiniug of bells, the pealing of organs, the chanting of pro- 
cessions, and of the choirs of priests who came to meet thorn, 
were enough to; stun the ears of all who had not been used to 
such noisy worship. 

The early mass was scarcely ended, when two welhdressed 
couriers of the Viceroy visited our hotel,, with the double 
object of offering to all strangers his Highness’s congratula- 
tions on the festival, and to exact a douceur in return. As 1 
was specially honoured with an invitation to dinner, my gift 
was, of course, expected to bo considerable. 

After spending the morning invisiting^the different churches, 
I proceeded to the Viceroy’s palace, which is situated at tlie 
upper end of the city. As I ai-rived rather early, I found 
the grand saloon still empty ; there was only a little lively 
man, who came up to me, and whom I soon discovered to be a 
Maltese. 

When he had learnt that I a German, , he asked if I 
could give him any account of Erfurt, where he had spent a 
very pleasant time on a short visit. 

As he asked mo about the femily of the DackerddeS, 
and about the Coadjutor von Dalberg, I was able to give 
some account of them, at which he seemed much delighted, 
and inquired- after other people of Thuringia. With consi- 
derable interest he then inquired about Weimar. “ And 
how,” he asked, “ is the person, who, full of youth and vivacity 
when I was there, was the life of society? I have forgotten 
his name, but he is the author of ‘ Werther.’ ” 

After a little pause, as if for the sake of tasking my Htd- 
mory, I answered, “ I am the person whom you are inquik- 
i»g about.” With the most visible signs of astonisiiment, 
he sprung bac|h, exclaiming, “ There must have been a <^at 
diange then ! ’ 0 yes,” I rejoined, “ between Palermo 

and Weimar I have gone through many a change.” ' . 

At this moment the Viceroy and suite entered the apart- 
ment,. His, carriage evinced that graceful freedom which 
became so disimgtdshed a personage. He could not refrain 
from lahghing at the' Maltese, as he went on expressing his 
^nishment' to- see me here. At table I sat by the side eff ibe 
WlstOi into tho objects of my jnaniey, aiid 
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ag6ii3red me that he would ghre orders that everything in 
Palermo idiordd be open to my inspectiem, and that emir 
possible facility should be given m during my tour through 
Sicily. 

Palermo^ Monday^ Jprtl9, 1787. 

This whole day has been taken up with the stupidities of 
the Prince Pallagoniaj whose follies are thoroughly different 
from what one would form an idea of either by reading or 
hearing of tliem. For, with the slightest love of truth, he who 
wishes to furnish an account of the absurd, gets into a dilemma ; 
he is anxious to give an idea of it, and so makes it something, 
whereas, in reality, it is a nothing which seeks to pass for 
something. And here I must premise another general reflec- 
tion, viz., that neither the most tasteless, nor the most excel- 
lent production comes entirely and immediately from a single 
individual or a single age, but that with a little attention any 
one may trace its pedigree and descent. 

The fountain already described in Palermo belongs to the 
forefathers of the Paliagonian follies, only that the latter, 
in their own soil and domain, dcvelope themeelws with- tiie 
greatest freedom, and on the largest scale. 

When in these parts a country seat is built, it is usually 
placed in the mid^e of a whole property, and therefore-, in 
order to reach the princely mansion you have to pass through 
cultivated fields, kitchen gardens, and similar- rural conveni- 
ences, for these southerns ^ow far more of economy than we- 
northmen, who often waate a good strip of rich land on a park, 
which, with its barren shrubs, can only charm the eye. But 
here it is the foshion to build two walls, between which yen 
pass to the castle, without knowing in the least what is doiilg 
on your right and left. This passage begins generally with'a, 
grand portico, and sometimes with a vaulted ^11, and ei»^ 
tritli the mansion itself. But, in order that the eye may atik 
be entirely without relief between these bye walls, they ai>a 
generally arched over, and ornamented with scroll and al^ 
with pcdiestals, on which, here and there, a vase is- plae^. 
The frit surfaces are plastered, divided into compartments, aatf 
painted. The court is fonned by a cirdfe of one-storiiaft 
Cabins, in which work-people of all sorts reside, while*'‘1fcfc 
^vadranguktx oastk towers over ah-. 

2 H 2 
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This is the sort of building which is here traditionally- 
adopted, and which probably was the old form, when the 
father of the present prince rebuilt the castle, not in the best, 
but still in tolerable taste. But the present possessor, without 
abandoning the general features of this style, gave free course 
to his humour and passion for the most Ul-shapen and taste- 
less of erections. One would do him too much honour by 
giving him credit for even one spark of taste. 

We entered, therefore, the great hall, which stands at the 
beginning of the property, and found ourselves in an octagonal 
I’oom, of a breadth altogether disproportioned to its height. Four 
vast giants with modem spatterdashes, which had just been 
huttoned on, support the cornice, on which, directly meeting 
the eye as you enter, is a representation of the Holy Trinity. 

The passage to the castle is broader than usual, the wall 
being converted into one continuous high socle ; from which 
basement the strangest groups possible reach to the top, 
while in the spaces between them several vases arc placed. 
The ugliness of these unshapelj^ figures, (the bungling work 
of the most ordinary mason,) is increased by their having been 
cut out of a very crumbly muscheltufa, although, perhaps, 
a better material would have made the badness of the form 
still more striking to the eye. I used the word “ groups” a 
moment ago, but I have employed a false term, and most 
inappropriate one for anything here. For they are mere 
juxtapositions, determined by no thought, but by mere arbi- 
trary caprice. In each case three form the ornament of a 
square pedestal, their bases being so arranged as to fill up the 
space by their various postures. The principal groups have 
generally two figures which occupy the chief face of the 
pedestal, and then two are yet wanting to fill up the back 
part of the pedestal ; one of a moderate size generally repre- 
sents a shephcfd or shepherdess— a cavalier or a lady— a 
dkneing ape or a hound. Still there is a vacant spot on the 
pedestal ; this is generally held by a dwarf — as, indeed, in 
4uU jokes, this sort of gentry usually play a conspicuous part 

That we may not omit any of the elements of Prince 
Pallagonia’s folly, we give you the accompanying catalogue. 
Hen: Beggars, male and female, Spanish men and women, 
Mbors, l^urks, hunchbacks, cripples of all sorts, strolling, 
miiucians, pulcinellos, solders in ancient uniforms, gods, 
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goddesses, gentlemen in old French costumes, soldiers with 
cartouche boxes and gaiters, mythological personages (with 
most ridiculous companions, Achilles and Charon, for inst^ce, 
with Punch). Animals (merely parts of them) : Heads of 
horses on human bodies, mis-shapen apes, lots of dragons and 
serpents, all sorts of feet under figures of all kinds, double- 
headed monsters, and creatures with heads that do not belong 
to them. Vases: All sorts of monsters and scrolls, which 
below end in the hollows and bases of vases. 

Just let any one think of such figures furnished by wholes 
sale, produced without thought or sense, and arranged without 
choice or pui*posc — only let him conceive to himself this 
socle, these pedestals and unshapely objects in an endless 
series, and he will be able to sympathize with the disagreeable 
feelings which must seize every one whose misemble fate 
condemns him to run the gauntlet of such absurdities. 

We now approach the castle, and arc received into a semi- 
circular fore-court. The chief wall before us, through which 
is the entrance-door, is in the castle style. Here we find an 
Egyptian figure, built into the wall, a fountain without water, 
a monument, vases stuck around in no sort of order, statues de- 
signedly laid on their noses. Next wo came to the castle 
court, and found the usual roimd area, enclosed with little 
cottages, distorted into small semicircles, in order, forsooth, 
-that Siere might be no want of variety. 

llie ground is, for the most part, overgrown with grass. 
Here, as in the neighlwurhood of a church in ruins, are marble 
urns with strange scrolls and foliations, collected by his father ; 
dwarfs and other abortions of the later epoch, for which, as yet 
fitting places have not been found ; one even comes upon an 
arbour, propped up with ancient vases, and stone scrolls of 
various shapes. 

The absurdities produced by such want of judgment and 
taste, however, are strikingly instanced by the fact, that the 
window sills in these cottages are, without exception, oblique, 
and lean to one side or the other, so as to offend and violate all 
sense of the level and perpendicular, which are so indispensable 
in the human mind, and form the foundation of all architectural 
propriety. And then, again, the edges of all the roo& are m- 
bellinhed with hydras and little busts, with choirs of monkeys 
playing music, and similar conceits. Dragons alternate with 



4?0 


LETTEKS FROM ITAXY. 


deities ; an Atlas, who sustains not the mundane sphere, but an 
lanpty wine-barrel I 

One hopes to escape from all this by entering the castle, 
which, having been built by the father, presents relativoJy 
a more rational appearance when -vnewed from the exteiior. 
But in vain, for at no great distance from the door, one 
stumbles upon the laurel -crowned head of a Koman emperor 
on the body of a dwarf, who is sitting astride on n dolphin. 

Now, in the castle itself, of which the exterior gives hope 
of, at least, a tolerable interior, the madness of the Prince 
begins again to rave. Many of the scats have lost their legs, 
so that no one can sit upon them ; and if some appear to pro- 
mise a resting-place, the Chamberlain warns you against them, 
as having sliarp prickles beneath their satin-covered cushions. 
In all the corners arc candelabras of porcelain china, which, 
oil a nearer view, you discover to be cemented together 
■out of different bowls, cups, saucers, See., &c. Not a cor- 
ner but some whim peeps out of it. Even the un- 
equalled prospect over the promontory into the sea is spoiled 
by coloured glass, which, by its false lights, gives either a 
cold or a fiery tint to the neighbouring scenes. I must, also, 
mention a cabinet, whioh is inlaid w’ith old gold frames, cut 
in pieces. All the hundred-fold carvings, ail the endless 
varieties of ancient and modem, more or less dust-stained 
and time-injured, gilding, closely huddled together, cover 
all the walls, and give you the idea of a miniature lumber- 
room. 

To describe the chapel alone, would require a volume. 
Here one finds the solution of the whole folly, which could 
never have reached such a pitch in any but a bigoted mind. 
How many monstrous creations of a false and misled devotion 
are here to be found, I must leave you to guess for yourself. 
However, I cannot rofrain from mentioning the mostoutrageous : 
a carved crucifix is fastened fiat to the roof, painted after 
nature, lackered, and gilded ; into the navel of the figure, 
attached to the cross, a hook is screwed, and from the latter 
hangs a chain, whioh is fiistened to the head of a man who, 
in a kneeling and praying posture, is suspended in the air, 
and, like all the other figm es in the church, is painted and 
Inhered. In all probability it is intended to serve as a type 
4f the owner’s unceasing devotion. 
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Moreover, the house is not finished internally. A saloon, 
milt by the father, and intended to be decorated with rich and 
varied ornaments, but not tricked out in a false and ofiensivo 
;a8te, is still incomplete : so that, it w^ould seem, even the 
boundless madness of the possessor is at a stand still. 

Knieps artistic feeling Avas almost tbiven to desperation in 
this mad-liousc ; and, for the first time in my life, 1 found liim 
quite impatient. He hurried me away, w'hen I wished to 
take a note of, and to pcr])etuatc tlu^ memory of these mon- 
strous absurdities, one by one. Good-naturedly enough, he 
at last took a sketch of one of these compositions, which did, at 
least, form a kind of group. It represents a woman with a 
horse’s head, sitting on a stool, and playing at cards, with a 
cavalier, dressed, ’ as to his lower extremities, in the old 
fashion, Avhile Ills gray lioad is ornamented with a large wig 
and a crown. Tlie statue reminded me of the arms of tlie 
house of ruUagoiiia, — a satyr, holding np a mirror hcfim a 
woman with a horse's head, which, even after all the strange 
follies of its jiresciit head, seems to me highly singular. 


Palermo, Tuesday, yipril 10 , 1787. 

To-day wc took a drive up the mountains to Monrcale, — along 
u glorious road, which was laid down by an abbot of this clois- 
ter, in the times of its opulence and wealth ; broad, of easy 
ascent, trees hcic and there, springs, and dripping well^ 
decked out with oniaments and scrolls, — somewhat Pallagonian 
in style—but still, in spite of all that, rcfrcsliiug to both man 
and be{w>t. 

The monastery of S. Martin, which lies on the height, is a 
respectable building. One bachelor alone, as we see in the 
case of rriiice Pallagonia, has seldom produced any thing 
rational ; but s(?veral together, on the other hand, have 
efiected the greatest works, such as churches and monas- 
teries. But perhaps these spiritual fraternities produced so 
much, simply because, beyond most fathers of a family, they 
could reckon with certainty on a numerous posterity. 

The monks readily permitted us to view their collection of 
antiques and natural objects. They contained many excellent 
sipecimens of both. Our attention was particularly fixed by 
a medallion, with ihe figure of a young goddess, which must 
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excite the rapture of every beholder. The good monks would 
willingly have given us a copy, but there was nothing 
within reach which would do to make a mould. 

After they had exhibited to us all their treasures, — not 
without entering on an unfavorable comparison of their pre- 
sent with their former condition, — they led us into a small 
but pleasant saloon, from the balcony of which one enjoyed a 
lovely prospect. Here covers were laid for us alone, and we had 
a very excellent dinner to ourselves. When the dessert was 
served, the abbot and the senior monks entered, and took 
their scats. They remained nearly half an hour, during 
which time we had to answer many questions. We took a 
most friendly farewell of them ; the younger brethren accom- 
panied us once more to the rooms where the collections were 
kept, and at last to our carriage. 

We drove home with very different feelings from what we 
did yesterday. To-day we had to regret a noble institution, 
which was fulling with time ; while, on the other hand, a most 
tasteless undertaking had a constant supply of wealth for its 
support. 

The road to S. Martin ascends a hill of. the earlier lime- 
stone formation. The rock is quarried and broken, and burnt 
into lime, which is very white. For burning the stone they 
make use of a long coarse sort of grass, which is dried in 
bundles. Here too it is that the calorex is produced. Even on 
the most precipitous heights lies a red clay of alluvial origin, 
which serve tV.e purposes of our dam-earth, — the higher it 
lies the redder it is, and is but little blackened by vegetation. 
I saw, at a distance, a ravine, where it was red as cinnabar. 

The monastery stands in the middle of the limestone hill, 
which is very rich in springs. 


Palermo^ Wednesday^ April 11, 1787. 

Having explored the two principal objects without the 
city, we betook ourselves to the palace, where a busy courier 
showed us the rooms, and their contents. To our great 
horror, the saloon in which the antiques are generally placed 
was in the greatest disorder, in consequence of the walls 
being under the process of decoration. The statues were 
removed from their usual places, covered with cloth, and pro- 
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tected by wooden frames ; so that in spite of the good will of 
3ur guide, and some trouble on the part of tlie work-people, we 
could only gain a very imperfect idea of them. My attention 
was chiefly occupied with two rams, in bronze, which, not- 
withstanding the unfavorable circumstances, highly delighted 
our artistic taste. They are represented in a recumbent pos- 
ture, with one foot stretched out before them, with the heads 
(in order to form a pair) turned on different sides. Powerful 
forms, belonging to the mythological family, and well worthy 
to carry Phrixus and Helle. The wool, not short and crisp, 
but long and flowing, with a slight wave, and shape most 
true to nature, and extremely elegant — they evidently be- 
longed to the best period of Grecian art. They are said to 
have stood originally in the harbour of Syracuse. 

The courier now took us out of the city to the catacombs, 
which, laid out on a regular architectural plan, are anvthing 
but quarries converted into biurial places. In a rock of lufa, 
tolerable hardness, the side of which has been worked level 
and perpendicular, vaulted openings have been cut, and in 
these again are hewn several tiers of sarcophagi, one above 
the other : — all of the natural material without ma.sonry of 
any kind. The upper tiers arc smaller, and in the spaces 
over the pillars are tombs for children. 

Palermo, Thursday, April 12. 

To day we have been shown Prince Torremuzza’s cabinet 
of medals. I went there in a certain degree against my will. 
I am too little versed in these matters, and a mere curiosity- 
mongering traveller is thoroughly detested by all true con- 
noisseurs and scholars. But as one must in every case make 
a beginning, I made myself easy on this head, and have 
derived both gratification and profit from my visit. What a 
satisfaction, even cursorily, to glance at the feet that the old 
world was thickly sown with cities; the very meanest of 
which has bequeathed to us in its precious coins, if not a com- 
plete series, yet at least some epochs, of its history of art. 
Out of these cabinets, there smiles upon us an eternal spring 
of the blossoms and flowers of art— of a busy life, ennoblea 
with high tastes, and of much more besides. Out of these 
form-endowed pieces of metal the glory of the Sicilian cities, 
now obscured, still shines forth firesh before us. 
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Unfortunately, we in our youth had seen none but family 
coins, which say nothing, and the coins of the G®sars, which 
■repeat to satiety the same profile— portraits ot rulers, who are 
to be regarded as any tWng but models of humanity How 
sadly had our youth been confined to a shapeless Palestine, and 
to a shape perplexing Komo! Sicily and Nova Grecia give 
me hopes again of a fresh existence. ^ 

That on these subjects I should enter into general reflections, 
is a proof that as yet I do not understand much about them : 
yet that, with all the rest, will in degrees be improved. 

Palermo^ Thursday y April 12, 1787. 
Yesterday evening, a wish of mine was gratified, and that 
in a very singular fashion. I was standing on the pavement of 
the principal street, joking at the window Avith the shop- 
keeper, I formerly mentioned, when suddenly, a cornier, tall 
and well-dressed, came up to me, and quickly poked a 
silver salver before me, on Tyhich were several copjier coins, 
and a few pieces of silver. As I could not make out what 
it all meant, I shook my head, and shrugged my shoulders, the 
usual token by which in this country you get rid of those 
whose address or question you either cannot, or do not wish, to 
understand. 

“ What does all this mean P’ Tasked of my friend the shop- 
keeper, who, with a vei^ significant mien, and somewhat 
stealthily, pointed to a lank and haggard gentleman, who, 
elegantly dressed, was walking with great dignity and indif- 
ference, through the dung and dirt. FrWed and powdered, 
with his haft under his arm, in a silken vest, with his sword 
by his side, and having a neat shoe ornamented with a jewelled 
buckle — the old man walked on calmly and sorrowfully. All 
eyes were directed towards him, 

“ it is the PrmoePallagonia,” said Uie dealer, “who, from time 
to time, goes through the city collecting money to ransom 1;he 
slaves in Barbary. It is tnie, he does not get much his 
collection, but the object is kept in memory ; and so it bfreti 
happens that those who, in their life-time, were backward in 
giving, leave large legacies at liieir death. The prince 
has for many years been at the head of this society, and has 
done a great deal of good.” 

“ Instead of wasting so much on the follies (rf his country 
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house,” I cried, “ he mij^ht have spent the same large sum on 
this object. Then no prince in the world would have 
accomplished more.” 

To this the shopkeeper rejoined ; “ But is not that the way 
with us all? We are ready enough to pay for our own 
follies. Our virtues for their support must look to the purses 
of others.” 


Palermo, April 18, 1787. 

Count Borck has very diligently worked before us in the 
mineralogy of Sicily, and whoever of the same mind visits 
the island after him, must willingly acknowledge his obligations 
to him. I feel it a pleasure, no less than a duty, to celebrate 
the memory of my predecessor. And what am I more than 
a forerunner of others yet to be, botliin my travels and life. 

However, the industry of the Count seems to me to have 
been greater than his knowdedge. He appears to have gone 
to work with a certain reserve, which is altogether opposS to 
that stem earnestness with wliich grand objects should be 
treated. 

Nevertheless, his essay in quarto, wliioh is exclusively 
^devoted to the mineralogy’ of Sicily, has been of great use to 
me*; and, prepared by it, I was able to profit by my visit to 
the Quarries Ariiioh formerly, when it was the custom to case 
the ohurohes and altars with marblcand agate, were more busily 
worked, though even now they are not idle. I purchased aft 
them specimens of the bard and soft stones : for it is thus that 
they usually designate the marble and agate, chiefly because 
a difference of price mainly depends on this difference of qua- 
lity. But, besides these, they have still another for a material 
which 18 the produce of the fire of their kilns. In these, after 
each burning, they find a sort of glassy flux, which in colour 
varies from the lightest to the darkest, and even blackest blue. 
These lumps are, like other stones, cut into thin lamina, and 
then pierced according to the height of their colour and them 
purity, and are successfully employed in the place of lapis 
lazuli, in the decoration of .‘cbmehes, altars, and sepulctal 
monuments. 

A complete coUectioE, such as I wished, is not to be had itt 
present ; it is to be sent after me to Naples. The agates are 
trf'the greatest beauty ; espedaliy such as are variegated with 
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irregular pieces of yellow or red jasper, and with white, and as 
it were frozen quartz, which produce the most beautiful effect. 

A very accurate imitation of these agates, produced by 
lake colouring on the back of thin plates of glass, is the 
only rational thing that I observed the other day among the 
Paflagonian follies. Such imitations are far better for decora- 
tions than the real agate, since the latter are only found in 
very small pieces, whereas the size of the former depends on 
notning but the size of the artist’s plate. This contrivance of 
art well deserves to bo imitated. 


Palermo^ April 13, 1787. 

Italy without Sicily leaves no image on the soul : here is 
the key to all. 

Of the climate, it is impossible to say enough. It is now 
rainy weather, b\it not uninterruptedly wet: yesterday it 
thundered and lightened, and to day all is intensely green. 
The flax has in places already put forth joints — in others it is 
boiling. Looking down from the hills, one fancies one sees in 
the plain below little ponds ; so beautifully blue-green are the 
flax fields here and there. Living objects without number sur- 
round you. And my companion is an excellent fellow, the true 
.ffo/eyw/ (Hopeful) and I honestly sustain the part of the True 
friend. He has already made some beautiful sketches, and 
will take still more before we go. What a prospect — to re- 
turn home some day, happy, and with all these treasures ! 

Of the meat and drink here, in the country, I have said 
nothing as yet ; however, it is by no means an indifferent 
matter. The garden stuffs are excellent, especially the 
lettuce ; wiiich is particulary tender, with, a milky taste : it 
makes one understand at once why the ancients^ termed it 
lactuca. The oil and wine of all kinds very good ; and it 
might be still better if more care were bestowed on its pre- 
paration : — Fish of the very best and tenderest. We have had, 
too, very good beef, though generally people do not praise it. 

Now, after dinner, to the window ! — to the streets ! A 
malefactor has just been pardoned — an event which takes 
place every year in honour of the festival of Easter. The 
brethren of some order or other led him to the foot of a 
gallows, which had been erected for sake of the ceremony : 
then the criminal at the foot of the ladder offers up a prayer or 
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two ; and having kissed the scaflfold, is led away again. He 
was a good-looking fellow of the middle age, in a white coat, 
white hat, and all else white. He carried his hat in his hand ; 
at different points they attached variegated ribbons to him, 
so that at last he was quite in tunc to go to any masquerade 
in the character of a shepherd. 

Palermo, April 13 and 14, 1787. 

So then, before my departure, I was to meet with a strange 
adventure, of which I must forthwith give you a circumstan- 
tial account. 

The whole time of ray residence here, I have heard scarcely 
any topic of conversation at the ordinaiy, but Cagliostro, his 
origin and adventures. The people of Palermo are all 
unanimous in asserting that a certain Joseph Palsamo W’as 
bom in their city, and having rendered himself infamous by 
many disgraceful acts, was banished. But whether this person 
is identical with the Count Cagliostro, was a point on which 
opinions were divided. Some who knew Balsamo personallv 
asserted they recognized his features in the engraving, which 
is well known in Germany, and which has also travelled as 
far as Palermo. 

In one of these conversations, one of the ™st8 referred to 
the trouble which a Palermitan lawyer had taaen in examining 
this matter. He seems to have been commissioned by the 
French Ministry to trace the origin of an individual, who, in 
the face of France, and, indeed, of the whole world, had had 
the temerity to utter the silliest of idle tales in the midst of 
a legal process which involved the most important interests 
and the reputation of the highest personages. 

This lawyer, it was asserted, had prepared the pedigree of 
Giuseppe Balsamo, together with an explanatory memoir 
and documentary proofs. It has been forwarded to France, 
where in all probability public use will be made of it. 

As I expressed a wish to form the acquaintance of this lawyer, 
of whom besides people spoke very highly, the person who had 
recounted these &ct8 offered to mention me to him and to in* 
tioduce me. 

After a few days we paid him a visit, and found him busily 
eng^d with his clients. When he h^ dismissed them and 
wo hM taken a luncheon, be produced a manuscript wbiob 
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contained a transcript of Caglioatro’s pedigree, and the rough 
draught of the memoir which hiul been sent to France. 

He laid the genealogy before me, and gave me the necessary 
explanations, of which I shall here give you as much as is neces- 
sary to fiicilitato the understanding of the whole business. 

Giusc'ppe Balsamo's groat-gTandiather on his mother’s side 
was Matteo Martello. The maiden name of his great-grand- 
mother is unknown. The issue of this marriage was two 
diiughters; Maria, who married Giuseppe Bracconerie, and 
the grandmother of Ghiseppe Balsamo — and Vincenza,, mar- 
ried to Giuseppe Cagliostro, who was born in a little village 
called La Noava, about eight miles from Messina* (I must 
note here that there are at this moment living at Messina 
two bcllfounders of this name.) This great aimt was sub- 
sequently godmother of Giuseppe Balsamo, wlio was named- 
after his great uncle, and at last in foreign countries assumed 
also the surname of this relation. 

The Bracconerie had three children, — Felicita,. Matteo, and 
Antonia. 

Felicita was married to Picdro Balsamo,. who was the son 
of Antonia Balsamo, ribbon dealer in Palenno, and probably 
of Jewish descent. Biedro Balsamo, the father of the noto- 
lious Giuseppe, became bankrupt, and died iu his five-and- 
fortieth year. His widow, who is still living, had bom him,, 
besides the above-named Giuseppe Giovanna — Giuseppe 
Maria, who married Giovanna Battista Capitummino, who 
begot three children of her body, and died. 

The memoir, which was read to us by its obliging author,, 
and was at my request lent to me for a few days, was founded, 
on baptismal and marriage certificates- and other instruments; 
which he ha<l with great diligence cdlected. It contains 
pretty nearly (as I conclude from a comparison with a stan-' 
mary which I then made), all the circumstances which have 
lately been made better known to the world b.y the acts of the' 
Legal process at Borne, viz.., that Giuseppe Balsamo was barn' 
at Palermo, in the beginning of June, 1743, and that at hk'. 
baptbm he was received back from the; priest’s arma by 
Vincenza Cagliostro (whose maiden name was Martello');.ti!ati 
in' his youth, he took the habit of an ordesr of the Bijoth^of 
Hercy,. which pjud. particular attention to the side.; thaik he-. 
teon showed great talent and skill formadkine^ but ibat 
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for his disorderly practices he was expelled the order, and 
thereupon set up in Palermo as a dealer in magic, and treasure 
finder. 

His gi’eat dexterity in imitating every kind of handwriting 
was not allowed by him to lie idle. He talsified or rather 
forged altogether an ancient document, by which the posses- 
fHon of some lands was brought into litigation. He was soon 
an object of suspicion, and cast into prison ; but made his 
escape, and was cited to appear under penalty of outlawrj\ 
He passed through Calabria towards Rome, where he marriod 
the daughter of a belt-maker. From Rome he came back to 
Naples, under the name of the Marchese Pellegrini. He 
even ventured to pay a Hsit to Paleraio, was recognized, anil 
taken prisoner, and made his escape in a manner tliat well 
deserves being circumstantially detailed. 

One of the principal nobles of Sicily, who possessed very' 
huge property, and held several important posts at the 
Neapolitan court, had a son, who to a frame of unusual 
strength and an uncontrollable temper united all the wanton 
excesses which the rich and great, without education, can, 
think themselves privileged to indulge in. 

Donna Lorenza had managed to attract him, and on him 
the pretended Marchese Pellegrini relied for impunity. The 
Prince avowed openly his patronage of this couple of now 
comers, and set no bounds to his rage when Giuseppe Balsomoy 
at the instance of the party whom he had injured, was' a 
second time cast into prison, lie had recourse to various means 
to obtain his liberation ; and, when these were unsuccessful^ ia 
the vciy ante-room of the President's court, he threatened the 
advocate of the opposite party with the most dreadful conse- 
quences if he did not consent to the release of Balsamo, Ah 
the opposing advocate refused liis consent, he rushed upon 
him^ struck him, knocked him down and kicked him, and was 
only with difficulty restrmned from further violence when the 
judge, hearing the noise, rushed in and commanded peace. ' 

The latter, a weak and cringing character, had not the 
courage to pimi^ the wrong- doer ; the opposite party, adVo^^ 
cate and all, were men of little minds ; and so Balsamo was 
set at liberty, without, however, any record of his liberatifiM 
heing- found among the proceedings— neither by whose ordgfa 
or in what maimer k im effected. ■ 
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Shortly after this he left Palermo, and travelled in different 
countries; of which travels, however,* the author of the 
memoir had been only able to collect very imperfect infor- 
mation. 

The memoir ended with an acute argument to prove the 
identity of Balsamo and Cagliostro,— -a position which was 
at this time more difficult to prove than at present, now that 
the whole history of this individual has been made public. 

Had I not been led to form a conjecture that a public use 
would have been made in France of this essay, and that on 
my return I should find it already in print, I doubt not but I 
should have been permitted to take a transcript of it, and to 
give my friends and the public an early account of many inter- 
esting circumstances. 

However, we have received the fullest account, (and even 
more particulars than this memoir contains,) from a quarter 
which usually is the source of nothing but errors. Who would 
have believed that Rome would ever have done so much for 
the enlightening of the world, and for the utter exposure of an 
impostor, as she has done by publishing the summary of the 
proceedings in this case ? For although this work ought and 
might be much more interesting, it is nevertheless an excel- 
lent document in the hands of every rational mind, who cannot 
but feel deep regret to see the deceived, and those who were 
not more deceived than deceivers, going on for years admiring 
this man and his mummeries ; feeling themselves by fellow- 
ship with him raised above the common mass, and from the 
heights of their credulous vanity pitying if not despising the 
sound common sense of mankind in general. 

Who was not willingly silent all the while ? And even now, 
at last, when the whole affair is ended and placed beyond dis- 
pute, it is only with difficulty that I can bring myself, in order 
to complete the official account, to communicate some parti- 
culars which have here become known to me. 

^Vhen I found in the genealogy so many persons (especially 
his mother and sisters) mentioned as still living, I expressed 
to the author of the memoir a wish to see them, and to form 
the acquaintance of the other relatives of so notorious an indi- 
vidual. He remarked that it would be difficult to brin^ it 
about, since these persons, poor but respectable, and living 
very retired, were not accustomed to receive visitors, and that 
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their natural suspicion would be roused by any attempt of 
the kind. However, he was ready to send to me his copy- 
ing clerk, who had ‘access to the family, and by whose means 
he liad procured the information and documents out of which 
the pedigree had been compiled. 

The next day his amanuensis made his appearance, and ex- 
pressed several scruples upon the matter. “ I have, hitherto,” 
ho said, “ carefully avoided coming within sight of these 
persons. For, in order to get into my hands the certificates 
of baptism and marriage, so as to he able to take legally 
authenticated copies of them, I was obliged to have recourse 
to a little trick. I took occasion to speak of some little family 
property that was somehow or other unclaimed ; made it ap- 
])ear probable to them that the young Capitummino was entitled 
to it ; but I told them that first of all it was necessary to make 
out a pedigree, in order to sec how far the youth could establish 
his claim : that, however, his success must eventually depend 
upon law proceedings, which I would willingly undertake on 
condition of receiving for my trouble a fair proportion of the 
amount recovered. The good people readily as.sented to every- 
thing. I got possession of the papers I wanted, took copies 
of them, and finished the pedigree ; since then, however, I have 
cautiously kept out of their sight. A few weeks ago old 
Capitummino mot mo, and it was only by pleading the tardiness 
with which such matters usually proceed that I managed to 
excuse myself.” 

Thus spoke the copyist. As, however, I stuck to my pur- 
pose, after some consideration he consented to take me to their 
house, and suggested that it would be best for me to give 
myself out to be an Englishman, who had brought to the family 
tidings of Cagliostro, who, immediately after his release from 
the Bastile, had proceeded to London. 

At the appointed hour — ^about two o’clock in the afternoon 
— w'e set out on our expedition. The house was situated in 
the comer of a narrow lane, not far from the gfC'at street, 
“ II Casaro.” We ascended a few wretched steps, and entered 
at once upon the kitchen. A woman of the middle size, 
strong and broad, without being fat, was busy washing up the 
cooking utensils. She was neatly and cleanly clad, and as we 
entered turned up the comer of her apron, in order to conceal 
from us its dirty front. She seemed glad to sec my guide, 

VoL. 11. 2 I 
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and exclaimed, “ Do youbrinjif us good news, Signor Giovanni r 
Have you obtained a dofree ?” 

He replied, “ No ! I have not as yet been able to do anything 
in our matter. However, here is a foreigner who brings you 
a grc'ctiiig from your brotlier, and who can give you an 
account of liis present state and abode.” 

The greeting that I was to bring did not exactly stand in 
our bond. However, tlie introduction was now made. “ You 
know my brother ?” .she asked me. “ All Europe know.s him,” 
I replied, “ and I am sun; you will be glad to hear that he is 
at pre.sent safe and well ; for assuredly you must have been 
in great anxiety about him.” “ Walk in,” she said, “ 1 
will follow you immediately;” and so, with the copying- 
clerk, I entered the sitting-room. 

It was spacious and lofty, and would pass with us for a 
saloon. It seemed, however, to form the whole dwelling of 
the family. A single window lighted the large walls, which 
were once coloured, and around which figures of the Saints — 
taken in black — hung in gilt frames. Two large beds, without 
curtains, stood against one wall, while a brown press, which 
had the shape of an escritoire, was placed against the opposite 
one. Old chairs, with rush bottoms, the backs of which 
seemed once to have been gilded, stood on each side of it; 
while the bricks of the floors were in many places sunk deep 
below the level. In other respects, everything was clean 
and tidy, and we made our way towards the family, who 
were gathered around tlie only large window at the- other 
end of the room. 

While my guide was explaining to the old widow Balsamo, 
who sat in the corner, the cause of oiu* visit, and in consequence 
of the dc'afness of the good old woman, had frequently to repeat 
his words, I had time to observe the room and the rest of its 
occupants. A youag girl, of about sixteen years of age, well 
grown, whose features, however, the small -pox had robbed of 
all expression, was standing at the window ; by her side a 
young man, whose unpleasant countenance, sadly disfigured 
by the small-pox, also sti-uck me. In an arm-chair, opposite 
the window, sat, or rather reclined, a sick and sadly deformed 
person, who seemed to be afflicted with a sort of torpor. 

When my guide had made himself understood, they com- 
pelled us to sit down. The old woman put some questions to 
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me, which I required to have interpreted before t could answer 
them, as I was not very familiar with the Sicilian dialect. 

I was pleased with the examination, which, dnrinj^ this con- 
versation, I made of the old woman. She was of middle size, but 
of a good figure ; over her regular featuresaii expression of calm- 
ness was diffused, which people usually enjoy who are deprived 
of hearing ; the tone of her voice was soft and agreeable. 

I answ'ered her questions, and my answers had* in their 
turn, to be interpreted to her. 

The slowness of such a dialogue gave me an opportunity of 
weighing my words. I told her that her son having been 
acquitted in France, w'as at prc-sent in London, wbere lie had 
been well received. The joy which she expressed at this news 
was accompanied with exclamations of a heartfelt jiiety, and now, 
as she spoke loiuh'r and slower I could understand her better. 

In the meanwhile her daughter had come in, and had 
seated herself by the side of my guide, who faithfully re- 
peated to her what I had been saying. Shi; liad lied on a 
clean apron, and arnmged her hair under a net. I'lie more 
I looked at her, and compareil her with her mother, the more 
surprised was I at the ditfcrencc of thi'ir jK'rsons. A lively, 
healthy sensibility spoke in every feature of the daughter ; 
she was, in all probability, about forty years old. With 
lovely blue eyes, she looked cautiously around, without, 
however, my being able to trace the least symptom of sus- 
picion. As she sat, her figure seemed to promise greater 
height than it showed when she stood up ; her posture 
bespoke determination ; she sat with her body bent forwards, 
and her hands resting on her knees. Moreover, her Ml, 
rather than sharp profile, reminded me of the portraits of her 
brother, which I had seen in engravings. She asked me 
several questions about my travels : about my purpose in 
visiting Sicily, and would persuade herself that I should most 
assuredly come back again, and keep with them the Festival 
of S. Rosalie. 

The grandmother having, in the mean time, put some ques- 
tions to me, while I was busied in answering them, the 
daughter was speaking in a half whisper to my guide ; io 
that my curiosity was stimulated to ask w^hat they were taHiing 
about. Upon this he said, Donna Capitummino was jnst 
telling him that her brother owed her fourteen oncie. In ofdn: 

2 1 2 
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to facilitate his rapid departure from Palermo, she had re- 
deemed some of his things which were in pawn ; but since 
then she had not heard a word from him, nor received any 
money, nor help of any kind, although, as she had heard, he 
possessed great wealth, and kept a princely establishment. 
Would I not engage on my return, at the first favom'able 
moment to remind him of this debt, and to get him to make 
them an jillowance— nay, would I not take a letter to him, or 
at least frank one to him? I offered to do so. She asked me 
where I lived ? and where she could send me the letter. I 
avoided giving her my address, and engaged to call myself 
for the letter on the evening of the next day. 

She then recounted to me her pitiable situation : she was 
a widow, with three children; one girl was being educated in a 
nunnery, the other was here at home ; and her son was gone 
to school. Besides these three children she had her mother 
on her hands, for whose support she must provide, and besides 
all this, out of Christian love she had taken into her house 
the unfortunate sick person-— and thus augmented her mise- 
ries — all her industry scarcely sufficed to furnish herself and 
children with the very barest necessaries. She well knew that 
God would reward all such good works ; still she could not help 
sighing beneath the heavy burthen she had so long borne. 

The young people joined in the conversation, and the dia- 
logue became livelier. While I was speaking to the others 
I heard the old woman ask her daughter if I belonged to 
their holy religion. I was able to observe that the daughter 
skilfully parried the question by a8s.suring her mother (as well 
as I coidd make out her words) that the stranger appeared 
well disposed towards them ; and that it was not proper to 
question any one all at once on this point. 

When they heard that I was soon to depart from Palermo, 
they became still more urgent, and entreated me to come back 
again at all events ; especially they praised the heavenly day 
of S. Rosalie's festival, the like of which was not to be seen 
or enjoyed in the world. 

My guide, who for a long while bad been wishing to get 
away, at last by his signs put an end to our talk, and I pro- 
mised to come on the evening of the next day, and fetch the 
letter. My guide expressed his satisfaction that all had gone 
off so well, and we parted, well satisfied with each other. 

You may imagine what impression this poor, pious, and well- 
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disposed family made upon me. My curiosity was ’satisfied ; 
but their natural and pleasing behaviour had excited my 
sympathy, and reflection only confirmed my good will in 
their favour. 

But then some anxiety soon arose in my mind about to- 
morrow. It was only natural that my visit, which at first 
had so charmed them, would, after my departure, be talked 
and thought over by them. From the pedigree I was aware 
that others of the family were still living. Nothing could 
be more natural than that they should call in their friends to 
consult them on all that they had been so astonished to heai’ 
from me the day before. I had gained my object, and now it 
only remained for me to contrive to bring this adventure to a 
favourable issue. I therefore, set off the next day, and arrived 
at their house just after their dinner. They were surprised to 
see me so early. 'I'he letter, they told me, was not yet ready ; 
and some of their relatives wished to make my acquaintance, 
and they would be there tow’ards evening. 

I replied that I was to depart early in the morning ; that I 
had yet some visits to make, and had also to pack up, and 
that I had determined to come earlier than I had promised 
rather than not come at all. 

During this conversation the .son entered, whom I had not seen 
the day before. In form and countenance he resembled his sister. 
He had brought with him the letter which I was to take. As 
usual in these parts, it had been written by one of the public 
notaries. The youth who was of a quiet, sad, and modest 
disposition, inquired about his uncle, asked about his riches 
and expenditure, and added, “ How could he forget his family 
so long ? It would be the greatest happiness to us,” he con- 
tinued, “ if he would only come back and help us but he 
further asked, “ How came he to tell you that he had relations in 
Palermo ? It is said that he everywhere disowns us, and gives 
himself out to be of high birth.” These questions, which my 
guide's w’ant of foresight on our first visit had given rise to, 
I contrived to satisfy, by making it appear possible that, 
although his uncle might have many reasons for concealing 
his origin from the public, he would, nevertheless make no 
secret of it to his friends and familiar acquaintances. 

His sister, who had stepped forward during this conversa- 
tion, and who had taken courage from tlie presence of her 
brother, and probably, also, from the absence of yesterday’s 
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friend, be^an now to speak. Her manner was very pretty and 
lively. She earnestly begged me, when I wrote to her uncle, 
to commend her to him ; and not less earnestly, also, to come 
back when I had finished my tour through the kingdom of 
Sicily, and to attend with them the festivities of S. Kosalie. 

The mother joined her voice to that of her children. 
“ Signor,” she exclaimed, “ although it does not in propriety 
become me, who have a grown-up daughter, to invite strange 
men to my house, — and one ought to guard hot only against 
the danger itself, but even against evil tongues, — still you, I 
can assure you, will bo heartily welcome, whenever you return 
to our city.” 

“ Yes ! yes ! ” cried the children, “ wc will guide the Signor 
throughout the festival ; we will show him every thing ; we 
will place him on the scaffolding from w'hich you have 
the best view of the festivities. How delighted will he be with 
tiie great car, and especially with the splendid illuminations ! ” 

In the mean while, the grandmother had read the letter over 
and over again. When she was told that I wished to take my 
leave, she stood uj) and delivered to me the folded paper. 
“ Say to my son,” she said, with a noble vivacity, not to say 
enthusiasm, “tell my son how happy the news you have 
brought me of him has made us. Say to my son, that I 
thus ifold him to my heart,” (here she stretched out her arms 
and again closed them over her bosom) — “ that every day in 
prayer I supplicate God and our blessed Lady for him ; that 
I give my blessing to him [ind to his wife, and that I have 
no wdsh but, before I die, to see him once again, with these 
eyes, w'hich have shed so many tears on his account.” 

The peculiar elegance of the Italian favoured the choice 
and the noble ai’rangcmeiit of her words, which, moreover, 
were accompanied with those very lively gestures, by which 
this people usually give an incredible charm to every- 
thing they say. Not unmoved, I took my leave ; they all 
held out their hands to me : the children even accompanied me 
to the door, and while I descended the steps, ran to the bal- 
cony of the wdndow which opened from the kitchen into the 
street, called after me, nodded their adieus, and repeatedly 
cried out to me not to' forget to come again and see them. They 
were still standing on the balcony, when I turned the corner. 

I need not say that the interest I took in this family excited 
in me the liveliest desire to be useful to them, and to help them 
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in their great need. Through me they were now. a Bccond 
time deceived, and hopes of assistance, which they had no 
previous expectation of, had been again raised, through the 
curiosity of a son of the north, only to be disappointed. 

My first intention was to pay them before my departure' 
these fourteen oncie, which, at his departure, the fugitive was 
indebted to them, and by expressing a hope that he would repay 
me, to conceal from them the fact of its being a gift from myself. 
When, however, I got home, and cast up my accounts, and 
looked over my cash and bills, I found that, in a country where, 
from the want of communication, distance is infinitely magni- 
fied, I should perhaps ])lace myself in a strait if I attempted to 
make amends lor the dishonesty of a rogue, by an act of mere 
good nature. 

The subsequent issue of this affair may as Nvell be here 
introduced. 

I set off from Palermo, and never came back to it; but 
notwithstanding the great distance of my Sicilian and Italian 
travels, ray soul never lo.st the impression which the inter- 
view wdth this family had left upon it. 

I returned to my native land, and the letter of tlie old widow, 
turning up iimong the many other papers, which had come with 
it from Naples by sea, gave me occasion to speak of this and 
other adventures. 

Below i.s a translation of this letter, in wliich I have pur- 
posely allowed the peculiarities of the original to appear. 

“ My Dearest Son, 

On the 16th April, 1787, I received tidings of you through 
Mr. Wilton, and 1 cannot express to you how consoling it 
was to me ; for ever since you removed from France, I have 
been unable to hear any tidings of you. 

“ My dear Son, — I entreat you not to forget me, for 1 am 
very poor, and deserted by all ray relations but my daughter, 
and your sister Maria Giovanna, in whose house I am living. 
She cannot afford to supply all ray wants, but she does what 
she can. She is a widow, with three children : one daughter 
is in the nunnery of S. Catlierine, the other two children are 
at home with her. 

“ I repeat, my dear son, my entreaty. Send me just enough 
to provide for my necessities ; for I ^ve not even the neces- 
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sary artiMes of clothing to tliscliarge the duties of a Catholic, 
for my mantle and outer garments are perfectly in rags. 

“ If you send me anything, or even write me merely a letter, 
do not send it by post, but by sea ; for Don Matteo, my bro- 
ther (Bracconcri), is the postmaster. 

“ My dear Son, I entreat you to provide me with a tari 
a-day, in order that your sister may, in some measure, be 
relieved of the burthen I am at present to her, and that I 
may not perish from want. Remember the divine command, 
and htdp a poor mother, who is reduced to the utmost ex- 
tremity. I give you my blessing, and press to my heart both 
thee and Donna Lorenza, thy wife. 

“ Your sister embraces you from her heart, and her children 
kiss your hands. 

“ Your mother, who dearly loves you, and presses you to 
her heart. 


Palermo, April 18, 1787.” 


“Felice Balsamo. 


Some worthy and exalted persons, before whom I laid this 
document, together with the whole story, shared my emo- 
tions, and enabled me to discharge my debt to this unhappy 
family, and to remit them a sum which they received towards 
the end of the year 1787. Of the effect it had, the following 
letter is evidence. 

^'‘Palermo, December 25, 1787. 

“ Dear and Faithful Brother, 

“ Dearest Son, 

“ The joy wdiich we have had in hearing that you are in 
good health and circumstances, we cannot express by any 
writing. By sending them this little assistance, you have 
filled with the greatest joy and delight a mother and a sister 
who are abandoned by all, and have to provide for two daugh- 
ters and a son : for, after that Mr. Jacob Joff, an English mer- 
chant had taken great pains to find out the Donna Giuseppe 
Maria Capituramino (by birth Balsamo), in consequence of my 
being commonly known, merely as Mai'ana Capitummino, he 
found us at last in a little tenement, where we live on a corre- 
sponding scale. He informed us that you had ordered a sum of 
money to be paid us, and that he had a receipt, which I, yom- 
sister, must sign — which was accordingly done ; for he imme- 
diately put the money in our hands, and the favorable rate of 
the exchange has brought us a little further gain. 
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“ Now, think with what delight wc must have received this 
sum, at a time when Christmas Day was just at hand, and we 
had no hope of being helped to spend it with its usual festivity. 

“ The Incarnate Saviour has moved your heart to send us 
this money, which lias served not only to appease our hunger, 
but actually to clothe us, when we were in want of everything. 

“ It would give us the greatest gratiheation possible if you 
would gratify our wish to see you once more — especially mine, 
your mother, who never cease to bewail my separation from an 
only son, whom I would much wish to see again before I die. 

“ But if, owing to circumstances, this cannot be, still do not 
neglect to come to the aid of my misery, especially as you 
have discovered so excellent a channel of communication, and 
so honest and exact a merchant, who, when we knew notliing 
about it, and when he had the money entirely in his own 
power, has honestly sought us out and faithfully paid over to 
us the sum you remitted. 

“ With you that perhaps will not signify much. To 
us, however, every help is a treasure. Your sister has 
two grown up daughters, and her son also recjuircs a little 
help. You know that she has nothing in the world ; and 
what a good act will you not perform by sending her enough 
to furnish them all with a suitoble outfit. 

“ May God preserve you in health! We invoke Him in 
gratitude, and pray that He may still continue the pros- 
perity you have hitherto enjoyed, and that He may move yom* 
heart to keep us in remembrance. In His name I bless you 
and your wife, as a most atfectionate mother — and I youi’ 
sister, embrace you: and so does your nephew, Giuseppe 
(Brace neri), who wrote this letter. We all pray for your 
prosperity, as do also my two sisters, Antonia and Theresa. 

“ We embrace you, and are, 

“ Your sister, “ Your mother, 

who loves you, who loves and blesses you, 

Giuseppe-Maria, who blesses you every hour, 
Capitummino, Felice Balsamo, 

and Balsamo. and BRACCfjr^KRi.” 

The signatures to the letter are in their own handwriting • 
I had caused the money to be paid to them without sending any 
letter, or intimation whence it came ; this makes their mistak® 
the more natural, and their ftiture hopes the more probable. 
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Now, that they have been informed of the arrest and im- 
prisonment of their relative, I feel myself at liberty to explain 
matters to them, and to do something; for their consolation. 
I have still a small sum for them in my hands, which I shall 
remit to them, and profit by the opportunity to explain the 
true state of the matter. Should any of my friends, should any 
of my rich and noble countrymen, be disposed to enlarge, by 
their contributions, the sum I have already in my hands, I 
would exhort them in that case to forwarcl their kind gifts 
to me before Michaelmas-day, in order to share the gratitude, 
and to be rewarded with the hapj)iness of a deserving family, 
out of which has proceeded one of the most singular monsters 
that has appeared in this century. 

I shall not fail to make known the further course of this 
story, and to give an account of the state in which my next 
remittance finds the family ; and perhaps also I shall add 
some remarks which this matter induced me to make, but 
which, however, I withhold at present in order not to disturb 
my reader’s fii’vst impressions. 


Palermo, April 14, 1787. 

Towards evening I paid a visit to my Iriend the shop- 
keeper, to ask him how he thought the festival was likely to 
pass oiff ; for to-morrow there is to be a solemn procession 
through the city, and the Viceroy is to accompany the host 
on foot. The least wind will envelop both man and the sacred 
symbols in a thick cloud of dust. 

With much humour he replied : In Palermo, the people look 
for nothing more confidently than for a miracle. Often before 
now on such occasions, a violent passing shower had fallen 
and cleansed the streets pai-tially at least, so as to make a 
clean road for the procession. On tliis occasion a similar 
hope was entertained, and not without cause, for the sky was 
overcast, and promised rain during the night. 

Palermo, Sunday, April 15, 1787. 

And so it has actually turned out ! During the night the 
most violent of showers have fallen. In the morning I set cut 
very early in order to be an eye-witness of the marvel. The 
stream of rain-water pent up between the two raised pavements 
had carried the lightest of the rubbish down the inclined street, 
either intp the sea or into such of the sewers as were not 
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stopped up, while the grosser and heavier dung was driven 
from spot to spot. In tliis a singular meandering line of 
cleanliness was marked out along the streets. On the morning 
hundreds and hundreds of men w'ere to be seen wdth brooms 
and shovels, busily enlarging this clear sjiace, and in order 
to connect it where it was interrupted by the mire; and 
throwing the still remaining impurities now to this side, 
now to that. By this means when the procession started, it 
found a clear serpentine walk })repared for it through 
the mud, and so both the long robed priests and the neat- 
booted nobles, with the Viceroy at their head, were able 
to proceed on their way unhindcaed and unsplashed. 

I thought of the children of Israel pji.ssing through the w’aters 
by the dry path prepared for them by the hand of the Angel, 
and this remembrance served to ennoble what otherwise would 
have been a revolting sight — to see these devout and noble 
peers parading their devotions along an alley, flanked on each 
side by heaps of mud. 

On the pavement there was now, as always, clean walking ; 
but in the more retired parts of the city whither we were 
this day carried in pursuance of our intention of visiting the 
quarters which we had hitherto neglected, it was almost im- 
possible to get along, although even here the sweeping and 
piling of the liltli was by no means neglected. 

The festival gave occasion to our visiting the principal 
church of the city and observing its curiositi('s. Being once on 
the move, we took a round of all the other public edifices. We 
were much pleased with a Moori.sh building, which is in ex- 
cellent preservation — not very large, but the rooms beautiful, 
broad, and well proportioned, and in excellent keeping with the 
whole pile. It is not perhaps suited for a northern climate, but 
in a southern land a most agreeable residence. Architects 
may perhaps some day furnish us with a plan and elevation of it. 

We also saw in most unsuitable situations various remains 
of ancient marble statues, w'hich, however, we had not 
patience to try to make out. 

Palermo, Apnl 16, 1787, 

As we are obliged to anticipate our speedy departure from 
this paradise,*! hoped to-day to spend a thorough holiday by 
sitting in the public gardens ; and after studying the task I had 
set myself out of the Odyssey, taking a walk through the valley, 
and at the foot of the hill of S. Rosalie, thinking over again my 
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sketch of Nausicaa, and there trying whether this subject is sus- 
ceptible of a dramatic form. All this I have managed, if not 
with perfect success, yet certainly much to my satisfaction. 
I made out the plan, and could not abstain from sketching 
some portions of it which appeared to me most interesting, 
and tried to work them out. 


Palermo, Tumlay, April 17, 1787. 

It is a real misery to be pursued and hunted by many 
spirits ! Yesterday I set out early for the public gardens, 
with a firm and calm resolve to realize some of my poetical 
dreams; but before I got within sight of them, another 
spectre got hold of me which has been following me these 
last few days. Many plants which hitherto I had been used 
to see only in pots and tubs, or under glass- frames, stand 
here fresh and joyous beneath the open heaven, and as they 
here completely fulfil their destination, their natures and 
characters became more plain and evident to me. In pre- 
sence of so many new and renovated forms, my old fiiiicy 
occurred again to me : Might I not discover the primordial 
plant among all these numerous specimens ? Some such 
there must be ! For, otherwise, how am I able at once to 
determine that this or that form is a plant unless they are all 
formed after one original type ? I busied myself, therefore, 
with examining wherein the many varying shapes difiered 
from each other. And in every case I found them all to be 
more similar than dissimilar, and attempted to apply my 
botanical terminology; That went on well enough ; still I Avas 
not satisfied ; I rather felt annoyed that it did not lead fur- 
ther. My pet poetical purpose was obstructed ; the gardens 
of Antinous all vanished — a real garden of the world had 
taken their place. Why is it that w^c moderns have so little 
concentration of mind ? Why is it that we are thus tempted 
to make requisitions which we can neither exact nor fulfil ? 


Alcamo^’Wedesday, April 18, 1787. 

At an early hour, we rode out of Palermo. Kniep and the 
Vetturino showed their skill in packing the carriage inside 
and out. We drove slowly along the excelldbt road, with 
which we had previously become acquainted during oui- 
visit to San Martino, and wondered a second time at the false 
taste displayed in the fountains on the way. At one of these 
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our driver stopped to supply himself with water ticcording to 
the temperate habits of this country. He had at starting^, 
hung to the traces a small wine-cask, such as our market- 
women use, and it seemed to us to hold wine enough for 
several days. We were, therefore, not a little surpri8e(l when 
he made for one of the many conduitpipes, took out the plug 
of his cask, and let the water run into it With true (xerman 
amazement, we asked him what ever he was about ? was not 
the cask full of wine ? To all which, he replied with great 
nonchalance : he had left a third of it empty, and as no one in 
this countrj" drank unmixed wine, it wa.s better to mix it at 
once in a large quantity, as then the liquids combined better 
together, and besides you were not sure of finding water 
everywhere. During this conversation the cask was filled, 
and we had some talk together of this ancient and oriental 
wedding custom. 

And now as wc reached the heights beyond Mon Keale, w(‘ 
saw wonderfully beautiful districts, but tilled in tnulitiomd 
rather than in a true economical style. On the right, the 
('ye reached the sea, where, between singular shapc'd head- 
lands, and beyond a shore here covered with, and there desti- 
tute of, trees, it caught a smooth and level horizon, perfectly 
calm, and forming a glorious contra.st with the wild and rugged 
limestone rocks. Kniep did not fail to take miniature out- 
lines of several of them. 

We are at present in Aleamo, a quiet and clean little town, 
whose well-conducted inn is highly to be commended as an 
excellent establishment, especially as it is most conveniently 
situated for visitors to the temple of Segeste, which lies out of 
the direct road in a very lonely situation. 


Aleamo^ Thursday^ April 19, 1787. 

Our (^eeable dwelling in this quiet town, among the 
mountains, has so charmed us that we have determined to pass 
a whole day here. We may then, before anything else, speak 
of our adventures yesterday. In one of my earlier letters, 
I questioned the originality of Prince Pallagonia’s bad taste. 
He has had forerunners and can adduce many a precedent. On 
the road towards Mon Eeale stand two monstrosities, beside 
.a fountain with some vases on a balustrade, so utterly repug- 
nant to good taste that one would suppose they must have 
been placed there by the Prince himself. 
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After passing Mon Rcalo, wc loft behind us the beautiful road, 
and got into the rugged mountain country. Here some rocks 
appeared on the crown of the road, which, judging from their 
gravity and metallic incrustations, I took to be ironstone. 
Every level spot is cultivated, and is more or less prolific. 
The limestone in these parts had a reddish hue, and all the pul- 
verized earth is of the same colour. This red argillaceous 
and calcareous earth extends over a great space ; the subsoil 
is hard ; no sand underneath ; but it ])i’oduces excellent 
wheat. Wc noticed old very strong, but stumpy, olive trees. 

Under the shelter of an airy room, which has been built 
as an addition to the wretched inn, we refreshed ourselves with 
a temperate luncheon. Dogs eagerly gobbled up the skins of 
the sausages we threw away, but a beggar-boy drove them 
oft'. He was feasting with a wonderfid ap|X'titc on the parings 
of the apples we were devouring, when he in his turn was driven 
away by an old beggar. Want of work is here felt everywhere. 
In a ragged toga the old lx ^\r was glad to get a job as house- 
servant, or waiter. Thus 1 had formerly observed that 
whenever a landlord was asked for anything which he had 
not at the moment in the house, he would send a beggar to 
the shop for it. 

However, wc are pretty well provided against all such sorry 
attendance ; for our Vetturino is an excellent fellow — he is 
ready as ostler, cicerone, guard, courier, cook, and everything. 

On the higher hills you find every where the olive, the 
caruba, and the ash. Their system of farming is also spread 
over three years. Beans, corn, fallow ; in which mode of 
culture the people say the dung does mon' marvels than all 
the Saints. The grape .stock is kept down very low. 

Aleanio is gloriously situated on a height, at a tolerable dis- 
tance from a bay of the sea. The magnificence of the country 
quite enchanted us. Lofty rocks, with deep valleys at their 
feet, but withal wide open spaces, and great variety. Be- 
yond Mon Keale you look upon a beautiful double valley, in 
the centre of which a hilly ridge again raises itself. ITie 
fruitful fields lie green and quiet, but oi\ the broad road-way 
the wild bushes and .shrubs are brilliant with flowers — the 
broom one mass of yellow, covered with its pupilionaceons 
blossoms, and not a single green leaf to be seen ; the white- 
thorn cluster on cluster ; the aloes are ri.sing high and promis- 
ing to flower; a rich tapestry of an amarantljjne-Ted clover, of 



SICILY — SEGKSTE. 


495 


oYchids and the little Alpine roses, hyacinths, with unopened 
bells, asphodels, and other wild Howers. 

The streams ivhieh descend from M. Segestc leave deposits, 
not only of limestone, but also of pebbles of hornstone. 
They are very compact, dark blue, yellow, red, and brown, of 
various sliades. I also found complete lodes of horn, or fire- 
stone, in the limestone rocks, edf^ed with lime. Of such 
gravel one finds whole hills just before one gets to Alcamo. 

Sfif/este, April 20, 1787. 

The temple of Segeste was never finished ; the ground around 
it was never even levelled ; the space only being smoothed 
on whicii the peristyle was to stajul. For, in .several places, 
the steps arc from nine to ten feet in the gro\md, and tliere is 
no hill near, from which the .stone or mould could have fallen. 
Beside.s, the stones lie in their natural position, and no ruins 
are found near them. 

The columns are all standing ; two which had fallen, have 
very recently boc'u raised again. How far the columns rested 
on a socle is hard to say ; and without an engraving it i.s dif- 
ficult to give an idcja of their present stjite. At some points it 
would seem as if tlie pillar.s re.sted on the fourth step. In that 
case to enter the temj)le you wamld have to go down a step. 
In other places, however, the u))pcrmost st('p is cut through, and 
then it looks as if the columns had restiai on base's ; and then 
again these spaces have been filled \ip, and so we have once more 
the first case. An architect is necessary to determine tliis point. 

The sides have twelve columns, not reckoning the comer 
Ones ; the back and front six, including them. The rollers on 
which the stones were moved along, still lie around you on the 
steps. 'I'hey have been left in order to indicate that the temple 
was unfinished. But the .strongest evidence of this fact is the 
floor. In some spots (along the sides) the pavement is laid 
down, in the middle, however, the red limestone rock still 
projects higher than the level of the floor as partially laid ; the 
flooring, therefore, camiot ever have been finished. There is 
also no trace of an inner temple. Still less can the temple 
have ever been overlaid with stucco ; but that it was intended 
to do so. we may infer from the fact that the abaci of the 
capitals have projecting points probably for the purpose of 
holding the plaster. The whole is built of a limestone, very 
similar to the travertine ; only it is now much fretted. The 
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restoration which was carried on in 1781, has done much 
pjood to the building. The cutting of the stone, with which 
the parts have been reconnected, is simple, but beautiful. 
The large blocks standing by themselves, which are mentioned 
by Riedesel, I could not find ; probably they were used for 
the restoration of the columns. 

The site of the temple is singular ; at the highest end of 
a broad and long valley, it stands on an isolated hill. Sur- 
rounded, however, on all sides by cliffs, it commands a very dis- 
tnnt and extensive view of the land, but takes in only just a. 
corner of the sea. The district reposes in a sort of melancholy 
fertility — every where well cultivated, but scarce a dwelling 
to bo seen. Flowering thistles were swarming with countless 
butterflies, wild fennel stood here from eight to nine feet high, 
dry and withered of the last year’s growth, but so rich and in 
such seeming order that one might almost take it to be an old 
nursery-gi’ound. A shrill wind whistled through the columns 
as if through a wood, and screaming birds of prey hovered 
around the pediments. 

I’he wearisomencss of winding through the insignificant ruins 
of a theatre took away from us all the pleasures we might 
otherwise have had in visiting the remains of the ancient city. 
At the foot of the temple, we found large pieces of the horn- 
stone. Indeed, the road to Alcamo is composed of vast quantities 
of pebbles of the same formation. From the road a portion of 
a gravelly earth passes into the soil, by which means it is 
rendered looser. In some fennel of this year’s gi’owth, I 
observed the difference of the lower and upper leaves ; it is 
still the same organisation that develops multiplicity out of 
unity. They are most industrious weeders in these parts. 
Just as beaters go through a wood for game, so here they 
go through the fields weeding. I have actually seen some 
insects here. In Palermo, however, I saw nothing but worms, 
lizards, leeches, and snakes, though not more finely coloured 
than with us — indeed, they are mostly all gray. 

Casiel Vetrano^ 

Saturday, April 21, 1787. 

From Alcamo to Castel Vetrano you come on the lime-stone, 
after crossing some hills of gravel. Between precipitous and 
barren limestone mountains, lie wide undulating valleys, every- 
where tilled, with scarcely a tree to be seen. The gravelly 
hills are full of large holders, giving signs of ancient inunda- 
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tions of the sea. The soil is better mixed und* lighter than 
any we have hitherto seen, in consequence of its containinj^ 
some sand. Leaviiij^ Salemi about fifteen miles to our right, wt; 
came upon hills of gypsum, lying on the limestone. The soil 
appears, as we proceed, to be better und more richly com- 
pounded. In the distance you catch a peep of the Western 
sea. In the foreground the country is everywhere hilly. We 
found the fig-trees just budding, but what most excited our 
delight and wonder was endless masses of flowers, which had 
encroached on the broad road, and flourish in large variegated 
patches. Closely bordering on each other, the several sorts, 
nevertheless, keep themselves apart and recur at regidar inter- 
vals. The most beautiful convolvoluses, hibiscuses, and mallows, 
various kinds of trefoil, here and there the garlic, and the 
galega-gestrauche. On horseback you may ride through this 
varied tapestry, by following the numberless and ever-crossing 
narrow paths which run tUi’ough it. Here and there you see 
feeding fine red-brown cattle, very clean-limbed und with 
short horns of an extremely elegant form. 

The mountains to the Jiorth -east stand all in a line. A 
single peak, Cuniglione, rises boldly from the midst of them. 

, The gravelly hills have but few streams ; veiy little rain seems to 
fall here ; we did not find a single gully giving evidence of 
having ever overflowed. 

In the night I met with a singular incident. Quito worn 
out, we had thiowi ourselves on oiu* beds in anything but a 
very elegant room. In the middle of the night I saw above 
me a most agreeable phenomenon — a star brighter, I think, 
than I ever saw one before. Just, however, as I began to 
take courage at a sight which was of good omen, my patron 
star suddenly disappeared, and left me in darkness again. 
At daybreak, I at last discovered the cause of the marvel : 
there was a hole in the roof, and at the moment of my vision 
one of the brightest stars must have been crossing my meridian. 
This purely natural phenomenon was, however, interpreted by 
us travellers as highly favourable. 


Sciacca^ April 22, 1787. 

The road hither, which runs over nothing but gravelly hills, 
has been mineralogically uninteresting. The traveller here 
reaches the shore from which, at different points, bold limestone 
VOL. II. 2 K 
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rocks rise suddenlj’. All the flat land is extremely fertile ; 
barley and oats in the finest condition; the salsola-kali is 
here cultivated ; the aloes since yesterday, and the day before, 
have shot forth their tall spikes. The same numerous vari- 
eties of the trefoil still attended us. At last we came on a 
little wood, thick with brushu'ood, the tall trees standing 
very wide apart ; — the cork-tree at last ! 

Girgentu April 23, 1787. Evening. 

From Sciaccn to this place is a hard day’s ride. We ex- 
amined the baths at the last named place, A hot stream 
burst from the rock with a strong smell of sulphur; the 
water had a strong saline flavour, but it was not at all thick. 
May not the sulphureous exhalation be formed at the moment 
of its breaking from the rock ? A little higher is a spring, 
quite cool and without smell ; right above is the monastery, 
where are the vapour baths ; a •thick mist rises above it 
into the pure air 

The shingles on the shore are nothing but limestone : the 
quartz and homstone have wholly disappeared. I have ex- 
amined all the little streams: the Calta Bcllota, and the 
Maceasoli, carry down with them nothing but limestone; the 
Platani, a yellow marble and flint, the invariable companion 
of this nobler calcareous formation. A few pieces of lava 
excited my attention, but I saw nothing in this country that 
indicated the presence of volcanic action. I supposed, there- 
fore, they must be fragments of millstones, or of pieces 
brought from a distance for some such use or other. Near 
Monte Allegro, the stone is all gypsum and selenite ; whole 
rocks of these occurring before and between the limestone. 
The wonderful strata of Calta Bellota ! 


Gir genii., Tuesday., April 24, 1787. 

Such a glorious spring view as we enjoyed at sunset to-day 
will most assuredly never meet our eyes again in one life- 
time. Modern Girgenti stands on the lofty site of the ancient 
fortifications, an extent sufficient for the present population. 
From our window we looked over the broad but gentle declivity, 
on which stood the ancient town, which is now entirely covered 
with gardens and vineyards, beneath whose verdure it would be 
long before one thought of looking for the quarters of an ancient 
city. However, towards the southern end of this green and 
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flourisbing spot the Temple of Concord real’s ifself^ while on 
the east are a few remains of the Temjile of Juno, Other 
ruins of some ancient buildings, which lying in a straight line 
with tliose already spoken of, are scarcely noticed by the eye 
from above, while it hurries over them southwards to the 
shore, or ranges over the level country, which reaches at 
least seven miles from the sea-mark. To-day we were 
obliged to deny ourselves the pleasure of a stroll among 
the trees and the wild rockets and over this region, so 
. green, so flourishing, and so full of promise for the husband- 
man, because our guide, (a good-natured little parish priest,) 
begged us befoic? all things to devote this day to the town. 

He first showed us the wcdl-built streets ; then he toolc us 
to the higher jioints, from which tlu‘ vi(‘w, gaining both in ex- 
tent and breadth, was still more glorious, and lastly, for an 
artistic treat, conducted us to the, princi])al church. In it 
there is an ancient sarcoj)lmgus in good preservation. The fact 
of its being used for the altar has rescu(‘(l from destru(!tion the 
sculptures on it — llippolytus attended by his hunting compa- 
nions and horses, has just been stoppe(l by Phmdra s nurse, 
who wishes to deliver him a letter. As in this piece the 
principal object was to exhibit beautiful youthful forms, the old 
woman as a mere subordinate personag(\ is represented very 
little and almost dwarfish, in order not to disturb the 
intended effect. 01' all the alto-relivoes 1 have' ever seen, I do 
not, I think, remember one more glorious, ajid at the same 
time, so well preserved as this. Until I meet with a better 
it must pass with me as a sj)ccimen of the most gi’aceful 
period of Grecian art. 

We were cai ried bock to still earlier periods of art by the 
examination of a costly vase of considerable size, and in ex- 
cellent condition. Moreover, many relics of ancient architec- 
ture appeared worked up here and there in the walls of the 
modern church. 

As there is no inn or hotel in this place, a kind and worthy 
family made room for us, and gave up for our accommodation 
an alcove belonging to a large room. A green curtain separated 
us and our baggage from the members of the family, who, in the 
more spacious apartment were employed in jneparing maca- 
roni, of the whitest and smallest kind. I sat down by the side of 
the pretty children, and caused the whole process to be ex- 
2 K 2 
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plained to me, and was informed that it is prepared from tlie 
finest and hardest wheat, called Gram forte. That sort they also 
told me fetches the highest price, which, after being formed into 
long pipes, is twisted into coils, and by the tip of the fair 
artiste’s fingers made to assume a serpentine shape. The 
preparation is chiefly by the hand ; machines and moulds are 
very little used. They also prej)ared for ns a dish of the most 
excellent macaroni, regretting, however, that at that moment 
they had not even a single dish of the vety best kind, which 
could not be made out of (firgenti, nor indeed, out of their 
house. What they did dress for me appeared to me to bo 
unequalled in whiteness and tenderness. 

By leading us once more to the heights and to the most glo- 
rious points of view, our guide contrived to appease the rcst- 
lestness which during the evening kept us constantly out of 
doors. As we took a survey of the whole neighbourhood, he 
pointed out all the remarkable objects which on the morrow 
we had proposed to examine more nearly. 


Girgenti, Wednesday, April 1787. 

With sun rise wc took our way towards the plain, while at 
every step the surrounding scenery assumed a still more 
picturesque appeanincc. Witli the consciousness that it was 
for our advantage, the little man led us, without stopping, right 
across the rich vegetation over a thousand little spots, each 
of which might have furnished the locale for an idyllic scene. 
To this variety of scene the unevenness of the country greatly 
contributed, which undulated as it passed over hidden ruins, 
which probably were very quickly covered wi+li fertile soil, as 
the ancient buildings consisted of a light muscheltufa. At 
last we arrived at the. eastern end of the city, where are the 
ruins of the Temple of Juno, of which, every year must have 
accelerated the decay, as the air and weather are constantly 
fretting the soft stone of wliich it is built. To-day we only 
devoted a cursory examination to it, but Kniep has already 
chosen the points from which to sketch it to-morrow. The 
temple stands on a rock which is now much worn by thc^ 
weather. From this point the city walls stretched in a straight 
line eastwards, to a bed of limestone, that rises perpendi- 
cular from the level strand, which the sea has abandoned, 
after having shaped these rocks and long washed the foot of 
them. Hewn paidly out of the native rock, and partly built 
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of it were the walls of ancient Ajj^rifjjentiim, from belimd which 
towered a line of temples. No wonder, then, if from the sea 
the lower, middle, and upper towns, presented tO{;^ether a 
most striking aspect. 

The Temple of Concord has withstood so many centuries; 
its light style of architecture closely appro.vimates it to our 
present standard oftlic beautiful and tasteful ; so tliatas com 
])ared with that of Pmstum, it is, jis it were, the shape of a 
god to that of a gigantic figure. I will not give utterance' to 
my regrets that tlie recent j)raiseworthy design of restoring this 
monument should have been so tasteh'ssly carried out, that the 
gaps and defects are actually filled u[) with a dazzling white 
gypsum. In conseepience' this monument of ancient art 
stands before the eye, in a c(*rtain sense, dilapidated and 
diiligured. How easy it would liave^ bee'U to give the gypsum 
the same tint as the weather- ('aten stone of the rest of the 
building ? In truth, when one looks at the muschelkalk of 
which the walls and columns are composed, and sees how 
I'iisily it crumbles away, one's only surprise is that they have 
lasted so long. Ihit the builders reckoning on a posterity of 
similar religion to tliemseUa's. had taken j)recautions against 
it. One observes on the pillars the remains of a fine jdaster, 
M'hich would at once plea.se the eye and ensure durability. 

Our next halt was at the ruins of the Temple of Jupiter. 
Like the bones of a gigantic skeleton, they are scattered over 
a large space, having several small cottage's interspersed 
among them, and being intersected by hedgerows, while 
amidst them plants are growing of different sizes. 

From this pile of ruins all the carved stone has disappeared, 
except an enormous triglyph, and a jiart of a round pilaster of 
con'csponding proportions. I attempted to span it with out- 
stretched arms, but could not reach round it. Of the fluting 
of the column, however, some idea may be formed from the 
fact that, standing in it as in a niche, I just filled it up and 
touched it on both sides with my shoulders. Two-and-twenty 
men arranged in a circle would give nearly the periphery of 
such a column. We went away with the disagreeable feeling 
that there was nothing here to tempt the draughtsman. 

On the other hand, the Temple of Hercules still showed 
some traces of its former symmetry. The pillars of the peris- 
tyles, which ran along the temple on its upper and lower 
side, lie parallel, as if tliey had all fallen together, and at once, 
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om north to south — ^tlie one row lying up the hill, the other 
)wn it. The hill may have pos.sibly been formed by the 
lined cells or shrines. The columns, held together in all 
robability by the architrave, fell all at once, being suddenly 
irown down, perhaps by aviolentwind, and liein regularorder, 
nly broken into the pieces of which they wcu’c originally 
omposed. Knicp was already, in imagination, preparing his 
encil for an accurate sketch of this singular phenomenon. 

The Temple of ^Esculapius, lyi^^g beneath the shade of a 
uost beautiful carob-tree, and closely built upon by some mean 
arm-building, s, presented, to our minds, a most agreeable aspect. 

Next we went down to Theron's tomb, and were delighted 
ivith the actual sight of this monument, of which wo had seen 
io many models, especially as it served for the foreground of 
i most rare prospect ; for from west to east we looked on Ihe 
line of rocks on which lay the fragments of the walls, while 
through the gaps of the latter, and over them, the remains of 
the temples were visible. 

This view has, under Ilackert’s skilful hand, furnished a 
most delightful picture. Knicp too, will not omit to make a 
sketch of it. 

Girgenti, April 26, 1787. 

When I awoke, Knicp was all ready to start on his artistic 
journey, with a boy to show him the way, and to carry his 
portfoho. I enjoyed this most glorious morning at the win- 
dow, with my secret and silent, but not dumb friend by my 
side. A devout reverence has hitherto kept mo from men- 
tioning the name of the Mentor whom, from time to time, 
I have looked up and listened to. It is the excellent Von 
Reidcsel, whose little volume I carry about with me in my 
bosom, like a breviary or talisman. At all times I have had 
great pleasure in looking up to those whom I know to bo 
possessed of what I am most wanting in myself. And this 
is exactly the case here. A steady purpose, a fixed object, di- 
rect and appropriate means, due preparation and store of know- 
ledge, an intimate connexion with a masterly teacher — ho 
studied under Winckclmann — all these advantages I am devoid 
of, as well as of all tliat follows from them. And yet I cannot 
feel angry with myself that I am obliged to gain by indirect 
arts and means, and to seize at once what my previous exis- 
tence has refused to grant me gradually in the ordinary way. 
Oh that this worthy person could, at this moment, in the 



SICILY — GIRGENTI. 


•608 


midst of his bustling world, be sensible of the gratitude w-itli 
which a traveller in his footsteps celebrates his merits, in 
that beautiful but solitary spot, which liad so numy charms for 
him, as to induce the wish that he might end his days there. 

Oblitusque momm obliviscendus et illis. 

With my guide, the little parson, I now retraced om* yes- 
terday's walk, observing the objects from several pt)ints, and 
every now and then taking a peep at my industrious friend. 

My guide called my attention to a beautiful institution of 
the once tlourisliing city. In the rocks and masses of masonry, 
which stand for bulwarks of the ancient Agrigentum, are 
found graves, probably intended for the resting place of the 
brave and good. WIkto could they more fitly have l)eon 
buried, for the sake of their own glory, or for perpetuating 
a'vivid emulation of their great and good deeds ! 

In the space between the walls and the sea there are still 
standing the remains of au ancient temple, whicli are pre- 
served as a Christian chapel. Here also arc found round 
pilasters, worked up with, and beautifully united to the 
square blocks of the wall, so as to produce an agi'ceable effect 
to the eye. One fancies that one here discerns the vciy spot 
whore the Doric style reached its perfection. 

Many an insignificant monument of antiquity was cursorily 
glanced at ; but more attention was j)ai(l to the modern way 
of keeping the corn under the earth in great vaulted cham- 
bers. Of the civil and ecclesia-stical condition of the city, ray 
guide gave me much information ; but I heard of nothing that 
showed any signs of improvement. The conversation suited 
well with the ruins, which the elements are still preying upon. 

The strata of the muschelkalk all incline towards the sea, — 
banks of rock strangely eaten away from beneath and behind, 
while the upper and front portions still remain, looking like 
pendant fi-inges. 

Great hatred is here felt against the French, because they 
have made peace with the people of Barbary. They are even 
charged with betraying the Christians to the infidels. 

From the sea there was an ancient gateway, which wa« 
cut through the solid rock. The foundation of the walls, 
which are still standing, rests as it were on steps in the rocks. 
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Our cieerone is Don Michaeje Vella, antiquary, residing at 
the house of Signore Cerio, near S. Maria’s. 

In planting the marsh- beans they proceed in the following 
way : — Holes are made in the earth at a convenient distance 
from each other, and a handful of dung is thrown in. A 
shower is then waited for, after which they put in the seed. 
The people here bum the bean-hauims, and wash their linen 
with the ashes. They never make use of soap. The outer 
shells of almonds are likewise burnt and used instead of 
soda. They first of all wash the clothes with pure water, 
and then with the ley of these ashes. 


The succession of their crops is, beans, wheat, and tu- 
menia. By beans I mean the marsh-bean. Their wheat is 
wonderfully fine. Tumenia, of which the name is derived 
from bimenia or trimenia, is a glorious gift of Ceres. It is a 
species of spring wheat, which is matured within three months. 
It is sown at different times, from the first of January to 
June, so that for a certain period there is always a crop ripe. 
It requires neither much rain nor great warmth. At first it 
has a very delicate leaf, but in its growth it soon overtakes 
the wheat, and at last is very strong. Wheat is sown in 
October and November, and ripens in June. The barley 
sown in November is ripe by the first of June. Near the 
coast it ripens sooner, but on the mountains more slowly. 


Tlie flax is already ripe. The acanthus has unrolled its 
splendid leaves. The Salsala fruticosa is growing luxuriantly. 

On the uncultivated hills grows a rich sanfoin. It is farmed 
out, and then carried into the town in small bundles. In the 
same way the oats which are weeded out of the wheat, are 
done up for sale. 

For the sake of irrigation, they make very pretty divisions 
with edgings in the plots where they plant their cabbages. 

The figs have put forth all their leaves, and the fruit is set. 
They are generally ripe by midsummer, when the tree sets its 
fruit again. The almond trees are well loaded ; a sheltered 
earob-tree has produced numberless pods. The grapes for the 
Table are trained on arbours supported by high props. Melons 
set in March and ripen by J une. Among the ruins of J upiter’s 
temple they tlyrive vigorously without a trace of moisture. 
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Our vetturino eats with great zest raw artichoke^ and the 
turnip-cabbage. However^ it is necessary to add that they 
are tenderer and more delicate than with us. When you 
walk through the fields the farmers allow you to take as 
many of the young beans, or other crops, as you like. 

As my attention was caught by some hard black stones, 
which looked like lava, my antiquary observed that they were 
from ^tna ; and that at the harboiu*, or rather landing-place, 
many similar ones were to be found. 

Of birds there arc not many kinds native here : quails are 
the most common. The birds of passage arc, nightingales, 
larks, and swallows. The Rinnine — small black birds, w’hich 
come from the Levant — hatch their young in Sicily, and then 
go further or retire. The Ridenc come in December or Janu- 
ary, and after alighting and resting awhile on Acragas, take 
their flight towards the mountains. 

Of the vase in the cathedral one word more. The figures 
in relief on it are, a hero in full armour, seemingly a stranger, 
before an old man whom a crown and sceptre, ])oint out 
to be a king. Behind the latter stands a female figure, 
with her head slightly inclined, and her hand under her 
chin — a posture indicating thoughtful attention. Right op- 
posite to her, and behind the hero, is an old man who also 
wears a crown, and is speaking to a man armed with a spear, 
probably one of the body-guard of the former royal personage. 
This old man would appear to have introduced the hero, and 
to be saying to the guard, “ Just let him speak to the king ; he 
is a brave man.” 

Red seems to be the ground of the vase, the black to be laid 
on. It is only in the female's robe that red seems to be laid 

on the black. 

Girgenti^ Friday^ April 27, 1787. 

If Kniep is to finish all he proposes, he must sketch away 
incessantly. In the meantime I walk about with my little 
antiquary. We took a walk towards the sea, from which 
Agrigentum must, as the ancients asserted, have looked 
extremely well. Our view was turned to the billowy expanse, 
and my guide called my attention to a broad streak of clouds 
towards the south, which, like a ridge of hills, seemed to rest 
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OR thc line of the horizon. “ This,” he said, “ indicated the 
coast of Africa.” About the same time another phenomenon 
struck me as singular. It was a rainbow in a light cloud, 
which, resting with one limb on Sicily, threw its arch high 
against the clear sky, and appeared to rest with the other on 
the sea. Beautifully tinted by the setting sun, and shewing 
but little movement, it was to the eye an object as rare as it 
was agreeable. This bow, I was assured, was exactly in the 
direction of Malta, and in all probability its other limb rested 
on that island. The phenomenon, I was told, was of common 
occurrence. It would be singular if the attractive force of these 
two islands should thus manifest itsidf even in the atmosphere. 

This conversation excited again the question I had so often 
asked myself: whether I ought to give up all idea of visiting 
Malta. The difficulties and dangers, however, which had 
been already well considered, remained the same : and we, 
therefore, resolved to engage our vetturino to take us to 
Messina. 

But, in the meantime, a strange and peculiar whim was to 
determine our future movements. For instance, in my tra- 
vels through Sicily, I had, as yet seen but few districts rich in 
corn : moreover, the horizon had everywhere been conffiied 
by nearer or remoter lines of hills, so that the island appeared 
to be utterly devoid of level plains, and I found it impossible 
to conceive why Ceres had so highly favoured this island. As I 
sought for information on this point, I was answered that, in 
order to see this, I ought, instead of going to Syracuse, to 
travel across the island, in which case I should see corn-fields 
in abundance. We followed this temptation, of giving up 
Syracuse, especially as I was well aware that of this once glori- 
ous city scarcely anything but its splendid name remained. 
And, at any rate, it was easy to visit it from Catania. 

Caltaniseita^ Saturday, April 28, 1787. 

At last, we are able to understand how Sicily gained 
the honourable title of the Granary of Italy. Shortly after 
leaving Girgenti, the fertile district commenced. It docs 
not consist of a single great plain, but of the sides of 
mountains and hills, gently inclined towards each other, 
everywhere planted with wheat, or barley which present 
to the eye an unbroken mass of vegetation. Every spot 
of earth suited to these crops is so put to use and so 



SICILY — CALTANISETTA. 


507 


jealously looked after, that not a tree is anywhere to-be 
seen. Indeed, the little villages and farm-houses all lie on 
the ridges of the hills, jvhere a row of limestone rocks, which 
often a|)})ear on the surface, renders the ground unfit for 
tillage. Here the females reside throughout the year, busily 
employed in spinning and weaving; but the mah's, while 
the work in the fields iwS going on, spend only Saturday and 
Sunday at home, staying away at their work during the other 
days, and spending their nights under temporary straw-sheds. 

And so our wish was gratified — even to satiety ; we almost 
wished for the winged car of Triptolemus to escape from the 
monotony of the scene. 

After a long drive under the hot sun, through this wilder- 
ness of fertility, we were glad (mongh when, at last, wc 
reached the WTll-situated and well-built Caltanisetta ; where, 
however, we had again to look in vain for a tolerable inn. 
The mules arc housed in fine vaulted stables ; the gi'ooms 
sleep on the heaps of clover which are intended for the 
animals’ food ; but the stranger h/is to look out for and to 
prepare his own lodging. If, ])y ehanec, he e;in hire a room, 
it has first of all to be swept out and cleaned. Stools or 
chairs, there are none : the only seats to be had are low little 
fonns of hard wood : tables are not to be thought of. 

If you vvish to convert these forms into a bedstead, you 
must send to a joiner, and hire as many planks as you want. 
The large leathern bag, which Hackert lent me, was of good 
use now, and was, by way of anticipation, filled with chaff. 

But, before all things, provisions must be made for your 
meals. On our road we had bought a fowl ; our vetturino 
ran off to purchase some rice, salt, and spice. As, however, 
he had never been here before, he was tor a long time in a 
perplexity for a place to cook our meal in, as in the posthouge 
itself there wa.«i no possibility of doing it. At last, an old 
man of the town agreed for a fair recompence to provide us 
with a hearth together with fuel, and cooking and table utensils. 
While our dinner was cooking, he undertook to guide us round 
the town, and finally to the market-house, where the principal 
inhabitants, after the ancient fashion, met to talk together, 
and also to hear what we or other strangers might say. 

We were obliged to talk to them of Frederick the Second, 
and their interest in this great king was such that we thought it 
advisable to keep back the feet of his death, lest our being 
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the bearers of such untoward news should render us unwel- 
come to our hosts. 

Caltanisetta^ Saturday^ April 28, 1787. 

Geology by way of an appendix ! From Girgenti, the mus- 
chelkalk rocks ; there also appeared a streak of whitish earth, 
which afterwards we accounted for : the older limestone forma- 
tion again occurs, with gypsum lying immediately upon it. 
Broad flat vallies ; cultivated almost up to the top of the hill- 
side, and often quite over it : the older limestone mixed with 
crumbled gypsum. After this appears a looser, yellowish, 
easily cnimbling, limestone ; in the arable fields you distinctly 
recognize its colour, which often passes into darker, indeed 
occasionally violet shades. About half- way the gypsum again 
recurs. On it you see, growing in many places, a beautiful 
violet, almost rosy red sedum, and on the limestone rocks a 
beautiful yellow moss. 

This very crumbling limestone often shows itself ; but most 
prominently in the neighbourhood of Caltanisetta, where 
it lies in strata, containing a few fossils ; there its appearance 
is reddish, almost of a vermilion tint, with little of the violet 
hue, which we formerly observed near San Martino. 

Pebbles of quartz I only observed at a spot about half-way 
on our journey, in a valley wdiich, shut in on three sides, is 
open towards the east, and consequently also towards the sea. 

On the left, the high mountain in the distance, near Camc- 
rata, was remarkable, as also was another looking like a 
propped up cone. For the greatest half of the way not a tree 
Avas to be seen. The crops looked glorious, though they w^ere 
not so high as they were in the neighbourhood of Girgenti 
and near the coast ; however, as clean as possible. In the fields 
of corn, which stretched further than the eye could reach, not 
a weed to be seen. At first we saw nothing but green fields, 
then some ploughed lands, and lastly, in the moister spots, 
little patches of wheat, close to Girgenti. We saw apples 
and pears everywhere else ; on the heights, and in the vicinity 
of a few little Aullages, some fig-trees. 

These thirty miles, together with all that I could dis- 
tinguish, either on the right or left of us, was limestone of 
earlier or later fonnations, with gypsum here and there. It 
is to the crumbling and elaboration of these tliree together by 
the atmosphere that this district is indebted for its fertility. 
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It must contain but very little sand, for it scarcely grates 
between the teeth. A conjecture of mine with regard to 
the river Achates must wait for the morrow to confirm or not. 

The valleys have a pfetty form, and although they are not 
flat, still one does not observe any trace of rain gullies; 
merely a few brooks, scarcely noticeable, ripple along them 
for all of them flow direct to the sea. But little of the red clo- 
ver is to be seen ; the dwarf palm also disappears here, as well 
as all the other flo^vers and shrubs of the south-western side 
of the island. Th(i thistles are permitted to take possession 
of nothing but the way-sides, every other spot is sacred to 
Ceres. Moreover, this region has a great similarity to tlu^ 
hilly and fertile })arts of Germany — for instaTice, the tract 
between Erfurt and Gotha, especially when )'ou look out for 
points of resemblance. Very many things must combine 
together in order to make Sicily one of the most fertile regions 
of the world. 

On our whole tour, we have seen but few horses ; plough- 
ing is carried on with oxen ; and a law exists which forbids 
the killing of cows and calves. Goats, asses, and mules, wo 
met in al)undance. The horses are mostly dapple grey, with 
black feet and manes ; the stables arc very splendid, with 
w'cll-paved and vaulted stalls. For beans and flax the land 
is dressed with dung ; the other crops are then grown after 
this early one has been gathered in. Green bai’ley in the 
ear, done up in bundles, and red clover, in like fashion, are 
offered for sale to the traveller as he goes along. 

On the hill above Caltaniscttu, I found a hard liraestoni; 
with fossils; the larger shells lay lowermost, the smaller 
above them. In the pavement of this little town, we notic('d 
a limestone with pectinites. 


April 2%, mi. 

Behind Caltanisetta, the hill subsided suddenly into many 
little valleys, all of which pour their streams into the river 
Salso. The soil here is reddish and very loamy ; much of it 
unworked ; what was in cultivation bore tolerably good crops, 
though inferior to what we had elsewhere seen. 

Castro Giovanfii., Sunday, April 29, 1787. 

To-day we had to observe still greater fertility and want of 
population. Heavy rains had fafien, which made travelling 
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anything but pleasant, as we had to pass through many 
streams, which wore swollen and rapid. At the Salso, where 
one looks round in vain for a bridge, I was struck with a very 
singular arrangement for passing the ford. Strong powerful 
men were W'^iiting at the river-side; of these two placed 
themselves on each side of a mule, and conducted him, rider, 
baggage and all, through the deep part of the river, till 
they reach a great bank of gravel in the middle ; when the 
whole of the travellers have arrived at this spot, they are again 
conducted in the same manner through the second arui of the 
stream, while the fellows, by pushing and shoving, keep the 
animal in the right tract, and support him against the current. 

On the water-side I observed buslies, which, however, do 
TM)t spread far into the land. The Salso washes dow'n rubblee 
of granite — a transition of the gneiss, and marble, both 
breccinn and also of a single colour. 

We now saw before us the isolated mountain ridge on 
which Castro Giovanni is situate, and which imparts to the 
countiy about it a grave and singular cliaracter. As w^e rode 
up the long road wdiich traverses its side, we found that the 
rock consisted of muschelkalk; large calcined shells being 
huddled together in heaps. You do not see Castro Giovanni 
until you reach the very summit of the ridge, for it lies on the 
northern declivity of the mountain. The singular little town, 
with its tower, and the village of Caltaseibetta, at a little 
distance on the left, stand, as it were, solemnly gazing at each 
other. In the plains we saw the bean in full blossom ; but 
who is there that could take pleasure in such a sight ? The 
roads here were horrible, and the more so because they once 
were paved, and it rained incessantly. The ancient Enm 
received us most inhospitably, — a room with a paved floor, 
with shutters and no window, so that we must either sit in 
darkness or be again exposed to the beating rain, from which 
we had thought to escape by putting up here. Some relics 
of our travelling provisions were greedily devoured ; and the 
night passed most miserably. We made a solemn vow never 
to direct our course again towards never so mythological a 
name. * 

Monday^ April 30, 1787. 

The road leading from Castro Giovanni was so rough and 
bad, that we were obliged to lead our horses down it. The 
sky before us was covered wdth thick and low clouds, while 
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bigb alwve them a singular phenomenon was observable, . It 
was striped white and K^cy, and seemed to be sometliihg 
Borpon\al ; but how could au^ht corporeal into the sky r 
Qm* g-uide enlightened us. This subject of our amazement 
was a side of Mount .^tna, which appeared through the 
opening clouds. Snow alternating with the crags formed the 
stripes — it was not, however, the highest peak that we saw. 

The precipitous rock on which the ancient Enua was 
situated lay behind us ; and we drove through long, long, 
lonely valleys : there they lay, uncultivated and uninhabited, 
abandoned to the browsing cattle, which we observed were of a 
beautiful brown colour, not hu'ge. short-horned, clean-limbed, 
lank and lively as deer. I'hesc poor cattle had pasturage enough, 
but it was greatly encroached upon, and in some parts wholly 
taken possession of by the thistl(‘s. These plants have here 
the finest opportunities possible to disperse their seed and to 
propagate their kind; they take up an incredible space, 
which would make pasture land enough for two large estates. 
As they are not perennial, they might, if mowed down before 
flowering, be easily eradicated. 

However, after having thus seriously meditated an agricul- 
tural campaign against the thistles, I must, to my shame, ad- 
mit they are not altogether useless. At a lonely farm-house 
where wc jiulled up to bait, there were also stopping two 
Sicilian noblemen, who on account of some process were 
riding straight across the comitry to Palermo. With amaze- 
ment we saw both these grave personages standing before a 
patch of these tliistles, and with their pocket-knives cutting off 
the tops of the tall shoots. Then holding their prickly booty by 
the tips of their fingers, they pealed otf the rind, and devoured 
the inner part with great satisfaction. In this way they oc- 
cupied themselves a considerable time, while we were refresh- 
ing ourselves with wine (this time it was unmixed) and bread. 
The vetturino prepared for us some of this marrow of thistle 
fitallcs, and assured us that it was a wholesome, cooling food ; 
it suited our taste, however, as little as the raw cabbage at 

Segeste. 

On the Road, April 30, 1787. 

Having reached the valley through which the rivulet of S. 
Pacio winds its way, we found the district consisting of a 
reddish, black, and crumbly limestone : many brooks, a very 
white soil, a beautfful valley, which the ri’iTilel made ex- 
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tremely agreeable. The well compounded loamy soil is in 
some places twenty feet deep, and lor the most part of similai* 
quality throughout. The crops looked beautiful ; but some 
of them were not very clean, ai\d all of them very backward 
as compared with those on the southern side. Here there are 
the same little dwcllingwS — and not a tree, as was the case 
immediately after leaving Castro Giovanni. On the banks of 
the river plenty of pasture land, but sadly confined by vast 
masses of thistles. In the gravel of the river we again found 
quartz, both simple and breccian. 

Molimeiiti, quite a new village, wisely built in the centre 
of beautiful fields, and on the banks of the rivulet S. Paolo. 
The wheat in its neighbourhood was unrivalled : it will be 
ready to cut as early as by the 20th May. In the whole 
district 1 could not discover as yet a trace of volcanic in- 
fluence : even the stream brings down no pebbles of that 
character. The soil is well mixed, heavy rather than light, 
and has on the whole a coffee-brown and slightly violet hue. 
All the hills on the left, which inclose the stream, are lime- 
stone, whose varieties I had no opportunity of observing. 
They, however, as they crumble under the influence of the 
weather, are evidently the causes of the great fertility that 
marks the district throughout. 


Tuesday^ May 1, 1787. 

llirough a valley which, although by nature it was 
throughout alike destined to fertility, was unequally culti- 
vated, we rode along very moodily because among so many 
prominc'ut and in’egular shapes not one appeared to suit our 
artistic designs. Kniep had sketched a highly interesting 
outline, but bccase the foreground and intermediate space 
was thoroughly revolting, he had with a pleasant joke appended 
to it a foreground of Poussin's, which cost him nothing. 
However, they made together a very pretty picture. How 
many “ picturesque tours ” in all probability contain half truths 
of the like kind. 

Our courier, with the view of soothing our grumbling 
humour, promised us a good inn for the evening. And 
in fact, he brought us to an hotel which had been built but a 
few years since on the road side, and being at a considerable 
distance from Catania, cannot but be right welcome to all 
travellers. For our part, finding ourselves, after twelve days 



SICILY — MOLIMENTI. 


•5I.T 


»f discomfort, in a tolerable apartment, we were right 
jlad to be so much at our ease again. But we were sur- 
)rised at an inscription pencilled on the wall in an English 
character. The following was its purport Traveller, who- 
wer you may be, be on your guard against the inn known in 
L^atania by the sign of the Golden Lion ; it is better to fall 
nto the claws of all the Cyclops, Sirens, and Scylla together 
than to go there.” Although we at once supposed tliatthe 
»ood-meaning counsellor had no doubt by his mythological 
figures magnified the danger, we nevertheless determin<^ to 
keep out of the reach of the “ Golden Lion,” which was thus 
proclaimed to us to be so savage a beast. When, therefore, 
our muleteer demanded of us where we would wish to put 
up in Catania, we answered anywhere but at the Golden 
Lion ! Whereupon he ventured to recommend us to stop 
where he put up his beasts, only he said we should have to 
provide for ourselves just as we had hitherto done. 

Towards Ilybla Major pebbles of lava present themselves, 
which the stream brings down from the north. Over the ferry 
you find limestone, which contains all sorts of rubble, hornstone, 
lava, and calx ; and then hardened volcanic ashes, covered ovei* 
with calcareous tufa. The hills of mixed gravel continue till 
you come near to Catania, at and beyond which place you find 
the lava flux, from iEtna. You leave on the left what looks 
like a crater. (Just under Molimenti the peasants were 
pulling up the flax.) Nature loves a motly garb; and here 
you may see how she contrives gaily to deck out the dark 
bluish-gray lava of the mountains. A few seasons bni^ 
over it a moss of a high yellow colour; upon which a beautifeil 
red sedum grows luxuriantly, and some other lovely violet 
flowers. The plantations of Cactus and the vine-rows be- 
speak a careful cultivation. Now immense streams of lava 
begin to hem us in. Motta is a beautiful and striking rock. 
The beans are like very high shrubs. The fields vary very 
much in their geological features; now very gravelly^now 
better mixed. 

The vetturitto,, who probably had not for a long time wyen 
the vegetation of the south-eastern side of the island, bidst 
into loud exclamations about the beauty of the crops, and with 
self complaisant patriotism demanded oi‘ us, we ever taw meh 
\OL, II. 2 Is 
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in pur own country ? Here, however, every thing is sacrificed 
to them ; you see few if any trees. But the sight that most 
pleased us was a young girl, of a splendid but slight form, 
who, evidently an old acquaintance, kept up with the mule of 
our vetturino, chatting the while, and spinning away with all 
the elegance possible. 

Now yellow tints begin to predominate in the flowers. 
Towards Misterbianco the cactuses are again found in the 
hedges; but hedges entirely of this strangely grown plant 
become, as you approach Catania, more and more general, 
and are even still more beautiful. 


Catania^ May 2, 1787. 

In our auberge we found ourselves, we must confess, most 
uncomfortable. The meal, such as our muleteer could alone 
furnish, was none of the best. A fowl stewed in rice would 
have been tolerable, but for an immoderate spice of saflron, 
which made it not more yellow than disagreeable. The most 
abominable of bad beds had almost driven me a second time to 
bring out Hackert's leathern bag, and we therefore next 
morning spoke on this subject to our obliging host. He ex- 
pressed his regret that it was not in his power to provide 
better for us ; “but,” he said, “there is, above there, a house 
W’here strangers are well entertained, and have every reason 
to be satisfied.” 

Saying this, he pointed to a large corner house, of which 
the part that was turned towards us seemed to promise well. 
We immediately hurried over to it, and found a very testy 
personage, who declared himself to be a waiter, and who in the 
absence of the landlord showed us an excellent bedroom with a 
sitting-room adjoining, and assured us at the same time that we 
should be well attended to. Without delay we demanded, ac- 
cording to our practice, what was the charge for dinner, for wine, 
for luncheon, and other particulars. The answers were all fair ; 
ond we hastily had our trifles brought over to the house, and 
arranged them in the spacious and gilded buffets. For the 
first time since we left Palermo, Kniep found an opportunity 
to ^spread out his portfolio, and to arrange his drawings, as I 
did my notes. Then delighted with our fine room, we stept out 
on the balcony of the sitting-room to enjoy the view. When 
we got tired of looking at and extolling the prospect, we turned 
to enter our apartment, and commence our occupations, when, 
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io ! over our head was a large golden lion, regarding us with a 
most threatening aspect. Quite serious we looked for a moment 
in one another's face, then smiled, and laughed outright. From 
this moment, however, we began to look around us to see 
whether we could discover any of these Homeric goblins. 

Nothing of the kind was to be seen. On the contrary, we 
found in the sitting-room a pretty young woman, who was 
playing about with a child from two to three years old, who 
stood suddenly still on being hastily scolded by the vice- 
landlord: — “You must take yourself off!” he testily ex- 
claimed ; “ you Imve no business here.” “ It is very Wd,” 
she rejoined, “that you drive me away ; the child is scarcely 
to be pacified in the house when you arc au^ay, and the 
signori will allow me, at least while you are present, to keep the 
child quiet.” The husband made no reply, but proceeded to 
drive ‘her away ; the child at the door cried most miserably, 
and at last we did most heartily wish that the pretty young 
madam had stayed. 

Warned by the Englishman, it was no art to see through 
the comedy : we played the Neulinge, the Unschuldige — he, 
however, with his very loving paternal feelings, prevailed 
very well. The child in fact was evidently very fond of him 
—-and probably the seeming mother had pinched him at the 
door to imike him cry so. 

And so, too, with the greatest innocence possible she came 
and stayed with him as the man wTnt out to deliver for us 
a letter of introduction to the Domestic Chaplain of Prince Bis- 
cari. She played and toyed with the child till he came back 
bringing word from the Abbe that he would come himself and 
talk with us on the matter. 


Catania, 7'humlag, Mag 3, 1787. 

The Abbe, who yesterday evening came and paid his re- 
spects to us, appeared this morning in good time, and con- 
ducted us to the palace, which is of one story, and built on 
a tolerably high socle. First of all we visited the museum, 
w’here there is a large collection of marble and bronze figures, 
vases, and all sorts of such like antiques. Here we had once 
more an opportunity of enlarging our knowledge ; and the trunk 
of a Jupiter, w^hicli I was already acquainted with through 
a cast in Tischbein’s studio, particularly ravished me. It 
2l 2 
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posv^esses merits far higher than I am able to estimate. An 
inmate of the house gave us all necessary historical information. 
After this we passed into a spacious and lofty saloon. The 
many chairs around and against the walls indicated that a 
numerous company was often assembled here. We seated 
ourselves in hope of a favourable reception. Soon afterwards 
two ladies entered and walked several times up and down the 
room. From time to time they spoke to each other. When 
they observed us, the Abbe rose, and I did the same, and we 
both bowed. I asked, Who are they ? and I learned that the 
younger lady was daughter of the Prince, but the elder a 
noble lady of Catania. We resumed our seats, while they 
continued to walk up and down as people do in a market-place. 

We were now conducted to the Prince, who (as I had been 
already given to understand) honoured me with a singular mark 
of his confidence in showing me his collection of coins, since, by 
such acts of kindness, both his father and himself had lost 
many a rare specimen ; and so his general good nature, and 
wish to oblige, had been naturally much contracted. On this 
occasion I probably appeared a little better informed than 
formerly, for I had learned something from the examination of 
Prince Torremuzza's collection. I again contrived to enlarge 
my knowledge, being. greatly helped by Winckelmann’s never- 
failing clues, which safely led the way through all the different 
epochs of art. The Prince, who was well informed in all 
these matters, when he saw that he had before him not a con- 
noisseur, but an attentive amateur, willingly informed me of 
every particular that I found it necessary to ask about. 

After having given to these matters, considerable, but still far 
less time than they deserved, we were on the point of taking onr 
leave, when the Prince conducted us to the Princess, his mother, 
in whose apartments the smaller works of art are to be seen. 

We found a venerable, naturally noble lady, who received 
us with the words, “ Pray look round my room, gentlemen ; 
here you still see all that my dear departed husband collected 
and arranged for me. This I owe to the affection of my son, 
who not only allows me still to reside in his best room, but 
has even forbidden the least thing to be taken away or 
removed that his late father purchased for me, and chose a 
jfiace for. Thus I enjoy a double pleasure ; not only have 
I been able these many years to live in my usual ways and 
habits, but also I have, as fonnerly, the opportunity to sec and 
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form the acquaintance of those worthy strangeiv^ who come 
liither from widely distant places to examine our treasures.” 

She thereupon, with her own hands, opened for us the glass- 
case in which the works in amber were preserved. The Sici- 
lian amber is distinguished from the northern, by its passing 
from the transparent and non-transparent, — from the wax and 
the honey-coloured, — through all jiossible shades of a deep 
yellow, to the most beautiful hyacinthian red. In the casc^ 
there were urns, cups, and other things, and for executing 
which large pieces of a mar^^ellous size must have been neces- 
sarj"; for such objects, and also for cut-shells, such as are execu- 
ted at Trapani, and also for exquisitely manufactured articles 
in ivory, the Princess had an especial taste, and about some 
of them she had amusing stories to tell. The Prince called 
our attention to those of more solid value among them ; and 
so several hours slipped away — ^not, however, without either 
amusement or edification. 

In the course of our conversation, the Princess discovered 
that we were Germans : she therefore asked us after Kiedesel, 
Bartels, and Miinter, all of whom she knew, and whose several 
characters she seemed well able to appreciate, and to discrimi- 
nate. We parted reluctantly from her, and she seemed also un- 
willing to bid us farewell. An insular life has in it something 
very peculiar to be thus excited and refreshed by none but 
jiassing sympathies. 

From the palace the Abbe led us to the Benedictine Monas- 
tery, and took us to the cell of a brother of the order, whose 
reserved and melancholy expression (though he was not of 
more than the middle age) promised but little of cheerful con- 
versation. He was, however, the skilful musician who alone 
could manage the enormous organ in the church of this 
monastery. As he rather guessed than waited to hear our 
request, so he complied with it in silence. We proceeded to 
the very spacious church, where, sitting down at the glo- 
rious instrument, he made its softest notes whisper through 
its remotest comers, or filled the whole of it with the crash of 
its loudest tones. 

If you had not previously seen the organist, you would 
fancy that none but a giant could exercise such power ; as, 
however, we were already acquainted with his personal ap- 
pearance, we only wondered that the necessary exertion had not 
long since worn him out. 
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Catania^ Friday, May 4, 1787, 

Soon after dinner our Abbe arrived with a earriage, and 
proposed to show us a distant part of the city. Upon entering 
it we had a strange dispute about precedence. Having got up 
first, I had seated myself on the left-hand side. As he ascended, 
he begged of me to move, and to bike the right-hand seat. 
I begged him not to stand on such ceremony. “ Pardon me,’’ 
he replied, “ and let us sit as I propose ; for if I take my 
place on your right, every one will believe that I am taking a 
ride with you ; but if I sit on your left, it is thereby indicated 
that you are riding with me, that is, with him who has, in the 
Prince’s name, to show you the city.’’ Against this nothing 
could, of course, be objected, and it was settled accordingly. 

We drove up the streets where the lava, which, in 1699, 
destroyed a great part of this city, remains visible to this 
day. The solid lava had been worked like any other rock, 
—streets had even been marked out on its surface, and partly 
built. I placed under the seat of the carriage an undoubted 
specimen of the molten ^ck, remembering that, just before 
my departure from Germany, the dispute had arisen about the 
volcanic origin of basalt. And I did so in many other places, 
in order to have several varieties. 

However, if natives had not proved themselves the friends of 
their own land, had they not even laboured, either for the sake 
of profit or of science, to bringtogether whatever is remarkable 
in this neighbourhood, the traveller would have had to trouble 
himself long, and to little purpose. In Naples I had received 
much information from the dealer in lava, but still more 
instruction did I get here from the Chevalier Gioeni. In his 
rich and excellently arranged museum I learned more or less 
correctly to recognise the various phenomena of the lava of 
AEtna ; the basalt at its foot, stones in a changed state — every- 
thing, in fact, was pointed out tome in the most friendly manner 
possible. What I saw most to be wondered at, was some zeolites 
from the rugged rocks which rise out of the sea below Jaci. 

As we inquired of the Chevalier which was the best course 
to take in order to ascend -ZEtna, he would not hear of so 
dangerous an attempt as trying to reach the summit, espe- 
cially in the present season of the year. “Generally,” he 
observed, begging my pardon, however, “ the strangers who 
come here think far too lightly of the matter ; we, however, 



SICILY— CATANIA. 


519 


who are neighbours of the mountain, are quit*c contented if, 
twice in our life, we hit on a very good opportunity to reach 
the summit. Brydone, who was the first by his description to 
kindle a desire to see this fiery peak, did not himself ascend 
it. Count Borch leaves his readers in uncertainty ; but, in 
fact, even he ascended only to a certain height: and the same 
may be said of many others. At present the snow comes down 
far too low, and presents insuperable obstacles. If you would 
take my advice, you will ride very early some morning for 
Monte Rosso, and be contented with ascending this height. 
From it you wdll enjoy a splendid view of iEtna, and at the 
same time have an opportunity of observing the old lava, 
which, bursting out from that point in 1697, unhappily poured 
down upon the city. The view is glorious and distinct ; it 
is best to listen to a description for all the rest.” 

Catania^ Saturday, May 5, 1787. 

Following this good counsel, we set out early on a mule; 
and, continually looking behind us on our way, reached at 
last the region of the lava, a| yet unchanged by time. 
Jagged lumps and slabs stared us in the face, among which a 
chance road had been tracked out by the beasts. We halted on 
the first considerable eminence. Kniep sketched with wonderful 
precision, what lay before us. The masses of lava in the fore- 
ground, the double peak of Monte Rosso on the left, right before 
us the woods of Nicolosi, out of which rose the snow-capped and 
slightly smoking summit. Wc drew near to the Red Mountain. 
I ascended it. It is composed entirely of red volcanic rubbish, 
ashes, and stones, heaped together. It would have been very 
easy to go round the mouth of the crater, had not a violent and 
stormy east wind made my footing unsteady. When I wished 
to go a little way, I was obliged to take off my cloak, and 
then my hat was every moment in danger of being blown 
into the crater, and I after it. On this account 1 sat down 
in order to recover myself, and to take a view of the sur- 
rounding objects ; but even this position did not help me at 
all. The wind came direct from the east, over the glorious 
land which, far and near, and reaching to the sea, lay below me. 
The outstretched strand, from Messina to Syracuse, with its 
bays and headlands, was before my eyes, either quite open, 
or else (though only in a few small points) covered with rocks. 
When I came down quite numbed, Kniep, under the shelter of 
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the hUI, had passed his time well, and with a few light lines 
en tire paper had perpetuated the memory of what the wild 
atocm h^ allowed me scarcely to see, and still less to dx per- 
maitently in my mind. 

Hetumed once more to the jaws of the Golden Lion, we found 
the waiter, whom we had with difficulty prevented from 
accompanying us. He praised our prudence in giving up the 
tihought of visiting the summit, but urgently recommended 
for the next day a walk by the sea to the rocks of Jaci — it 
was the most delightful pleasure-trip that could be made 
from Catania : but it would be well to take something to cat 
and diink with us, and also utensils for warming our viands. 
His wife offered herself to perfonn this duty. Moreover, he 
spoke of the jubilee there was when some Englishmen hired a 
boat with a band of music to accompany them — which made 
it more delightful than it was possible to form any idea of. 

The rocks of Jaci had a strong attraction for me ; I had a 
strong desire to knock off from them as fine zeolites as I had 
seen in Gioeni’s possession. It was true wc might reduce 
the scale of the adafr, and decline the attendance of the wife ; 
but the warning of the Englishman prevailed over every other 
consideration. We gave up all thoughts of zeolites, and 
prided oxirselves not a little at this act of self-denial. 

Catania, Sunday, May 6, 1787. 

Our clerical companion has not failed us to-day. He 
conducted us to some remains of ancient architecture ; in 
examining which, however, the visitor needs to bring with 
him no ordinary talent of restoration. We saw the remains 
of the great cisterns of a naumachy, and other similar 
ruins, which, however, have been filled up and depressed 
by the many successive destructions of the city by lava, earth- 
quakes, and wars. It is only those who are most accurately 
acquainted with the architecture of the ancients that can now 
derive either pleasure or instruction from seeing them. 

1 he kind Abbe engaged to make our excuses for not wait- 
ing again on the Prince, and we parted with lively expres- 
sions of mutual gratitude and good will. 


Taormina, Monday, May 7, 1787. 
God be thanked that all that we have here seen this day 
has been already amply described— but still more, that Kniej) 
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has resolved to spend the whole of to-morrow ia the open 
air, taking sketches. When you have ascended to the. top 
of the wall of rocks, which rise precipitously at no great dia- 
tance from the sea, you find two peaks, connected by a aemi* 
circle. Whatever shape this may have had originally from Ma- 
ture has been helped by the hand of man, which has formed out 
of it an amphitheatre for spectators. Walls and other buildings 
have furnished the necessary passages and rooms. Right across, 
at the foot of the semicircular range of seats, the scene was built, 
and by this means the two rocks were joined together, and 
a most enormous work of nature and art combined. 

Now, sitting down at the spot where formerly sat the up- 
permost spectators, you confess at once that never did any audU 
encc, in any theatre, have before it such a spectacle as you there 
behold. On the right, and on high rocks at the side, castles 
tower in the air — farther on the city lies below you; and 
although its buildings are all of modem date, still similar ones, 
no doubt, stood of old on the same site. After this the 
eye falls on the whole of the long ridge of -^Etna, then on the 
left it catches a view of the sea-shorc, as far as Catania, and 
even Syracuse, and then the wide and extensive view is closed 
by the immense smoking volcano, but not horribly, for the at- 
mosphere, with its softening effect, makes it look more distant, 
and milder than it really is. 

If now you turn from this view towards the passage running 
at the back of the spectators, you have on the left the whole 
wall of the rocks between which and the sea runs the road to 
Messina. And then again you behold vast groups of rocky 
ridges in the sea itself, with the coast of Calabria in the far 
distance, which only a fixed and attentive gaze can distinguish 
from the clouds which rise rapidly from it. 

Wc descended towards the theatre, and tarried awhile 
among its ruins, on which an accomplished architect would 
do well to employ, at least on paper, his talent of restoration. 
After this I attempted to make a way for myself through the gar-^ 
dens to the city. But I soon learnt by experience what an im- 
penetrable bulwark is formed by a hedge of agaves planted close 
together. Y ou can see through their interlacing leaves, and you 
think, therefore, it will he easy to force a way through them; 
but the prickles on their leaves are very sensible obstacles. 
If you step on these colossal leaves, in the hope that they will 
bear you, they break off suddenly ; and so, instead of getting 



522* 


LETTES8 FBOM ITALY. 


out, you fall into the arras of the next plant. When, how- 
ever, at last we had wound our way out of the labyrinth, we 
found but little to enjoy in the city ; thouj^h from the neigh- 
bouring country we felt it impossible to part before sunset. 
Infinitely beautiful was it to observe this region, of which 
every point had its interest, gradually enveloped in darkness. 


Beloiv Taormina : on the Seashore, 

Tuesday, May 8, 1787. 

Kniep, whom, by good luck, I brought with me hitlier, can- 
not bo praised enough for relieving me of a burden which 
would have been intolerable to me, and which goes directly 
counter to my nature, lie has gone to sketch in detail 
the objects which yesterday he took a general survey of. lie 
will have to point his pencil many a time, and I know not 
when he will have finished, I shall have it in my power to 
see all these sights again. At first I wished to ascend the 
height with him ; but then, again, I was tempted to remain 
here ; I sought a corner like the bird about to build its nest. 
In a Sony and neglected peasant’s garden I have seated myself, 
on the trunk of an orange-tree, and lost myself in reveries. 
Orange-branches, on which a traveller «an sit, sounds rather 
strangely ; but seems quite natural when one knows that the 
orange-tree, left to nature, sends out at a little distance from 
the root, twigs, which, in time, become decided branches. 

And so, thinking over again the plan of the “ Nausicaa,” I 
formed the idea of a dramatic concentration of the “Odyssey.” 
I think the scheme is not impracticable, only it will be indis- 
pensable to keep clearly in view the difference of the Drama 
and the Epopee. 

Kniep has come down, quite happy and delighted, and has 
brought back with him two large sheets of Sawing-paper, 
covered with the clearest outlines. Both will contribute to pre- 
serve in my mind a perpetual memory of these glorious days. 

It must not be left unrecorded, that on this shore, and 
beneath the clearest sky, we looked around us, from a little 
balcony, and saw roses, and heard the nightingales. These 
we are told sing here during at least six months of the 

twelve. -— 

From Memory. 

The activity of the clever artist who accompanies me, and 
my own more desultory and feeble efforts, having now assured 
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me the possession of well-selected sketches of the country 
and its most remarkable points (which, either in outline, or 
if I like, in well-finished paintings, will be mine for ever), 
I have been able to resign myself more entirely to an impulse 
which has been daily growing in strength. I have felt an irre- 
sistible impulse to animate the glorious scenes by which I am 
surrounded — the sea, the island, the heavens, with appropriate 
poetical beings, and here, in and out of this locality, to finish 
a composition in a tone and spirit such as I have not yet pro- 
duced. The clear sky ; the smell of the sea, the halo which 
merges, as it were, into one the sky, the headlands, and the 
sea — all these afforded nourishment to my purpose; and 
whilst I wandered in those beautiful gardens, between blossom- 
ing hedges of oleander, and through arbours of fruit-bearing 
orange, and citron-trees, and between other trees and shrubs, 
which were unknown to me, I felt the strange influence in the 
most agreeable way possible. 

Convinced that for me there could be no better commen- 
tary on the “ Odyssey” than even this very neighbourhood, I 
purchased a copy, and road it, after my own fashion, with 
incredible interest. But I was also excited by it to produce 
something of my owif, which, strange as it seemed at the first 
look, became dearer and dearer, and at last took entire posses- 
sion of me. For I entertained the idea of treating the story 
of Nausicaa as the subject of a tragedy. 

It is impossible for me even to say what I should have been 
able to make of it, but the plan I had quite settled in my 
mind. The leading idea was to paint in Nausicaa, an 
amiable and excellent maiden who, wooed by many suitors, 
but conscious of no preference, coldly rejected all advances, 
who, howeveT, falling in love with a remarkable stranger, 
suddenly alters her own conduct, and by an overhasty avowal 
of her affection compromises herself ; and consequently gives 
rise to a truly tragic situation. This simple fable might, I 
thought, be rendered highly interesting by an abundance of 
subordinate motives, and especially by the naval and insular 
character of the locality, and of the personages where and 
among whom the scene was laid, and by the peculiar tone it 
would thence assume. 

The first act began with the game at ball. The unexpected 
acquaintance is made ; the scruple to lead him herself into the 
city is ah’eady the harbinger of her love. 
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;The second act unfolds the characters of the household of 
Alcinous, and of the suitors, and ends with the arrival of Ulysses. 

IPhe third is devoted entirely to exhibiting the greatness and 
Merits of the new’ comer, and I hoped to be able in the course of 
the dialogue, (which was to bring out the history of his adven- 
tures), to produce a truly artistic and agreeable effect by repre- 
senting the various ways in which this story was received by his 
several hearers. During the narrative, the passions were to be 
heightened, and Nausicaa’s lively sympathy with the stranger 
to be thrown out more and more by conflicting feelings. ^ 

In the fourth act, Ulysses, (off the scene,) gives convincing 
proofs of his valour ; while the w’omen remain, and give full 
scope to their likings, their hopes, and all other tender emo- 
tions. The high favour in which the stranger stands with all, 
makes itimpossiblc for Nausicaa to restrain her own feelings, and 
NO she becomes irreparably compromised with her own peopl*. 
Ulysses, who, partly innocent, partly to blame, is the cause of 
all this, now’ announces his intention to depart ; and nothing 
remains for the unhappy Nausicaa, but in the fifth act to 
seek for an end of existence. 

In this composition, there was nothing wliich I was not 
able by experience to paint after nature^ Even while travel- 
ling — even in peril — to excite favourable feelings w’hich, 
although they did not end tragically, might yet prove painful 
enough, and perhaps dangerous, and would, at all events, leave 
deep wounds behind — even the supposed accidents of describ- 
ing, in lively colours, for the entertainment of others, objects 
observed at a great distance from home, travelling adventures 
and chances of life — to be looked upon by the young as a 
demigod, but by the more sedate as a talker of rhodomontado, 
and to meet now with unexpected favour, and now with 
unexpected rebuffs — all this caused me to feel so great an 
attachment to this plan, that in thinking of it, I dreamed 
away all the time of my stay at Palermo, and, indeed, of all 
the/est of my Sicilian tour. It was this that made me care 
little for all the inconvenience and discomfort I met with ; 
for, on this classic ground, a poetic vein had taken possession 
of me, causing all that I saw, experienced, or observed, to be 
taken and regarded in a joyous mood. 

After my usual habit — whether a good or a bad one — I 
wrote dowm little or nothing of the piece ; but worked in my 
mind the most of it, with all the minutest detail. And there, 
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in my mind, pushed out of thought by many siibsei^uent dis- 
aractions, it has remained until this moment, when, howewr, 
[ can recollect nothing but a very faint idea of it. 


Ma/^ 8, 1787. On the road to Messina. 

High limestone rocks on the left. They become more 
deeply coloured as you advance, and form many beautiful 
eaves. Presently there commences a sort of rock which may 
be called clay slate, or sand-stone (greywacke). In the 
brooks you now meet pebbles of granite. The yellow apples 
of the solanum, the red flowers of the oleander, give beauty to 
the landscape. The little stream of Nisi brings down with it 
mica-pebbles, as do also all the streams we afterwards came to. 


Wednesday., May 9, 1787. 

, Beaten by a stormy east wind, we rode between the raging 
sea on the right, and the wall of rocks, from the top of 
which we were yesterday looking down; but this day we have 
been continually at war with the water. We had to crosE 
innumerable brooks, of which the largest bears the honour- 
able title of a river. However, these sti’eams, as well as the 
gravel which they bring down with them, were easier to buffet 
with than the sea, which was raging violently, and at many 
places dashed right over the road against the rocks, whieff 
threw back the thick spray on the travellers. It was a 
glorious sight, and its rarity to ns made us quite ready to put 
up with all its inconvenience. 

At the same time there was no lack of objects for the 
mineralogical observer. Enormous masses of limestone, un- 
dermined by the wind and the waves, fall from time to time ; 
the softer particles are worn away by the continual motion of 
the waves, while the harder substances imbedded in them are 
left behind; and so the whole strand is strewed with variegated 
flints verging on the hornstone, of which I selected and 
carried off many a specimen. 

Messina., Thursday, May 10, 1787. 

And so at last we arrived in Messina, where, as we knew of 
no lodging, we made up our minds to pass the first night at 
the quarters of our vetturino, and then look out in the morn- 
ing for a more comfortable habitation. In consequence of 
this resolution, our first entrance gave us the terrible idea of 
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ntering a ruined city. For, dunng a whole quarter of an hour 
J3 we rode along, we passed ruin after ruin, before we reached 
he auberge, which, being the only new building that has 
iprung up in this quarter, opens to you from its first story 
vindow a view of nothing but a rugged waste of ruins. Be- 
rond the circle of the stable yard not a living being of any 
and was to be seen. During the night the stillness was 
rightful. The doors would neither bolt nor even close ; there 
vas no more provision here for the entertainment of human 
iifuests than at any other of the similar posting stations, 
frowever, we slept away very comfortably on a mattrass 
vhich our vctturino took away from beneath the very body 
)f our host. 

Friday, May 11, 1787. 

To-day we parted from our worthy muleteer, and a good 
largesse rewarded him for his attentive services. We parted 
very amicably, after he had first procured us a servant, to take 
us at once to the best inn in the place, and afterwards to 
show US whatever was at all remarkable in Messina. Our 
first host, in order that his wish to get rid of us might be 
gratified as quickly as possible, helped to carry our boxes and 
other packages to a pleasant lodging nearer to the inhabited 
portion of the city — that is to say, beyond the city itself. 
The following description will give some idea of it. The 
terrible calamity which visited Messina and swept away 
twelve thousand of its inhabitants, did not leave behind it 
a single dwelling for the thirty thousand who survived. 
Most of the houses were entirely thrown down ; the cracked 
and shaking walls of the others made them quite unsafe to live 
in. On the extensive meads, therefore, to the north of Mes- 
sina, a city of planks was hastily erected, of which any one 
will quickly form an idea who has ever seen the Romerberg 
at Frankfort during the foir, or has passed through the mar- 
ket-place at Leipzig ; for all the retail houses and the work- 
shops are open towards the street, and the chief business is 
carried on in front of them. Therefore, there arc but few of 
the larger houses even that are particularly well closed against 
publicity. Thus, then, have they been living for three years, and 
the habits engendered by such booth- like, hut-like, and, indeed, 
tent-like dwellings, has had a decided influence on the charac- 
ter of the occupants. ■ The horror caused by this unparalleled 
event, the dread of its recurrence, impels them with light- 
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irted cheerfulness to enjoy to the utmost the pa'ssing moment, 
dreadful expectation of a fresh calamity was excited on 2 1st 
)ril — only twenty days aj;;o, that is — ^by an earthquake, 
lieh again sensibly shook the ground. We were shown a 
»all church where a multitude of people were crowded to- 
ther at the very moment, and pci’ceived the trembling, 
me persons who were present at the time do not appear even 
t to have recovered from their fright. 

In seeking out and visiting these spots we were accom- 
Lnied by a friendly consul, Avho spontaneously put himself 
much trouble on our account — a kindness to be gratefully 
knowledged in this wilderness more than in any other place, 
t the same time, having learned that we were soon about to 
ave, he informed us that a French merchantman was on 
le point of sailing for Naples. The news was doubly wel- 
)me, as the flag of France is a protection against the pirates. 
We made our kind cicerone aware of our desire to examine 
le inside of one of the larger (though still one storied) huts, 
tid to sec their plain and extemporized economy. Just at this 
loment we were joined by an agreeable person, who presently 
escribed himself to be a teacher of French. After finishing 
ur walk, the consul made known to him our wish to look at 
ne of these buildings, and requested him to take us home 
rith him and show us his. 

We entered the hut, of which the sides and roof consisted 
like of planks. The impression it left on the eye was exactly 
hat of one of the booths in a fair, where wild boasts or other 
mriosities are exhibited. The timber work of the walls and 
he roof was quite open. A green curtain divided off the 
irontroom, which was not covered with deals, but the natural 
loor was left just as in a tent. There were some chairs and 
i table; but no other article of domestic furniture. The 
?pace was lighted from above by the openings which had been 
mcidentally left in the roofing. We stood talking together 
for some time, while I contemplated the green curtain and the 
roof within, which was visible over it, when all of a sudden 
h*om the other side of the curtain two lovely girls’ heads, 
black-eyed, and black-haired, peeped over full of curiosity, 
but vanished again as soon as they saw they were perceived. 
However, upon being asked for by the consul, after the lapse of 
just so much time as was necessary to adorn themselves, they 
came forward, and with their well dressed .and neat little bodies 
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crept before the green tapestry. From their questions we 
clearly perceived that they looked upon us as fabulous beings 
from another world, in which most amiable delusion our 
answers must have gone far to confirm them. Tlie consul 
gave a meiTy description of our singular appearance : the con- 
versation was so very agreeable, that we found it hard to part 
with them. It was not until we had got out of the door that 
it occurred to us that we had never seen the inner room, and 
had forgotten all about the construction of the house, being 
entirely taken up with its fair inhabitants. 


Messina, Saturday, May 12, 1787. 

Among other things we were told by the consul, that 
although it was not indispensably necessary, still it would bo 
as well to pay our respects to the governor, a strange old 
man, who, by his humours aud prejudices, might as readily 
injure as benefit us : that besides it always told in his (the 
consul' s) favour if he was the means of introducing distin- 
guished personages to the governor ; and besides, no stranger 
arriving here can tell whether some time or other he may 
not somehow or other require the assistance of this personage. 
So to please my friend, I went with him. 

As we entered the ante-chamber, we heard in the inner room 
a most horrible hubbub ; a footman, with a very punchdike 
expression of countenance, whispered in the consul's ear ; — 
“ An ill day — a dangerous moment !” However we entered, 
and found the governor, a very old man, sitting at a table near 
the window, with his back turned towards us. Large piles 
of old discoloured letters were lying before him, from which, 
with the greatest sedateness, he went on cutting out the un- 
written portion of the paper— thus giving pretty strong proofs 
of his love of economy. During this peaceful occupation, 
however, he was fearfully rating and cursing away at a re- 
^ctable looking personage, who, to judge from his costume, 
was probably connected with Malta, and who, with great 
coolness and precision of manner, was defending himself, 
for which, however, he was afforded but little opportunity. 
Though thus rated and scolded, he yet with great self-posses- 
sion endeavoured by appealing to his passport and to his 
well-known connections in Naples, to remove a suspicion which 
the governor, as it would appeal*, had formed against him as 
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coming backwards and forwards without any apparent busi- 
ness. All this, however, was of no use : the governor went 
on cutting his old letters, and carefully separating the clean 
paper, and scolding all the wdiile. 

Besides ourselves there were about twelve other persons in 
the room, spectators of the bull-baiting, standing hovering in 
a very wide circle, and apparently envying us our proximity 
to the door, as a desirable position should the i)assionate old 
man seize his crutch, and strike away right and left. During 
this scene our good consul’s face had lengthened considerably; 
for my part, my courage was kept up by the grimaces of a foot- 
man, who, though just outside the door, was close to me, and 
who, as often as I turned round, made the drollest gestures 
possible to appease my alarm, by indicating that all this 
did not matter much. 

And indeed the awful affair was quickly brought to an 
end. The old man suddenly closed it with observing that 
there was nothing to prevent him clapping the Maltese in pri- 
son, and letting him cool his heels in a cell — ^however, he would 
pass it over this time ; he might stay in Messina the few days ho 
had spoken of — but after that he must pack off, and never show 
his flico tlicro again. Very coolly, and without the slightest 
change of countenance, the object of suspicion took his leave, 
gracefully saluting the assembly, and ourselves in parti- 
cular, as he passed through the crowd to get to the door. 
As the governor turned round fiercely, intending to add yet 
another menace, he caught sight of us, and immediately 
recovering himself, nodded to the consul, upon which he 
stepped forward to introduce me. 

The governor was a person of very great age ; his head bent 
forwards on his ehest, while fi’om beneath his grey shaggy 
brows, black sunken eyes cast forth stealthy glances. Now, 
however, he was quite a different personage, from what wchad 
seen a few moments before. He begged me to be seated ; and 
still uninterruptedly pursuing his occupation, asked me many 
questions, which I duly answered, and concluded by inviting 
me to din e with him as long as I should remain here. The con- 
sul, satisfied as well as myself, nay, even more satisfied, since 
he knew better than I did the danger we had escaped, made 
haste to descend the stairs ; and, for my part, I had no desire 
ever again to approach the lion’s den, 

VoL. II. , 2 m 
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Messina^ Sunday^ May 13, 1787. 

Waking this morning, we found ourselves in a much plea- 
santer apartment, and with the sun shining brightly, but still 
in poor afflicted Messina. Singularly unpleasant is the view of 
the so-called Palazzata, a crescent-shaped row of real palaces, 
which for nearly a quarter of a league encloses and marks out 
the roadstead. All were built of stone, and four stories high ; 
of several the whole front, up to the cornice of the roof, is 
still standing, while others have been thrown down as low as 
the first, or second, or third story. So that this once splendid 
line of buildings exhibits at present with its many chasms and 
perforations, a strangely revolting appearance : for the blue 
heaven may be seen through almost every window. The in- 
terior apartments in all are utterly destroyed and fallen. 

One cause of this singular phenomenon is the fact that the 
splendid architectural edifices erected by the rich, tempted 
their less wealthy neighbours to vie with them, in appearance 
at least, and to hide behind a new front of cut stone the 
old houses, which had been built of larger and smaller rubble- 
stones, kneaded together and consolidated with plenty of 
mortar. This joining, not much to be trusted at any time, 
was quickly loosened and dissolved by the terrible earthquake. 
TTie whole fell together. Among the many singular instances 
of wonderful preservation which occurred in this calamity, 
they tell the following. The owner of one of these houses 
had, exactly at the awful moment, entered the recess of a 
window ,while the whole house fell together behind him ; and 
there, suspended aloft, but safe, he calmly awaited the moment 
of his liberation from his airy prison. That this style of build- 
ing, which was adopted in consequence of having no quarries 
in the neighbourhood, was the principal cause why the ruin of 
the city was so total as it was, is proved by the fact that the 
houses which were of a more solid masonry are still standing. 
The Jesuits’ College and Church, which are solidly built of cut 
stone, are still standing uninjured, with their original substan- 
tial fabric unimpaired. But whatever may be the cause, the 
appearance of Messina is most oppressive, and reminds one of 
the times when the Sicaniand Siculi abandoned this restless and 
treacherous district, to occupy the western coast of the island. 

After passing the morning in viewing these ruins, we entered 
our inn to take a frugal meal. We were still sitting at table, 
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feeling ourselves quite comfortable, when the consul’s servant 
rushed breathless into the room, declaring that the governor had 
been looking for me all over the. city — he had invited me to din- 
ner, and yet I was absent. The consul earnestly intreated me 
to go immediately, whether I bad or not dined — whether I had 
allowed the hour to pass through forgetfulness or design. I 
now felt, for the first time, how childish and silly it was to allow 
my joy at iny first escape to banish all further recollection of 
the Cyclop's invitation. The servant did not allow me to 
loiter ; his representations were most urgent and most direct 
to the point ; if I did not go the consul would be in danger of 
suffering all that this fiery despot might chose to inflict upon 
him and his countrymen. 

Whilst I was arranging my hair and dress, I took courage, 
and with a lighter heart followed, invoking Ulysses as my 
patron saint, and begging him to intercede in my behalf with 
Pallas Athene. 

Arrived at the lion’s den, I was conducted by a fine foot- 
man into a large dining-room, where about forty people wore 
sitting at an oval table, without, however, a word being 
spoken. The place on the governor’s right was unoccupied, 
and to it was I accordingly conducted. 

Having saluted the host and his guests with a low bow, I 
took my seat by his side, excused my delay by the vast size of 
the city, and by the mistakes which the unusual way of 
reckoning the time had so often causi'd me to make. With a 
fiery look, he replied, that if a person visited foreign countries, 
he ought to make a point to learn its customs, and to guide 
his movements accordingly. To this I answered that such 
was invariably my endeavour, only I had found that, in a 
strange locality, and amidst totally new circumstances, one 
invariably fell at first, even with the very best intentions, into 
errors which might appear unpardonable, but for the kindness 
which readily accepted in excuse for them the plea of the 
fatigue of travelling, the distraction of new objects, the neces- 
sity of providing for one’s bodily comforts, and, indeed, of 
preparing for one’s further travels. 

Hereupon he asked me how long I thought of remaining. 
I answered that I should like, if it were possible, to stay here 
for a considerable period, in order to have the opportunity of 
attesting, by my close attention to his orders and commands, 
2 m2 
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fly latitude fbr the favour he had shewn me. After a pause 
le inquired w^hat I had seen in Messina ? I detailed to him 
fly morning's occupation, with some remarks on what I had 
een, adding that what most had struck me was the cleanliness 
nd good order in the streets of this devastated city. And, in 
act, it was highly admirable to observe how all the streets had 
leen cleared by throwing the rubbish among the fallen fortifi- 
ations, and by piling up the stones against the houses, by 
jrhich means the middle of the streets had been made per- 
ectly free and open for trade and traffic. And this gave me 
,n opportunity to pay a well-deserved compliment to his 
‘xccllency, by observing that all the Messinese thankfully 
Lcknowledged that they owed this convenience entirely to his 
are and forethought, “ They acknowledge it, do they,” he 
yowled : “ well, every one at first complained loudly enough 
if the hardship of being compelled to take his sliarc of the 
lecessary labour," I made some general remarks upon the 
vise intentions and lofty designs of government being only 
lowly understood and apjneciatcd and on similar topics. He 
Lsked if I had seen the Church of the Jesuits, and when I said, 
'fo, he rejoined that ho would cause it to be shown to me in 
ill its splendour. 

During this conversation, which was interrupted with a few 
causes, the rest of the company, I observed, maintained a deep 
dlcnce, scarcely moving except so far as was absolutely neces- 
sary in order to place the food in their mouths. And so, too, 
when the table was removed, and cofiee was served, they stood 
lip round the walls like so many wax dolls. I went up to the 
chaplain, wlio was to shew me tin* church, and began to thank 
him in advance for the trouble. However, In* moved olf, after 
humbly assuring me that the command of his (*xcelloncy was 
in his eyes all sufficient. Upon this I turned to a young 
stranger who stood near, who, however. Frenchman as he 
was, did not seem to be at all at his ease ; for he, too, seemed 
to be struck dumb and petrified, like the rest of the company, 
among whom I recognized many faces Mdio had been any- 
thing but willing 'witnesses of yesterday’s scene. 

The governor moved to a distance ; and after a little while, 
the chaplain observed to me that it was time to be going. 1 
followed him ; the rest of the company had silently one by one 
disappeared. He led me to the gate of the Jesuit's church 
which rises in the air with all the splendour and really 



MESSINA — ^TKE OOVERNOE. 


633 


imposing effect of the architecture of these *fathersf- A 
porter came immediately towards us, and invited us to enter ; 
but the priest held me back, observing that we must wait for 
the governor. The latter presently arrived in his carriage, and, 
stopping in the piazza, not far from the church, nodded to us to 
approach, whereupon all three advanced towards him. He gave 
the porter to understand that it was his command that he 
should not only shew me the church and all its parts, but 
should also narrate to me in full the histories of the several 
altars and chapels ; and, moreover, that he should also open 
to me all the sacrists, and shew me their remarkable contents. 
I was a person to whom he was to show all honour, and who 
must have everj’ cause on his return home to speak weU and 
honourably of Messina. “ Fail not,” he then said, turning to 
^^le^ with as much of a smile as liis features were capable of,— 
” Fail not as long as you are here to be at my dinner-table in 
good time — you shall always find a hearty welcome.” I haif 
scarcely time to make him a most respectful reply before the 
carriage moved on. 

From this moment the chaplain became morccheerful.'and we 
entered the church. The Castellan (for so we may well name 
him) of this fairy palace, ho little suited to the worship of God, 
set to work to fulfil the duty so sharply enjoined on him, when 
Kniep and the consul rushed into the empty sanctuary, and 
gave vent to passionate expressions of their joy at seeing me 
again and at liberty, who, they had believed, would by this 
time have been in safe custody. I'hey had sat in agonies until 
the roguish footman (whom probably the consul had well-feed) 
came and related with a hundred grimaces the issue of the 
uftair; upon which a cheerful joy took possession of them, and 
they at once set out to seek me, as their iiifonnant had made 
known to them the governor’s kind intentions with regard to 
the church, and thereby gave them a hope of finding me. 

We now stood before the high altar, listening to the enu- 
meration of the ancient rarities with which it was inlaid : 
pillars of lapis lazuli fluted, as it were, with bronzed and with 
gilded rods ; pilasters and panellings after the Florentine 
fashion; gorgeous Sicilian agates in abundance, with bronze and 
gilding perpetually recumngand combining the whole together. 

And now commenced a w’ondrous counterpointed fugue^ 
Kniep and the consul dilating on the perplexities of the 
late incident, and the showman emunerating the costly articles 
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f the wcllrpro^^icrvccl splendoiu', broke in alternately, both 
illy possessed with their subject. This afforded a twofold 
,Tatificatioii ; I became sensible how lucky w^as my escape, 
nd at tlie same time had the pleasure of seeing tlie produc- 
ions of the Sicilian mountains, on which, in their native 
tate, I had already bestowed attention, here worked up and 
mployed for architectural purposes. 

My accurate acquaintance with the several elements of 
vhich this 8])lend()ur was composed, helped me to discover 
hat what was called lapis lazuli in these columns was probably 
lothing but calcara, though calcara of a more beautiful coluut 
ban I ever remember to have seen, and withal most incom- 
jarably pieced together! But even such as they are, these 
miliars are still most highly to be prized ; for it is evident that 
m immense quantity of this material must have been collected 
leforc so many pieces of such beautiful and similar tin^ 
jould be selected ; and in the next place, considerable ])ains 
ind labour must have been expended in cutting, splitting, 
ind polishing the stone. But what task was ever too great 
for the industry of these fathers ? 

During my inspection of these rarities, the consul 
never ceased enlightening me on the* danger with which I had 
been menaced. The governor, he said, not at all pleased 
that, on my very first introduction to him, I should have 
been a spectator of his violence towards the quasi Maltese, 
had resolved within himself to pay me especial attention, 
and with this view he had settled in his own mind a regular 
plan, which, however, had received a considerable check from 
my absence at the very moment in which it was first to be 
carried into effect. After waiting a long while, the despot at 
last sat down to dinner, without, however, been able to con- 
ceal his vexation and annoyance, so that the company were 
in dread lest they should witness a scene either on my arrival 
or on our rising from table. 

Every now and then the sacristan managed to put in a word, 
opened the secret chambers, which are built in beautiful pro- 
portion, and elegantly not to say splendidly ornamented. In 
them were to be seen all the moveable furniture and costly 
utensils of the church still remaining, and these corresponded 
in shape and decoration with all the rest. Of the precious 
metals I observed nothing, and just as little of genuine works 
of art, whether ancient or modern. 
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Our mixed Italian-Gennaii fugxie (for the ^ood father- and 
the sacristan chaunted in the fonncr tongue, while Knicp and 
the consul responded in the latter) came to an end just as we 
were joined by an officer whom I remembered to have seen 
at the dinner-table. He belonged to the governor’s suite. 
His appearance certainly calculated to excite anxiety, and 
not the less so as he offered to conduct me to the harbour, 
where he would take me to certain parts which generally were 
inaccessible to strangers. My friends looked at one another ; 
however, I did not suffer myself to be deterred by their suspi- 
cions from going alone with him. After some talk about indif- 
ferent matters, I began to address him more familiarly, and 
confessed that during the dinner I had observed many of the 
silent party making friendly signs to me, and giving me to 
understand that I was not among mere strangers and men of 
the world, but among friends, and, indeed, brothers : and 
that I had, therefore, nothing to tear. I felt it a duty to 
thank him, and to request him to be the bearer of similar ex- 
pressions of gratitude to the rest of the company. To all this 
he replied, that they had sought to calm any apprehensions I 
might have felt ; because, well acquainted as they were with 
the character of their host, they were convinced that there 
was really no cause for alarm ; for explosions like that with 
the Maltese were but very rare, and when they did happen, 
the worthy old man always blamed himself afterwards, and 
would for a long time keep a watch over his temper, and 
go on for a while in the calm and assured performance of his 
duty, until at last some unexpected rencontre would suiprise 
and carry him away by a fresh outbreak of passion. 

. My valiant friend further added, that nothing was more 
desired by him and his companions than to bind themselves 
to me by a still closer tie, and therefore he begged that I would 
have the great kindness of letting them know where it might 
be done this evening, most conveniently to myself. I cour- 
teously declined the proffered honour, and begged him to 
humour a wkim of mine, which made me wish to be looked 
upon during ray travels merely as a man ; if as such I could 
excite the confidence and sympathy of others, it would be most 
agreeable to me, and what I most wished, — but that many rea- 
sons forbade me to enter into other relations or connexions. 

Convince him 1 could not, — ^for I did not venture to teU 
him what was really my motive. However, it struck me a* 
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remarkablQ, tlifit under so despotic a government, these kind- 
hearted persons should have fonned so excellent and so inno- 
cent an union for mutual protection, and for the benefit of 
strangers, I did not conceal from him the fact, that I was 
well aware of the ties subsisting between them and other Ger- 
man travellers, and expatiated at length on the praiseworthy 
objects tliey had in view ; and so only caused him to feel still 
more surprise at my obstinacy. He tried every possible in- 
ducement to draw me out of my incognito — however, he did 
not succeed, partly because, having just escaped one danger, I 
was not inclined for any object whatever, to run into another ; 
and partly because I was well aw^arc that the views of these 
W'orthy islanders were so very different from my own, that any 
closer intimacy with them could lead neither to pleasure 
nor comfort. 

On the other hand, I willingly spent a few hours with our 
well-wishing and active consul, who now enlightened us as to 
the scene with the Maltese, The latter was not really a mere 
adventurer, — still he was a restless person, who -was never 
happy in one place. The governor, wlio was of a great family, 
and highly honored for his sincerity and habits of business, 
and was also greatly esteemed for his former important ser- 
vices, was, nevertheless, notorious for his illimitable self-will, 
his unbridled passion, and unbending obstinacy. Suspicious, 
both as an old man and a tyrant, — ^more anxious lest he should 
liave, than convinced that he really had, enemies at court, he 
looked upon as spies, and hated all persons who, lilte this 
Maltese, were continually coming and going, without any os- 
tensible business. This time the red cloak had crossed him, 
when, after a considerable period of quiet, it was necessary 
for him to give vent to his passion, in order to relieve his mind. 


Written partly at Messina^ and partly 

at Sea, Monday, May 4, 1787. 

Both Kniep and myself awoke with the same feelings ; both 
felt annoyed that we had allowed ourselves, under the first 
impression of disgust which the desolate appearance of Mes- 
sina had excited, to form the hasty determination of leaving 
it with the French merchantman. The happy issue of 
my adventure with the governor, the acquaintance which I 
bad formed with certain worthy individuals, and which it only 
remained for me to render more intimate, and a visit which I 
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iiad paid to my banker, whose conntry-liousc was^ situated in 
a most delightful spot : all this afforded a prospect of our 
being able to spend most agreeably a still longer time in 
Messina. Knicp, quite taken up with two pretty little 
children, wished for nothing more than that the adverse 
wind, which in any other case would be disagreeable enough, 
might still last for some time. In the meanwhile, however, 
our position was disagreeable enough, — all must be packed up, 
and we ourselves be ready to start at a moment’s warning. 

And so, at last, about mid-day the summons came ; and we 
hastened on board, and found among the crowd collected on 
the shore our worthy consul, from whom we took our leave 
with many thanks. The sallow footman, also, pressed forward 
to receive his douceur — he was accordingly duly rewarded, 
and charged to mention to his master the fact of our depar- 
ture, and to excuse our absence from dinner. “ He who sails 
away is at once excused,” exclaimed he ; and then turning 
round with a very singular spring, quickly disappeared. 

In the ship itself things looked very different from what 
they had done in the Neapolitan corvette. However, as we 
gradually stood off from the shore, we were quite taken up with 
the glorious view presented by the circular line of the Palaz- 
zata, the citadel, and by the mountains which rose behind the 
city. Calabria was on the other side. And then the wide 
prospect northwards and southwards over the strait, — a 
broad expanse indeed, but still shut in on both sides by a 
beautiful shore. While we were admiring these objects, one 
after another, our attention was diverted to a certain commo- 
tion in the water, at a tolerable distance on the left hand, and 
still nearer on the right, to a rock distinctly separate from the 
shore. They were Scylla and Chary bdis. These remarkable 
objects, which in nature stand so wide apart, but which the poet 
has brought so close together, have furnished occasion to many 
to make grave complaints of the fabling of poetry. Such gi’um- 
blers, however, do not duly consider that the imaginative faculty 
invariably depicts the objects it would represent as grand and 
impressive, with a few striking touches, rather than in fulness 
of detail, and that thereby it lends to the image more of cha- 
racter, solemnity, and dignity. A thousand times have I heard 
the complaint that the objects for a knowledge of which w^e 
are originally indebted to description, invariably disappoint us 
when we see them with our own eyes. The cause is, in every 
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case, the same; Imagination and reality stand in the same 
relation to’ each other as poetry and prose do : the former in- 
variably conceives of its objects as powerful and elevated, the 
latter loves to dihite and to expand them. A comparison of 
the landscape painters of the 16th century with tliose of our 
own day, will strikingly illustrate my meaning, A di’awing 
of lodocus Momper, by the side of one of Kniep's outlines, 
would at once make tlie contrast intelligible. 

With such and similar discourses we contrived to amuse 
ourselves, since the coasts were not atkactive enough, even 
for Kiiiep, notwithstanding his having prepai-ed everything 
for sketching. 

As to myself, however, I was again attacked with sea- 
sickness ; but tliis time the unpleasant feeling was not relieved 
by separation and privacy, as it was on our passage over. 
However, the cabin was large enough to hold several persons, 
and there was no lack of good mattresses. I again resumed 
the horizontal position, in which I was diligently tended by 
Kniep, who administered to me plenty of red wine and 
good bread. In this position our Sicilian expedition pre- 
sented itself to my mind in no very agreeable light. On the 
whole, we had really seen nothing but traces of the utterly vain 
struggle which the human race makes to maintain itself against 
the violence of Nature, against the malicious spite of Time, 
and against the ranciour of its own unhappy divisions. The 
Carthaginians, the Greeks, the Romans, and the many other 
races which followed in succession, built and destroyed. 
Selinus lies methodically overthrown by art and skill; two 
thousand years have not sufficed to throw down the temples 
of Gergenti ; a few hours, nay a few minutes were sufficient to 
overwhelm Catania and Me^ssina. These sea-sick fancies, how- 
ever, I did not allow to take possession of a mind tossed up 
and down on the waves of life. 


At Sea^ Tuesday^ Mcey 16, 1787. 

My hope of having a quicker passage back to Naples, or at 
least of reco-verring sooner from my sea-sickness, has been dis- 
appointed. Several times I attempted, at Kniep’s recommen- 
dation, to go up on deck; however all enjoyment of the 
varying beauty of the sceiie was denied me. Only one or 
two incidents had power to make me forget awhile my gid- 
, diness. The whole sky was overcast with a thin vapoury 
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cloud, throup;h which the sun (whose disk, however, was not 
discernible) illuminated the sea, which was of the most beautiful 
blue colour that ever was seen. A troop of dolphins accom- 
panied the ship ; swimming or leaping they managed to keep 
up with it. I could not help fancying that in the deep water, 
and at the distance, our floating edifice must have seemed to 
them a black point, and that they had hurried towards it as to a 
welcome piece of booty and consumption. However that 
may be, the sailors did not treat them as kind guides, but 
rather as enemies ; one was hit with a harpoon, but not hauled 
on deck. 

The wind continued unfavourable, and by continually tack- 
ing and • manoouvring, we only just managed not to lose 
way. Our impatience at this only increased when some 
experienced persons among the passengers declared that nei- 
ther the captain nor the steersman undenstood their business. 
The one might do very well as captain, aiul the other as a 
mariner — they were, however, not fit to be trusted with the 
lives of so many passengers and such a valuable freight. 

r begged these otherwise most doughty personages to keep 
their fears to themselves. The number of the passengers was 
very great, and among them were several women and children 
of all ages ; for every one had crowded on board the French 
merchantman, without a thought of any thing but of the 
protection which the white flag assured them from the pirates. 
I therefore represented to these parties that the expression of 
their distrust and anxiety would plunge in the greatest alarm 
^thosc poor folk who had hitherto placed all their hopes of 
safety in the piece of uncoloured and unemblazoned linen. 

And in reality, between sky and sea this white streamer, 
as a decided talisman, is singular enough. As parting friends 
greet each other with their white waving handkerchiefs, and 
so excite in their bosoms a mutual feeling — which nothing else 
could call forth — of love and affection divided for a while, so 
here in this simple flag the custom is consecrated. It is even 
as if one had fixed a handkerchief on the mast to proclaim 
to all the world, “ Here comes a friend over the sea.” 

Revived from time to time with a little wine and bread, to 
the annoyance of the captain, who said that I ought to eat 
what was bargained for, I was able at last to sit on the deck, 
and to take part occasionally in the conversation. Kniep 
managed to cheer me, for he could not, this time, by boast- 
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ing of the excellent fare, excite my energy ; on the contrary, 
he was obliged to extol my good luck in having no appetite* 


Wednesday^ April 15, 1787. 

And thus mid-day passed without our being able, as we 
wished, to get into the Bay of Naples. On the contrary, we 
were continually driven more and more to the west, and our 
vessel, nearing the island of C-apri, kept getting further from 
Cape Minerva. Every one was annoyed and impatient ; we 
two, however, who could contemplate the world with a 
painter’s eye, had enough to content us, when the setting sun 
presented for our enjoyment the most beautiful prospect that we 
had yet witnessed during our whole tour. Cape Minerva, with 
the mountains which abut on it, lay before our eyes in the bril- 
liant colouring of sunset, while the rocks which stretched 
southwards from the headland, had already assumed a bluish 
tint. The whole coast, stretching from the Cape to Sorrento, 
was gloriously lit up. Vesuvius was visible ; an immense cloud 
of smoke stood above it like a tower, and sent out a long streak 
southwards — the result, probably, of a violent eruption. 
On the left lay Capri, rising perpendicularly in the air ; 
and by the help of the transparent blue halo, >ve were 
able distinctly to trace the forms of its rocky walls. Be- 
neath a perfectly clear and cloudless sky glittered the calm, 
scarcely rippling sea, which at last, when the wind died 
away, lay before us exactly like a clear pool. We were enrap- 
tured with the sight. Kniep regretted that all the colours of 
art were inadequate to convey an idea of this harmony, 
and that not even the finest of English pencils would enable 
the most practised hand to give the delicacy of the outline. 
I, for my pai’t, convinced that to possess even a far poorer 
memorial of the scene than this clever artist could produce, 
would greatly contribute to my future enjoyment, exhorted 
him to strain both his hand and eye for the last time. He 
allowed himself to be persuaded, and produced a most accurate 
drawing (which he afterwards coloured) ; and so bequeathed to 
me a proof, that to truly artistic powers of delineation, the 
impossible becomes the possible. With equally attentive eyes 
we watched the transition from evening to night. Capri now 
lay quite black before us, and, to our astonishment, the smoke of 
Vesuvius turned into flame, as, indeed, did the whole streak, 
which, the longer we observed it, became brighter and 
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brighter; at last we saw a considerable region* of the atmo- 
sphere, forming, as it were, the back ground of our natural 
picture, lit up — and, indeed, lightening. 

We were so entirely occupied with these welcome scenes, 
that we did not notice the great danger we were in. How- 
ever, the commotion among the passengers did not allow us 
to continue long in ignorance of it. Tliose who were better 
acquainted with maritime affairs than ourselves were bitterly 
reproaching the captain and his steersman. By their bungling, 
they said, they had not only missed the mouth of the strait, 
but they were very nigh losing the lives of all the passengers 
intrusted to them, cargo and all. We inquired into the 
grounds of these apprehensions, especially as we could not 
conceive how, during a perfect calm, there could be any cause 
for alarm. But it w'as this very calm that rendered these 
people so inconsolable. “ We arc,” they said, “ in the current 
which runs round the island, and which, by a slow but irre- 
sistible ground, swell, will draw us against the rugged rocks, 
where there is neither the slightest footing, nor the least 
cove to save ourselves by. 

Made more attentive by these declarations, we contemplated 
our fate with horror. For, although the deepening night did 
not allow us to distinguish the approach of danger, still we 
observed that the ship, as it rolled and pitched, was gradually 
nearing the rocks, which grew darker and darker upon the 
eye, while a light evening glow was still playing on the 
water. Not the slightest movement waas to be discerned in 
the air. Handkerchiefs and light ribbons were constantly 
being holdup, but not the slightest indication of the much de- 
sired breath of wind wais discernible. The tumult became 
every moment louder and wilder. The women with their 
children were on the deck praying, not indeed on their 
knees, for there was scarcely room for them to move, but 
lying close pressed one upon another. Every now and then, 
too, they would rate and scold the captain more harshly and 
more bitterly than the men, who were calmer, thinking over 
every chance of helping and .saving the vessel. They reproached 
him with everything which, during the passage up to this point, 
had been borne with silence — the bad accommodation, the high 
passage money, the scanty bill of fare, his own manners — 
which, if not absolutely surly, were certainly forbidding 
enough. He would not give an account of his proceedings to 
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any one? indeed, ever since the evening befo!?^ he ha^ 
maintained a most obstinate silence as to his plans jand what 
he was doing with his vessel. He and the st^^sman were 
called mere money-making adventurers, who having no know- 
ledge at all of navigation, had managed to buy a packet with 
a mere view to profit, and now, by their incapacity and bung- 
ling, were on the point of losing all that had been intrusted 
to their care. The captain, however, maintained his usual 
silence under all these reproaches, and appeared to he giving 
all his thoughts to the chances of saving his ship. As for 
m)’st)lf, since I had always felt a greater horror of anarchy 
than of death itself, I found it quite impossible to hold my 
tongue any longer. I went up to the noisy railcrs, and, ad- 
dressed them with almost as much composure of mind as the 
rogues of Malsesine. I represented to them that, by their 
shiieking and bawling, they must confound both the ears and 
the brains of those on whom all at this moment depended for 
our safety, so that they could neither think nor communicate 
with one another. All that you have to do, I said, is to calm 
yourselves, and then to ofter up a fervent prayer to the 
Mother of God, asking her to intercede with her blessed Son 
to do for you what He did for His Apostles when on the lake 
Tiberias. The waves broke over the boat while the Lord 
slept, but Who when, helpless and inconsolable, they awoke 
Him, commanded the winds to be still ; and Who, if it is only 
His heavenly will, can even now command the winds to rise. 

These few words had the best effect possible. One of the men 
with whom I had previously had some conversation on moral 
and religious subjects, exclaimed. “^4, il Bahrmc ! Benedetto 
ll BalarmL’'" and they actually began, as they were already 
prostrate on their knees, to go over their rosaries with more 
than usual fcrvour. They were able to do this with the greater 
calmness, as the sailors were now trying an expedient the object 
(rf which was, at any rate, apparent to -every eye. The boat 
(which would not, however, hold more than six or eight men) 
was let down and fastened by a long rope to the ship, which, 
by dint of hard rowing, they hoped to be able to, tow after 
them. And, indeed, it was thought that they did move it 
within the current, and hopes began to be entertained of 
soon seeing the vessel towed entirely out of it. But whether 
their efforts increased the counteraction of the current, or 
whatever it was, the boat with its crew at the end of the 
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l^awser w's suddenly ^wn in a kind of a bow tcwards^^ 
vessel, fc ming with tbft long rope a kind of bow*— or 
like the lash of a whip when the driver makes a blow witi’ 
it. This plan, therefore, was soon given up. Prayer how 
began to alternate with weeping — for our state began to ap*- 
pear alarming indeed, when from the deck we could clearly 
distinguish the voices of the goatherds, (whose fires on the" 
rocks we had long seen), crying to one another, “ 'ITlere is a* 

E »el stranding below.” They also said something eJSe, but 
t sounds were unintelligible to me ; those, however, who 
deratood their patois, interpreted them as exclamations of 
joy, to think of the rich booty they would reap in the morn- 
ing. Thus the doubt which we had entertained whether the 
ship was actually nearing the rocks, and in any immediate dan- 
ger, was unfortunately too soon dispelled, and we saw the 
sailors preparing boat-poles and fenders, in order, should it 
come to the worst, to be ready to hold the vessel off the 
rocks — so long at least as their poles did not break, in which 
case all would be inevitably lost. The ship now rolled 
more violently than ever, and the breakers seemed to increase 
upon us. And my sickness returning upon me in the midst 
of it all, made me resolve to return to the cabin. Half 
stupified, I threw myself down on my mattress, still with a 
somewhat pleasant feeling, which seemed to me to come over 
from the Sea of Tiberias, for the picture in Merian’s Pictorial 
Bible kept floating before my mind’s eye. And so it is : 
our moral impressions invariably prove strongest in those 
moments when wo are most driven back upon ourselves. 
How long I lay in this sort of half stupor I know not, for 
I was awakened by a great noise overhead ; I qould distinctly 
make out that it was caused by great ropes being dragged 
along the deck, and this gave me a hope that they were going 
to make use of the sails. A little while after this Kniep 
hurried down into the cabin to tell me that we were out of, 
danger, for a gentle breeze had sprung up ; that all hands 
had just been at work in hoisting the sails, and that he him- 
self had not hesitated to lend a hand. We were visibly 
getting clear off the rocks ; and although not entirely out of 
the current, there was now a good hope of our being able to 
make way against it. All was now still again overhead, and 
soon several more of the passengers came below to announce 
the happy turn of afiairs, and to lie down. 
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